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There  ia  one  mind  common  to  all  indiTidnal  men. 
Ever;  man  is  an  inlet  to  the  same  and  to  all  of  the  same. 
He  that  is  once  admitted  to  the  right  of  reason  is  made 
a  freeman  of  the  whole  estate.  What  Plato  has  thought 
he  maj  think  ;  what  a  saint  has  felt  lie  maj  feel ;  what 
at  anj  time  has  befallen  any  man,  he  can  understand. 
Who  hath  access  to  this  universal  mind  is  a  party  to  all 
that  is  or  can  be  done,  for  this  b  the  only  and  sovereign 
agent. 

or  the  works  of  this  mind  history  is  the  record.  Its 
genius  ia  illustrated  by  tbe  entire  series  of  days.  Man 
is  explicable  by  nothing  less  than  all  Ms  history.  With- 
out hurry,  withont  real,  the  human  spirit  goes  forth 
from  the  beginning  to  embody  every  faculty,  every 
thought,  every  emotion,  which  belongs  to  it  in  appro- 
priate events.  But  the  thought  is  always  prior  to  the 
fact;  all  the  facts  of  history  pre-exist  in  tbe  mind  as 
laws.  Each  law  in  turn  is  made  by  circumstances  pre- 
dominant, and  the  limits  of  nature  give  power  to  hut  one 
at  a  time.  A  man  is  the  whole  encyclopiedia  of  facts. 
The  creation  of  a  thousand  forests  is  in  one  acorn,  and 
Egypt,  Greece,  Ronie,  Gaul,  Britain,  America,  lie  folded 
already  in  the  first  man.    Epoch  after  epoch,  camp,  king- 
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dom,  empire,  republic,  democracy,  are  merely  the  appll- 
catioos  of  Ilia  manifold  spirit  to  the  manifold  world. 

Tliis  liuinan  niiud  wrote  liistory,  and  tijia  must  read 
it.  The  Sphinx  must  solve  her  own  riddle.  If  tlie  whole 
of  history  is  ill  one  man,  it  is  all  to  be  explaiucd  from 
individual  experience.  There-  is  a  relulioii  between  the 
hours  of  our  Lfe  and  the  centuries  of  time.  As  the  aii 
I  breathe  is  drawn  from  ihe  great  repositories  of  nature, 
as  (he  light  on  my  book  is  yielded  by  a  star  a  hundred 
millions  of  miles  distant,  as  the  poise  of  my  hody  depends 
on  the  equilibrium  of  centrifugal  and  centripetal  forces, 
so  the  hours  sliould  be  instructed  by  the  ages,  and  the 
ages  explained  by  the  hours.  Of  the  universal  mind 
each  individual  man  is  one  more  incarnation.  All  its 
properl.ies  consist  in  him.  Each  new  fact  in  his  private 
oiperjence  flashes  a  light  on  wjiat  great  bodies  of  men 
have  done,  and  the  crises  of  his  life  refer  to  national 
crises.  Every  revolution  was  first  a  thought  in  one 
man's  mind,  and  when  the  same  thought  occurs  to 
another  man,  it  is  the  key  to  that  era.  Every  reform 
was  once  a  private  opinion,  and  when  it  shall  be  a  private 
opinion  again,  it  will  solve  the  problem  of  the  age.  The 
fact  narrated  must  correspond  to  something  in  ine  to  be 
credible  or  intelligible.  We  as  we  read  must  become 
Greeks,  Romans,  Turks,  priest  and  king,  martyr  and  ex- 
ecutioner, must  fasten  these  images  to  some  reality  in 
our  secret  experience,  or  we  shall  learn  nothing  rightly. 
What  befell  Asdrubal  or  Cresar  Borgia  is  as  much  an 
illustration  of  the  mind's  powers  and  deprivations  as 
what,  has  befallen  us.  Each  new  law  and  political  move- 
ment bas  meaning  for  yon.      Stand  before  each  of  its 
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tablets  and  aay,  '  Under  this  mash  did  my  Prol«us  nature 
hide  itself.'  This  remedies  tlie  defect  of  our  too  great 
nearness  to  ourselves.  Tliia  tlirows  our  actions  into  per- 
spective :  and  as  crabs,  goats,  scorpions,  tlie  balance,  and 
tUe  waler-pot  lose  their  meanness  wticn  bung  as  signs  tn 
tbe  Eodiac,  su  I  can  see  m;  own  vices  without  lieat 
in  tbe  distant  persona  of  Solomon,  Alcibiades,  and  Cati- 

It  is  the  universal  nature  which  gives  worth  to  partic- 
ular men  and  things.  Human  life  as  containing  this  a 
mysterious  and  inviolable,  and  we  hedge  it  rouud  with 
penalties  and  laws.  All  lavs  derive  hence  their  ultimata 
reason ;  all  express  more  or  less  distinctly  some  com- 
mand of  this  supreme,  illimitable  essence.  Property  also 
holds  of  the  soul,  covers  great  spiritual  facts,  and  instinct- 
ively we  at  first  hold  to  it  with  swords  and  laws,  and  wide 
and  complex  combinations.  The  obscure  consciousness 
of  this  fact  is  the  light  of  all  our  day,  the  claim  of  claims; 
the  plea  for  education,  for  justice,  for  charity,  the  foun- 
dation of  friendship  and  love,  and  of  the  heroism  and 
grandeur  wbicli  belong  to  acts  of  self-reliance.  It  is  re- 
markable that  involuntarily  we  always  read  as  superior 
beings.  Universal  history,  the  poets,  the  romancers,  do 
not  in  their  stateheat  pictures,  ~  in  the  sacerdotal,  the 
imperial  palaces,  in  the  triumphs  of  will  or  of  genius  — 
anywhere  lose  our  ear,  anywhere  make  us  feel  that  we 
intrude,  that  this  is  for  better  men  ;  but  rather  is  it  true. 
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diacoveries,  the  great  resistances,  the  great  prospen'ties 
of  men  ;  —  because  there  law  was  enacted,  the  sea  was 
searched,  the  land  was  fonad,  or  the  blow  was  struck  for 
HI,  aa  we  ourselves  in  that  place  would  have  done  or  ap- 
plauded. 

We  have  the  same  interest  in  condition  and  character. 
We  honor  the  rich,  because  thej  have  eitemally  the  free- 
dom, power,  and  grace  which  we  feel  to  be  proper  to 
man,  proper  to  ua.  So  nil  tliat  is  said  of  the  wise  man 
by  Stoic,  or  Oriental  or  modem  essayist,  describes  to 
each  reader  his  own  idea,  describes  liis  unattained  but 
attainable  self.  All  literature  writes  the  character  of  the 
wise  man.  Books,  monuments,  pictures,  conversation, 
are  pori;raita  in  which  he  finds  the  lineaments  he  is  form- 
ing. The  silent  and  the  eloquent  praise  liim  and  accost 
him,  and  he  is  stimulated  wherever  he  moves  as  hj  per- 
sonal allusions.  A  true  aspirant,  therefore,  never  needs 
look  for  allusions  personal  and  laudatory  in  discourse. 
He  hears  the  commendation,  not  of  himself,  but  more 
sweet,  of  that  character  he  seeks,  in  every  word  that  ia 
said  concerning  character,  yea,  further,  in  every  fact  and 
circumstance, — in  the  running  river  and  the  rustling 
com.  Praise  is  looked,  homage  tendered,  love  flows  from 
mute  nature,  from  the  mountuns  and  the  lights  of  the 
firmament. 

These  hints,  dropped  as  it  were  from  sleep  and  niglit, 
let  us  use  in  broad  day.  Tlie  student  is  to  read  history 
actively  and  not  passively ;  to  esteem  bis  own  life  the 
text,  and  books  the  commentary.  Thus  compelled,  the 
Muse  of  history  will  utter  oracles,  aa  never  lo  those  who 
do  not  respect  themselves.    I  have  no  expectation  that 
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any  man  will  read  Uiatory  aright,  who  tliinks  Ibat  what 
vas  done  lu  a  remote  age,  by  men  whose  names  have  re- 
sounded far,  haa  any  deeper  sense  than  what  he  is  doing 

The  world  exists  for  the  education  of  each  man.  There 
is  no  age  or  state  of  society  or  mode  of  action  in  hiatoty, 
to  which  there  is  not  somewhat  corresponding  in  his  life. 
Dreiything  tends  in  a  wonderful  manner  to  abbreviate 
itself  and  jield  its  own  virtue  to  him.  He  should  see 
that  he  can  live  all  history  in  bis  own  person.  He  must 
sit  solidly  at  hnine,  and  not  suffer  himself  to  be  bullied 
b;  kings  or  empires,  but  know  that  he  is  greater  than  all 
the  geography  and  oil  the  government  of  the  world ;  he 
must  transfer  the  point  of  view  from  which  history  is 
commonly  read,  from  Borne  and  Athens  and  Loudon  to 
himself,  and  not  deny  his  conviction  that  he  is  the  court, 
and  if  England  or  Egypt  have  anything  to  say  to  him, 
he  will  try  the  case ;  if  not,  let  them  forever  be  silent. 
He  most  attain  and  maint^n  that  lofty  sight  where  bcls 
yield  their  secret  sense,  and  poetry  aud  annals  are  alike. 
The  instinct  of  the  mind,  the  purpose  of  nature,  betrays 
itself  in  the  use  we  make  of  the  signal  narrations  of  his- 
tory. Time  dissipates  to  shining  ether  the  solid  angu. 
larity  of  facts.  No  anciior,  no  cable,  no  fences,  avail  to 
keep  a  fact  a  feet.  Babylon,  Troy,  Tyre,  Palestine,  and 
early  Rome  have  passed  or  are  passing  into  fiction. 
Tbe  Garden  of  Eden,  the  sun  standmg  still  in  Gibeon,  is 
poetry  thenceforward  to  all  nations.  Who  cares  what 
tbe  fact  was,  when  we  have  made  a  constellation  of  it  to 
bang  in  heaven  an  immortal  signF  London  and  Paris 
and  New  York  must  go  the  same  way.    "What  is  His- 
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tory,"  said  N&poleon,  "  but  a  fable  agreed  upon  t "  This 
life  of  ours  is  stuck  round  with  Egjpt,  Greece,  Guul, 
Eoglaud,  War,  Colonization,  Cfaarcb,  Court,  and  Com- 
merce, »a  with  so  man;  flowera  and  wild  omameula 
grove  and  gay.  I  will  not  make  more  account  of  tliem. 
£  believe  in  EUmity.  I  can  find  Greece,  Asia,  Italj, 
Spain,  and  the  Islands,  —  the  genius  end  creative  prin- 
ciple of  each  and  of  all  eras  in  my  own  mind. 

We  are  always  coming  up  with  the  emphatic  facts  of 
history  in  our  private  experience,  and  verifying  them 
here.  All  history  becomes  subjective;  in  other  words, 
there  is  properly  no  history,  only  biography.  Every 
mind  must  know  the  whole  lesson  for  itself,  —  must  go 
over  the  whole  ground.  What  it  does  not  see,  what  it 
does  not  live,  it  will  not  koow.  What  the  former  age 
has  epitomized  into  a  formula  or  rule  for  manipular  ood- 
venienoe,  it  will  lose  all  the  good  of  verifying  for  itself, 
by  means  of  the  wall  of  that  rule.  Somewhere,  some- 
time, it  will  demand  and  find  compensation  for  that  losa 
by  doing  the  work  itself.  Terguson  discovered  many 
things  in  astronomy  which  had  long  been  known.  The 
better  for  him. 

History  must  be  this  or  it  is  nothing.  Every  law 
which  the  state  enacts  indicates  a  faot  in  human  nature ; 
that  is  bU.  We  must  in  ourselves  see  the  necessary 
reason  of  every  fact,  —  see  how  it  could  and  must  be. 
So  stand  before  every  public  and  private  work ;  before 
an  oration  of  Burke,  before  a  victory  of  Napoleon,  before 
a  martyrdom  of  Sir  Thomas  More,  of  Sidney,  of  Marma- 
duke  Hobinson,  before  a  French  Reign  of  Terror,  and  a 
Salem  hanging  of  witches,  before  a  lanatic  Revival,  and 
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the  Animal  Magnetbm  in  Paris,  or  in  Providence.  We 
assume  that  we  under  Uke  influence  should  be  alike 
affected,  and  should  achieve  the  like;  and  we  aim  to 
master  intellectually  the  steps,  and  reach  the  same  height 
or  the  same  degradation,  that  our  fellow,  our  proxj,  has 

All  inquiry  into  antiquity  — all  curiosity  respecting  tlie 
Pyramids,  the  excavated  cities,  Stoneheuge,  the  Ohio  Cir- 
cles, Mexico,  Memphis— is  the  desire  to  do  away  this 
wild,  savage,  and  preposterous  There  or  Tlien,  and  in- 
troduce in  its  place  the  Here  and  the  Now,  Belzoni 
digs  and  measures  in  the  mummy-pits  and  pyramids  of 
Thebes,  until  he  can  see  the  end  of  the  difference  be- 
tween the  monstrous  work  and  himself.  When  he  has 
satisfied  himself,  in  general  and  in  detail,  that  it  was 
made  by  such  a  person  as  he,  so  armed  and  so  motived, 
and  to  ends  to  which  he  himself  should  also  have  worked, 
the  problem  is  solved ;  his  thought  lives  along  the  whole 
line  of  temples  and  sphinxes  and  catacombs,  passes 
through  them  all  with  satisfaction,  and  they  live  again  to 
the  mind,  or  are  noa. 

A  Qothic  cathedral  affirms  that  it  was  done  by  us,  and 
not  done  by  us.  Surely  it  was  hy  man,  but  we  find  it  not 
in  our  man.  But  we  apply  ourselves  to  the  history  of 
its  production.  We  put  ourselves  into  the  place  and 
state  of  the  builder.  We  remember  the  forest-dwellers, 
the  first  temples,  the  adherence  to  the  first  type,  and  the 
decoration  of  it  as  the  wealth  of  the  nation  increased; 
the  value  which  is  given  to  wood  by  carving  led  to  the 
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thereto  the  Catholic  Chui-ch,  its  cross,  its  music,  its  pro- 
cessions, its  Soiiits'  dsjs  and  image- worship,  we  have,  as 
it  were,  been  the  man  tbat  made  the  minster ;  we  liave 
seea  how  it  could  and- mast  be.    We  hare  the  sufficient 

Tlie  difference  ^jetween  men  is  in  tbeir  principle  of 
aasociation.  Some  men  classify  objects  bj  color  and  size 
and  other  accidents  of  appearance ;  others  by  intrinsic 
likeness,  or  b;  the  relation  of  cause  and  effect.  The  pro- 
gress of  the  intellect  is  to  the  clearer  vision  of  causes, 
which  neglects  surface  differences.  To  tlie  poet,  to  the 
philosopher,  to  the  saint,  all  thiugs  are  friendly  and 
Biicred,  all  events  profitable,  all  days  holy,  all  men  divine. 
For  the  eye  is  fastened  on  the  liie,  and  slights  the  circum- 
stance. Ererj  chemical  substance,  every  plant,  every 
animal  in  its  growth,  teaches  the  unity  of  cause,  the 
variety  nf  appearance. 

Upborne  and  surrounded  as  we  are  by  this  all-creat- 
ing nature,  soft  and  fluid  aa  a  cloud  or  the  air,  wliy 
should  we  be  such  hard  pedants,  and  magnify  a  few 
forms  P  Why  should  we  make  account  of  time,  or  of 
magnitude,  or  of  figure  P  The  soul  knows  them  not,  and 
genius,  obeying  its  law,  knows  bow  to  play  with  them  as 
a  young  child  plays  with  graybeards.  and  in  churclies. 
Genius  studies  the  causal  thought,  and  far  back,  in  the 
womb  of  things,  sees  the  rajs  parting  from  one  orb,  tbat 
diverge  ere  they  fell  by  infinite  diameters.  Genius 
watches  the  monad  through  all  his  masks  as  he  performs 
tbe  metempsychosis  of  nature.  Genius  detects  through 
the  fly,  through  the  caterpillar,  through  the  grub,  through 
the  e^,  the  constant  individual ;  through  countless  iudi- 


HISTOEY.  19 

viduals,  the  fixed  species;  tlirough  many  species,  the 
genus ;  througli  all  genera,  the  steadfast  tjpe ;  tlirough 

all  tlie  kingdoms  of  oi^anized  life,  the  eternal  unitj. 
Nature  ia  a  mutable  cloud,  which  is  always  and  nerer 
the  same.  She  casts  the  same  thought  into  troops  of 
forms,  as  a  poet  makes  twentj  fables  with  one  moral. 
Through  the  bruteness  and  toughness  of  matter,  a  subtle 
spirit  bends  all  things  to  its  own  will.  The  adamant 
streams  into  soft  but  precise  form  before  it,  and  whilst 
I  look  at  it,  its  outline  and  texture  are  changed  again. 
Nothing  is  so  fleeting  as  form  ;  ;ct  never  does  it  quite 
den;  itself.  In  man  we  still  trace  the  remains  or  hints 
of  all  that  we  esteem  badges  of  servitude  in  the  lower 
races  ;  jet  in  him  they  enhance  his  nobleness  and  grace ; 
as  lo,  in  ^scliylua,  transformed  to  a  cow,  offends  the 
imagination ;  but  how  changed,  when  as  Isis  in  Egypt 
she  meets  Osiris-Jove,  a  beautiful  woman,  with  nothing 
of  the  metamorphosis  left  hut  the  lunar  horns  as  the 
splendid  ornament  of  her  brows! 

The  identity  of  liistory  is  equally  intrinsic,  the  diver- 
sity equally  obvious.  There  is  at  the  sur&ce  infinite 
variety  of  things ;  at  the  centre  there  is  simplicity  of 
cause.  How  many  are  the  acts  of  one  man  in  which  we 
recognize  the  same  character !  Ohaervo  the  sources  of 
our  information  in  respect  to  the  Greek  genius.  We 
have  the  trivil  hUtory  of  that  people,  as  Herodotus,  Tliu- 
cjdides,  Xenophon,  and  Plutarch  have  given  it ;  a  very 
sufficient  account  of  what  manner  of  persons  they  were, 
and  what  they  did.  We  have  the  same  national  mind 
expressed  for  us  again  in  their  literature,  in  epic  and 
lyric  poems,  drama,  and  philosophy;  a  very  complete 
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form.  Then  we  liBve  it  once  more  in  their  archiUelure,  a  ' 
beaut;  as  of  temperance  itself,  limited  to  tlie  straiglit  line 
and  the  square,  —  a  builded  geometrj.  Then  we  liave  it 
once  again  in  aculpluTe,  the  "tongrue  on  tie  balauce  of 
expression,"  a  multitude  of  forms  in  the  utmost  freedom 
of  action,  and  never  transgressing  the  ideal  sereuit; ; 
like  votaries  performi:^  some  religious  dacice  before  the 
gods,  and,  though  in  convulsive  pain  or  mortal  combat, 
never  daring  to  break  the  figure  and  decorum  of  their 
dance.  Thus,  of  the  genius  of  one  remarkable  people, 
we  have  a  fourfold  representatiou :  and  to  the  senses 
what  more  unlike  than  an  ode  of  Pindar,  a  marble  cen- 
taur, the  peristyle  of  the  Parthenon,  and  the  last  actions 
of  Phocion  ? 

Everj  one  must  have  observed  faces  and  forms  which, 
without  an;  resembling  feature,  make  a  like  impression 
on  the  beholder.  A  particular  picture  or  copy  of  verses, 
if  it  do  not  awaken  tbe  same  train  of  images,  will  jet 
superinduce  tbe  same  sentiment  as  some  wild  mountain 
walk,  although  the  reaemblaiice  is  nowise  obvious  to  the 
sensea,  but  ia  occult  and  out  of  tlie  reach  of  the  under- 
Btanding.  Nature  is  an  endless  combination  and  repeti- 
tion  of  a  verj  tew  lawa.  Siie  hums  the  old  well-known 
air  through  innumerable  variations. 

Nature  is  full  of  a  auhlimc  family  likeness  throughout 
her  works ;  and  delights  in  startliug  us  with  resemblances 
in  the  most  unexpected  quarters.  I  have  seen  the  head 
of  an  old  sachem  of  the  forest,  which  at  once  reminded 
the  eye  of  a  bald  mountain  summit,  and  the  furrows  of 
the  brow  suggested  the  strata  of  the  rock.  There  are 
men  whose  manners  have  the  same  essential  splendor  aa 
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the  simple  and  tnrfol  sculpture  on  the  friezes  of  the  Par- 
thenon, and  the  remains  of  the  earliest  Greek  art.  And 
there  are  compositions  of  the  same  strain  to  be  found 
in  the  books  of  all  ages.  Wbat  is  Guido's  Bospigliosi 
Aurora  but  a  morning  thougbt,  as  the  horses  in  it  are 
only  a  morning  clouii  ?  If  any  one  will  but  take  pains 
to  observe  the  variety  of  actions  to  which  he  is  equally 
inclined  in  certain  moods  of  mind,  and  those  to  which  be 
is  averse,  he  will  see  bow  deep  is  the  chain  of  affinity. 

A  painter  told  mo  that  nobody  could  draw  a  tree  with- 
out in  some  sort  becoming  a  tree  ;  or  draw  a  child  by 
■tadying  the  outlines  of  its  form  merely,  —  but,  by 
watching  for  a  time  bia  motions  and  plays,  the  painter 
enters  into  bis  nature,  and  can  then  draw  him  at  will  in 
every  attitude-  So  Boos  "entered  into  the  inmost  na- 
ture of  a  sheep."  I  knew  a  draughtsman  employed  in 
a  public  survey,  who  found  that  he  could  not  sketch  the 
rocks  until  their  geological  structure  was  first  explained 
to  him.  In  a  certain  state  of  thought  is  the  common 
origin  of  very  diverse  works.  It  is  the  spirit  and  not 
the  fact  that  is  identical.  By  a  deeper  apprehension, 
and  not  primarily  by  a  painful  acquisition  of  many  man- 
ual skills,  tlie  artist  attains  the  power  of  awakening 
other  souls  to  a  given  activity. 

It  has  been  said,  that  "  common  souls  pay  with  wliat 
they  do ;  nobler  souls  with  that  which  they  are."  And 
why  P  Because  a  profound  nature  awakens  in  us  by  its 
actions  and  words,  by  its  very  looks  and  manners,  the 
same  power  and  beauty  that  a  gallery  of  sculpture,  or  of 
pictures,  addresses. 

Civil  and  natutal  history,  the  history  of  art  and  of  lit- 
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eretore,  most  be  explained  from  individual  hiitoiy,  or 
must  remain  words.  There  is  nothing  but  is  related  to 
ns,  notliing  that  does  not  interest  us,  —  kingdom,  college, 
tree,  horse,  or  iron  shoe,  the  roots  of  all  things  are  in 
man.  Saata  Croce  and  the  dome  of  8t.  Peter's  are 
lame  copies  after  a  divine  model.  Strasburg  Cathedral 
is  a  material  counterpart  of  the  soul  of  Erwin  of  Stein- 
bach.  The  true  poem  is  the  poet's  mind ;  t)ie  true  ship 
is  the  shiphuilder.  In  the  man,  could  ve  lay  him  open, 
Te  should  see  the  reason  for  the  last  flourish  and  tendril 
of  his  work ;  as  everj  spine  and  tint  in  the  sea-shell  pre- 
exist in  the  secreting  organs  of  the  fish.  The  whole  of 
lieraldry  and  of  chivalry  is  in  courtesy.  A  man  of  flue 
manners  shall  pronounce  your  name  with  sU  the  orna- 
ment that  titles  of  nobility  could  ever  add. 
_  The  tririal  experience  of  every  day  is  always  Tcrifying 
some  old  prediction  to  us,  and  converting  into  things  the 
words  and  signs  which  we  had  heard  and. seen  without 
heed.  A  lady,  with  whom  I  was  riding  in  the  forest, 
said  to  me,  that  the  woods  always  seemed  to  her  lo  wail, 
as  if  the  genii  who  inhabit  them  suspended  their  deeds 
until  the  wayfarer  has  passed  onward  :  a  thought  which 
poetry  has  celebrated  in  the  dance  of  the  foiries,  which 
breaks  off  on  the  approach  of  human  feet.  The  man 
who  has  seen  the  rising  moon  break  out  of  the  clouds  at 
'  midnight  has  been  present  like  an  archangel  at  the  crea- 
tion of  light  and  of  the  world.  I  remember  one  summer 
day,  in  the  fields,  my  companion  pointed  out  to  me 
a  broad  cloud,  which  might  extend  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
parallel  to  the  horizon,  quite  accurately  in  the  form  of 
a  cherub  as  painted  over  churches,  —  a  round  block  in 
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tlie  centre,  wliich  it  was  eaay  to  animate  with  ejes  and 
moutb,  snpported  on  either  side  bj  wide-stretched  sjm- 
metrical  wings.  What  appeara  once  in  the  atmosphere 
may  appear  often,  and  it  was  undouhtedlj  tlie  archetype 
of  that  familiar  ornament.  1  have  seen  in  the  skj  a  cliain 
of  summer  lightning  which  at  once  showed  to  ine  that 
the  Greeks  drew  from  nature  when  thej  painted  the 
thunderbolt,  in  the  hand  of  Jove.  I  have  seen  a  snow- 
drill  along  tlie  sides  of  the  stone-wall  which  obTionslj 
gave  the  idea  of  the  coinmoii  architectural  scroll  to  abut 
a  tower. 

B;  surrouiidiog  ourselves  with  the  ori^al  circum- 
stances, we  invent  anew  the  orders  and  the  ornaments 
of  architecture,  as  we  see  how  each  people  merely  deco- 
rated its  primitite  abodes.  Tlie  Doric  (emple  preserves 
the  semblance  of  the  wooden  cabin  in  whicli  the  Dorian 
dwelt.  The  Chinese  pagoda  is  plainly  a  Tartar  tent. 
The  Indian  and  Egyptian  temples  still  betray  the  mounds 
and  subterranean  houses  of  tlieir  forefathers.  "  The  cus- 
tom of  mskiog  houses  and  tombs  in  the  living  rock," 
says  Heeren,  in  his  researches  on  the  Ethiopians,  "  deter- 
mined very  naturally  the  principal  character  of  the  Nu- 
bian ^yptisn  architecture  to  the  colossal  form  which  it 
assumed.  In  these  caverns,  already  prepared  hj  nature, 
the  eye  was  accustomed  to  dwell  on  huge  shapes  and 
masses,  so  that  when  art  came  to  the  assistance  of  na- 
ture, it  could  not  move  on  a  small  scale  without  degrad- 
ing itself.  What  would  statues  of  the  usual  size,  or  neat 
porches  and  wings  have  been,  associated  with  those  gigan- 
tic halls  befoi'c  which  only  Colossi  could  sit  as  watchmen, 
or  lean  on  the  pillars  of  the  interior  P  " 
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Tbe  Gothic  chnrcb  plamty  originated  in  a  rade  adapta- 
tion of  the  forest  trees  vith  all  their  bou^is  to  a  festal 
or  solemn  arcade,  as  tbe  bands  about  the  cleft  pillars  still 
indicate  tbe  green  withes  that  tied  them.  No  one  can 
walk  in  a  road  cut  through  pine  woods,  without  being 
struck  with  the  architectural  appearance  of  the  grove, 
especially  in  winter,  when  the  bairenneaa  of  all  other 
trees  shows  the  low  arcii  of  the  Saxons.  In  the  woods 
in  a  winter  afternoon  one  will  sec  as  readilj  the  origia  of 
the  stained  glass  window,  with  which  tlie  Gothic  cathe- 
drals are  adorned,  m  the  colors  of  the  western  sk;  seen 
through  the  hare  and  crossing  branches  of  the  forest. 
Mor  can  anj  lover  of  nature  ent«r  the  old  piles  of  Ox- 
ford and  the  English  cathedrals,  without  feeling  that  the 
forest  overpowered  the  mind  of  the  builder,  and  that 
bis  chisel,  his  saw,  and  plane  still  reproduced  its  ferns, 
its  spikes  of  flowers,  its  locust,  elm,  oak,  pine,  fir,  and 
spruce. 

Tbe  Gothic  cathedral  is  a  blossoming  in  sUine  subdued 
bj  the  insatiable  demand  of  harmony  in  man.  The  moun- 
tain of  granite  blooms  into  an  eternal  flower,  with  the 
lightness  and  delicate  finish,  as  well  as  the  aerial  propor- 
tions and  perspective,  of  ve^table  beauty. 

In  like  manner,  all  public  facts  are  to  be  individual- 
ized, all  private  facts  are  to  be  generalised.  Then  at 
once  History  becomes  fluid  and  true,  and  Biography  deep 
and  sublime.  As  the  Persian  imitated  in  tlie  slender 
shafts  and  capitals  of  his  architecture  tbe  stem  and  flower 
of  the  lotus  and  palm,  so  tbe  Persian  court  in  its  mag- 
nificent era  never  gave  over  the  nomadism  of  ils  barba- 
rous tribes,  but  travelled  from  Ecbatana,  where  the  spring 
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vas  spent,  to  Susa  in  summer,  and  to  Babylon  for  the 

In  tbe  earl?  historj  of  Asia  and  Africa,  Nomadbm 
and  Agricalture  are  the  two  antagooiat  facta.  Tbe  get^- 
rapbj  of  Asia  and  of  ^-^i^  neceasitat^d  a  noniBdic  life. 
But  tbe  nomads  were  the  terror  of  all  those  whom  the- 
soil,  or  tbe  advantages  of  a  market,  Lad  induced  to  build 
towns.  Agricnlture,  therefore,  was  a  religioua  bjunc- 
tiou,  beoause  of  tbe  perils  of  the  slate  from  nomadism. 
And  in  these  k(e  and  civil  countries  of  Ilngland  and 
America,  these  propensities  still  figbt  out  tbe  old  battk 
in  tbe  nation  and  in  the  iudtTidoal.  The  nomads  ot 
Afriea  were  constrsined  to  wander  by  the  attacks  of  the 
gad%,  which  drives  the  cattle  mad,  and  so  compels  the 
tribe  to  emigrate  in  the  rainj  season,  and  to  drive  off  the 
oattle  to  the  higher  sandj  re^ons.  Tbe  uomads  of  Asia 
follow  the  pasturage  from  month  to  month.  In  America 
and  ^Europe,  the  nomadism  is  of  trade  and  curiosity ;  a 
pttfiresB,  certainly,  from  the  gadBy  of  Astabotas  to  the 
Anglo  and  Itslomania  of  Boston  Bay.  Sacred  cities,  to 
which  a  periodical  religious  pilgrimage  was  enjoined,  or 
stringent  laws  and  customs,  touding  to  invigorate  the 
national  bond,  were  the  check  on  the  old  rovers;' and 
the  cumulative  valuea  of  long  residence  are  the  restraints 
on  tiie  itineracy  of  the  present  day.  The  antagonism  of 
the  two  tendencies  is  not  less  active  in  individuals,  as 
the  love  of  adventure  or  the  love  of  repose  happens  to 
predominate.  A  man  of  rude  health  and  flowing  spirits 
has  (lie  faculty  of  rapid  domestication,  lives  in  liis  wagon, 
Mid  roams  tlirougb  all  latitudes  as  easily  as  a  Caluiuc. 
At  sea,  or  in  tbe  forest,  or  tu  the  snow,  he   sleeps   as 
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warm,  dines  with  as  good  appetite,  and  associates  as 
happilj,  ta  beside  his  own  cliimnejs.  Or  perhaps  liis 
facilitj  is  deeper  seated,  in  the  increased  mnge  of  Ills 
faculties  of  observation,  which  ;ield  him  points  of  inter- 
est wherever  fresh  objects  meet  his  eyes.  The  pastoral 
nations  were  needj  and  hungrj  to  desperation ;  and  this 
intellectual  nomadism,  in  its  excess,  bankrupts  the  miiid, 
through  the  dissipation  of  power  on  a  miscellany  of  ob- 
jects. The  home-keeping  wit,  on  the  other  hand,  is  that 
continence  or  content  wliich  finds  all  the  elements  of  life 
in  its  own  soil ;  and  which  has  its  own  penis  of  monot- 
ony and  deterioration,  tf  not  stimulated  by  foreign  mfu- 

Everytliing  the  individual  sees  without  Uim  corre 
spends  to  his  states  of  mind,  and  everything  is  in  turn 
intelligible  to  him,  as  his  onward  thinking  leads  him  into 
the  truth  to  which  that  fact  or  series  belongs. 

The  primeval  world,  —  the  Fore- World,  as  the  Ger- 
mans say,  — I  can  dive  to  it  in  myself  as  welt  as  grope 
for  it  with  researching  fingers  in  catacombs,  libraries, 
and  the  broken  reliefs  and  torsos  of  ruined  villas. 

What  is  the  foundation  of  that  interest  all  men  feel  tn 
Greek  history,  letters,  art,  and  poetry,  in  all  its  periods, 
from  the  Heroic  or  Homeric  age  down  to  tlicdomeslic 
life  of  the  Athenians  and  Spartans,  four  or  five  centuries 
later?  What  hut  this,  that  every  man  passes  personally 
through  a  Grecian  period.  The  Grecian  slate  is  the  era 
of  the  bodily  nature,  the  perfection  of  the  senses,  —  of 
tlie  spiritual  nature  unfolded  in  strict  unity  with  the 
body.  In  it  existed  those  human  forms  whicli  supplied 
the  sculptor  with  his  models  of  Hercules,  Phcebus,  and 
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Jove;  not  like  the  forms  abounding  in  the  streets  of 
modem  cities,  wlierein  ttie  face  is  a  confused  blur  of  fea- 
tures, but  composed  of  iucorrupt,  aliarpl;  defined,  and 
sjTnnietriottt  features,  wliose  eye-sockets  are  so  formed 
thut  if  would  be  impossible  for  sucli  ejes  to  squint,  and 
take  furtive  glances  on  tiiis  side  and  on  tliat,  but  lliey 
must  turn  tbe  wliole  liead.  Tlie  manners  of  that  period 
are  plain  and  fierce.  Tlie  reverence  eiliibited  is  for  per. 
sonal  qualities,  courage,  address,  self-command,  justice, 
strength,  swiftness,  a  loud  voice,  a  broad  cheat.  Lux- 
urj  and  elegance  are  not  known.  A  sparse  population 
and  want  make  every  man  his  own  valet,  cook,  butcher, 
and  soldier,  and  the  hubit  of  supplying  bis  own  needs 
educates  the  body  to  wonderful  performances.  Sncli  are 
the  Agamemnon  and  Dioined  of  Homer,  and  not  far  dif- 
ferent is  the  picture  Xenophon  gives  of  himself  and  his 
compatriots  in  the  Retreat  of  tlie  Ten  Thousand.  "Af- 
ter tbe  army  bad  crossed  the  river  Teleboas  in  Armenia, 
there  fell  much  suow,  and  the  troops  lay  miserably  on 
the  ground  covered  with  it.  But  Xenophon  arose  naked, 
and,  taking  an  axe,  began  to  split  wood ;  whereupon 
others  rose  and  did  the  like."  Throughout  his  army 
exists  s  boundless  liberty  of  speech.  They  quarrel  for 
plunder,  they  wrangle  wiib  tbe  generals  on  each  uew 
order,  and  Xenophon  is  as  sharp-tongued'as  any,  and 
sharper-tongued  than  most,  and  so  gives  as  good  as  lie 
gets.  Who  does  not  see  that  this  Is  a  gang  of  great 
boys,  with  such  a  code  of  honor  and  such  lax  discipline 
as  great  boys  have  ? 

Tbe  coatlj  charm  of  tbe  ancient  tragedy,  and  indeed  of 
■11  the  old  literature,  is,  that  the  persons  speak  simply,  — 
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apeak  as  persons  wLo  have  great  good  aense  without 
knowing  it,  befor«  yet  tlie  reflective  liabit  has  become  tlie 
predominant  habit  of  the  mind.  Our  admiration  of  ttie 
BJitique  is  uot  admiration  of  the  old,  but  of  tlie  natural. 
The  Greeka  are  not  reflective,  but  perfect  in  tbeir  senses 
and  in  their  health,  with  the  finest  physical  orgaoizatiou 
in  tbe  world.  Adults  acted  with  the  aiuiplicitj  and  grace 
of  children.  Tbej  made  vases,  tragedies,  and  statues, 
such  as  health;  aenaes  ahould,  —  that  ia,  in  good  taste. 
Such  things  have  coutinued  to  be  made  in  all  ages,  and 
are  now,  wherever  a  health;  physique  exists;  but  as  a 
class,  from  their  superior  organization,  they  have  aur- 
passed  all.  Thej  combine  the  energy  of  manhood  with 
the  engaging  unconsciousness  of  cbiidbood.  The  attrao' 
tion  of  these  manners  is  that  they  belong  to  man,  mid  are 
known  to  every  man  in  virtue  of  his  being  once  a  child ; 
besides  that  there  are  always  indiridnals  who  retain  these 
characteristics.  A  person  of  childlike  genius  and  inborn 
energy  is  still  a  Greek,  and  revives  our  love  of  the  Muse 
of  Hellas.  I  admire  the  love  of  nature  in  the  Philoctetea. 
In  reading  those  fine  apostrophes  to  sleep,  to  the  stars, 
rocLa,  mountains,  and  wavea,  I  feel  time  passing  away  as 
an  ebbing  sea.  I  feel  the  eternity  of  man,  the  identity  of 
his  thought.  Tbe  Greek  liad,  it  seems,  the  same  fellow- 
beings  as  I.  The  sun  and  moon,  water  and  Bre,  met  his 
heart  precisely  as  they  meet  mine.  Then  the  vaunted 
disliuclion  between  Greek  and  English,  between  Classio 
end  Romantic  schools,  seems  superficial  and  pedantic 
When  a  thought  of  Plato  becomes  a  thought  to  me,  — 
vlien  a  truth  that  fired  tbe  soul  of  Pindar  fires  mine, 
time  is  no  more.  When  I  feel  that  we  two  meet  in  a  per- 
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ception,  that  our  two  sdu1»  are  tinged  with  the  same  bn^ 
and  do,  as  it  were,  run  into  one,  whj  should  I  measure 
degrees  of  latitude,  wlij  should  I  count  Egyptian  years  ? 

Tbe  student  iaterprcts  the  age  of  chivalry  by  bis  own 
age  of  cliivalry,  and  the  days  of  maritime  adventure  and 
circumuavigatioit  by  quite  parallel  mluiature  experiences 
of  his  uwu.  To  the  sacred  history  of  the  world,  he  has 
the  saine.key.  When  the  voice  of  a  propliet  out  of  Ibe 
deeps  of  antiquity  merely  echoes  to  him  a  sentiment  of 
his  infancy,  a  prayer  of  hia  youth,  lie  then  pierces  to  tbe 
truth  through  all  the  confusiou  of  tradition  and  tbe  cari- 
cature of  institutions. 

Rare,  eitravagant  spirits  come  by  us  at  intervals,  who 
disclose  to  us  new  facts  in  natare.  I  see  tbat  men  of 
God  have,  from  time  to  time,  walked  among  men  and 
made  their  commission  felt  in  tbe  heart  and  soul  of  Qte 
commonest  bearer.  Hence,  evidently,  tbe  tripod,  tbe 
priest,  the  priestess  inspired  by  tbe  divine  afflatus. 

Jesus  astouisbes  and  overpowers  sensual  people.  They 
cannot  unite  him  to  history,  or  reconcile  bim  witb  tliem- 
selves.  As  tbey  come  to  revere  their  intuitions  and 
aspire  to  live  holily,  tbeir  own  piety  expbiins  every  fact, 
every  word. 

How  easily  these  old  worships  of  Moses,  of  Zoroaster, 
of  Menu,  of  Socrates,  domesticate  themselves  in  the  mind. 
I  cannot  find  any  antiquity  in  tbem.  Thej  are  mine  as 
much  as  tbeirs. 

I  have  seen  the  first  monks  and  anchorets  without 
crossing  seas  or  centuries.  More  than  once  some  indi- 
vidual has  appeared  to  me  witb  such  negligence  of  labor 
and  such  commandbg  contemplation,  a  haughty  benefi- 
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ciarj,  begging  in  the  name  of  God,  as  made  good  to  the 
Diiieteenth  ceutury  Simeon  the  Sljlile,  the  Tliebais,  and 
the  first  Capuchins. 

The  priestcraft  of  the  East  and  West,  of  the  Jlagian, 
BrahniiD,  Druid,  and  Inca,  is  expounded  in  tlie  individ- 
ual's private  life.  The  cramping  iuflueuce  of  .a  hard  foT- 
mallst  on  a  joung  cliild  in  repressing  his  spirits  and 
courage,  paralyzing  tlie  understanding,  and  that  without 
producing  indignation,  but  only  fear  and  obedience,  and 
even  much  sjmpatby  with  the  tyranny, — is  a  familiar 
fact  explained  to  the  child  wlicn  he  bccumcs  a  man,  only 
by  seeing  that  the  oppressor  of  his  youth  is  himself  a 
child  tyrannized  over  by  those  names  and  words  and 
forma,  of  whose  inSucnce  he  was  merely  the  organ  to 
the  youth.  The  fact  teaches  him  how  Belus  was  wor- 
shipped, and  how  the  Pyramids  were  built,  better  than 
the  discovery  hy  Cliampollion  oE  the  names  of  all  the 
workmen  and  the  Cost  of  every  tile.  He  finds  Assyria 
and  the  Mounds  of  Cholula  at  bis  door,  and  himself  has 
laid  the  courses. 

Again,  in  that  protest  which  each  considerate  person 
makes  against  the  superstition  of  his  times,  be  repeats 
step  /or  step  the  part  of  old  reformers,  and  in  the  search 
after  truth  finds  like  tliem  new  perils  to  virtue.  He 
learns  again  wbat  moral  vigor  is  needed  to  supply  the 
girdle  of  a  superstition.  A  great  licentiousness  treads 
on  the  heels  of  a  reformation.  How  many  times  in  the 
history  of  the  world  has  the  Luther  of  the  day  bad  to 
lament  the  decay  of  piety  in  his  own  household  !  "  Doc- 
tor," said  hb  wife  to  Martin  Luther,  one  day,  "  how  is 
it  that,  whilst  subject  to  papacy,  we  prayed  so  often  and 
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with  snch  fervor,  vbilst  now  we  pray  with  the  ntmoat 
coldoess  and  verj  seldom?" 

The  advancing  man  discovers  how  deep  a  property  ha 
has  in  literature,  —  in  all  fable  as  well  aa  in  alt  history. 
He  finds  that  the  poet  was  no  odd  fellow  who  described 
etrange  and  im[K)ssible  situations,  but  that  universal  man 
wrote  bv  his  pen  a  confession  true  for  one  and  true  for 
all.  Hb  own  secret  bii^raphy  be  finds  in  lines  wonder- 
fully intelligible  to  him,  dotl^d  down  before  he  was  bom. 
One  after  another  he  comes  up  in  his  private  adventures 
with  everj  fable  of  .J^op,  of  Homer,  of  Hafii,  of  Ariosto, 
of  Cbaucer,  of  Scott,  and  verifies  them  with  hb  own  bead 
and  hands. 

The  beautiful  fables  of  the  Greeks,  being  proper  crea- 
tions of  the  imagination  and  not  of  the  fancy,  are  uni- 
versal verities.  What  a  range  of  meanings  and  what 
perpetual  pertmence  has  the  story  of  Prometheus  !  Be- 
side its  primary  value  as  the  first  chapter  of  the  history 
of  Europe  (the  mythology  thinly  veiling  authentic  facts, 
the  invention  of  the  mechante  arts,  and  the  nugration  of 
colonies),  it  gives  the  history  of  religion  with  some  close- 
ness  to  the  faith  of  later  ages.  Prometheus  is  the  Jesus 
of  tlie  old  mythology.  He  is  the  friend  of  man  ;  stands 
between  the  unjust  "justice"  of  the  Eternal  Father  and 
the  race  of  mortals,  and  readily  suffers  all  things  on  their 
account.  But  where  it  departs  from  the  Calvinistic  Chris- 
tianity, and  exhibits  him  as  the  defier  of  Jove,  it  repre- 
sents a  state  of  mind  which  readily  appears  wherever  the 
doctrine  of  Theism  is  taught  in  a  crude,  objective  form, 
and  which  seems  the  self-defence  of  man  against  this 
untruth,  namely,  a  discontent  with  the  believed  fact  that 
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a  Ood  eiiats,  and  a  feeliDg  tliat  the  obligation  of  rever- 
enoe  is  onerous.  It  would  steal,  if  it  could,  the  fire  of 
the  Creator,  and  live  apart  from  him,  and  indepeudent  of 
him.  The  Prometheus  Vinctus  is  the  romanoe  of  scep- 
ticism. Not  \Bsa  true  to  all  time  are  the  detaila  of  that 
statelj  apologue,  Apollo  kept  the  flocks  of  Adnietus, 
■aid  the  poets.  When  the  gods  come  among  men,  tUej 
are  not  known.  Jesus  was  not ;  Socrates  and  Shak- 
speare  were  not.  Ant^ns  was  suffocated  by  the  gripe  of 
Hercules,  but  every  time  he  touched  his  motlier  earth, 
his  strength  was  reuewed.  Man  is  the  broken  giant,  and, 
in  all  his  weakness,  both  hia  body  and  his  mind  are  in- 
Tigorated  by  habits  of  conversation  with  nature.  The 
power  of  music,  the  power  of  poetry  to  unfix,  and,  as  it 
were,  clap  wings  to  solid  nature,  interprets  the  riddle 
of  Orpheus.  The  philosophical  perception  of  identity 
through  endless  mutations  of  form  makes  him  know  the 
Proteus.  What  else  am  I  who  laughed  or  wept  jester- 
day,  who  slept  last  night  like  a  corpse,  and  this  morn- 
ing stood  and  rau  ?  And  what  see  I  on  any  aide  but 
the  transmigrations  of  Proteua  P  I  can  symbolize  my 
thought  by  using  the  name  of  any  creature,  of  any  fact, 
because  every  creature  is  man  agent  or  patient.  Tan- 
talus is  but  a  name  for  you  and  me.  Tantalus  means  the 
impossibility  of  drinking  the  waters  of  tliooglit  which  are 
always  gleaming  and  waving  within  sight  of  the  soul. 
The  transmigration  of  souls  is  no  fable.  I  would  it 
were ;  but  men  and  women  are  only  half  human.  Ev- 
ery animal  of  the  bam-yard,  the  field,  and  the  forest,  of 
the  earth  and  of  the  waters  that  are  under  the  earth, 
has  contrived  to  get  a  footing  and  to  leave  the  print  of 
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ita  features  and  form  in  some  one  or  other  of  these  up- 
rigbt,  heavea-facbg  speakers.  Ah  !  brother,  stop  the 
ebb  of  llij  soul,  —  ebbing  downward  ioto  ttte  forms  into 
whose  habits  thou  liaat  now  for  many  jeara  slid.  Aa 
near  and  proper  to  us  is  also  that  old  table  of  the  Sphinx, 
who  was  said  te  sit  ia  the  roadside  and  put  riddles  to 
every  passenger.  If  the  man  could  not  anawer,  she 
swallowed  bim  alive.  If  he  could  solve  the  riddle,  the 
Sphinx  was  slain.  What  is  our  life  but  an  endless  flight 
of  winged  facts  or  events !  In  splendid  variety  these 
changes  come,  ail  putting  questions  to  the  human  spirit. 
Those  men  who  cannot  answer  by  a  superior  wisdom 
these  facts  or  questions  of  time,  serve  tbem.  facts  eii- 
cuDiber  them,  tyrannize  over  them,  and  make  the  men  of 
routine  the  men  of  sense,  in  whom  a  literal  obedience  to 
facts  bas  extinguished  every  spark  of  that  light  by  which 
man  is  truly  man.  But  if  the  man  is  true  to  his  better 
instincts  or  sentimenta,  and  refuses  the  dominion  of  facts, 
as  one  that  comes  of  a  higlier  race,  remains  fast  by  the 
soul  and  sees  the  principle,  (ben  the  facts  fall  aptly  and 
supple  into  tbeir  places;  they  know  their  master,  aud 
the  meanest  of  them  glorifies  him. 

See  in  Goethe's  Helena  the  same  desire  that  evety 
word  should  be  a  thing.  These  figures,  he  would  say, 
these  CliiroQS,  Griffins,  Pborkyas,  Helen,  and  Leda,  are 
somewhat,  and  do  exert  a  specific  influence  on  the  mind. 
So  far  then  are  they  eternal  entities,  as  real  to.day  as 
in  the  first  Olympiad.  Much  revolving  tbem,  he  writes 
out  freely  his  humor,  and  gives  them  body  lo  his  own 
imagination.  And  although  that  poem  be  as  vague  and 
fantastic  as  a  dream,  yet  is  it  much  more  attractive  than 


s-jbyCoOgle 


si  HISTOftY. 

the  more  regular  dramatic  pieces  of  the  same  author,  for 
the  reason  that  it  operates  a  wonderful  relief  to  the 
mind  from  the  routine  of  customarj  images,  — -awakens 
the  reader's  invention  and  fancy  by  the  wild  freedom  of 
the  desigo,  and  by  the  unceasit^  succession  of  brialc 
shoelts  of  surprise. 

The  universal  nature,  too  strong  for  the  petty  nature 
of  the  bard,  sits  on  his  neck  and  writes  through  liis 
liand ;  so  that  when  he  seems  to  vent  a  mere  caprice 
and  wild  romance,  the  issue  is  an  exact  allegory.  Hence 
Plato  said  that  "  poets  utter  great  and  wise  things  which 
they  do  not  tlieniselves  understand."  All  the  lictions  of 
the  Middle  Age  explain  themselves  as  a  masked  or  frolic 
expression  of  tliat  which  in  grave  earnest  the  mind  of 
that  period  toiled  to  achieve.  Magic,  and  all  that  ia 
ascribed  to  it,  b  a  deep  presentiment  of  the  powers  of 
science.  The  shoes  of  swiftness,  the  sword  of  sharpness, 
the  power  of  subduing  the  elemerits,  of  using  the  secret 
virtues  of  minerals,  of  understanding  the  voices  of  birds, 
are  the  obscure  efforts  of  the  mind  in  a  right  direction. 
The  preternatural  prowess  of  the  hero,  the  gift  of  per- 
petual youth,  and  the  like,  are  alike  the  endeavor  of  the 
human  spirit  "  to  bend  the  shows  of  things  to  the  desires 
of  the  mind." 

In  Ferceforest  and  Amadis  de  Gaul,  a  garland  and  a 
rose  bloom  on  the  head  of  faer  who  is  faithful,  and  fade 
on  the  brow  of  the  inconstant.  In  the  story  of  the  Boy 
and  the  Mantle,  even  a  mature  reader  may  be  surprised 
with  a  glow  of  virtuous  pleasure  at  the  triumph  of  tlie 
gentle  Genelas ;  and,  indeed,  all  the  postulates  of  elfin 
annals,  —  that  the  fairies  do  not  like  to  be  named ;  that 
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tlieic  gifts  are  capricioas  and  not  to  be  Imsted ;  tliat  vlio 
seeks  a  treasure  must  not  speak ;  and  the  like,  — I  find 
true  in  Concord,  liowever  tliejr  might  be  iu  Cornwall  or 
Bretagne. 

Is  it  otherwise  in  the  newest  romance  ?  I  read  the 
Bride  of  Lammehnoor.  Sir  William  Ashton  is  a  maslc 
for  a  vulgar  temptation,  lUvenswood  Castle  a  fine  name 
for  proud  povertj,  and  the  foreign  mission  of  state  onlj 
a  Bunjan  disguised  for  bonest  iiidustr;.  We  ma;  all 
sboot  a  wild  bull  that  would  toss  the  good  and  beautiful, 
bj  fighting  down  the  unjust  and  sensual.  Lucy  Asbton 
is  another  name  for  fidelity,  which  is  always  beautiful 
and  always  liable  to  calamity  in  this  world- 
Bat  along  with  the  civil  and  metaphysieal  history  of 
man,  another  history  goes  daily  forward, — that  of  the 
eiterual  world,  — in  which  he  ia  not  leas  strictly  impli- 
cated. He  is  tie  compend  of  time;  he  is  alao  the  cor- 
relative of  nature.  His  power  conaists  in  the  multitude 
of  his  affinities,  in  the  fact  that  his  life  is  intertwined 
with  the  whole  chain  of  organic  and  inoi^nic  being.  Iu 
old  Rome  the  public  roads  beginning  at  tlie  Forum  pro- 
ceeded north,  south,  cast,  west,  to  the  centre  of  every 
pFovince  of  the  empire,  making  each  market-town  of 
Persia,  Spain,  and  Britain  pervious  to  the  soldiers  of  the 
capital :  so  out  of  the  human  heart  go,  as  it  were,  high- 
ways to  the  heart  ot^vety  object  ia  nature,  to  reduce 
it  under  the  dominion  of  man.  A  man  is  a  bundle  of 
rehttions,  a  knot  of  roots,  whose  flower  and  fruitage  is 
the  world.  liis  faculties  refer  to  natures  out  of  bim, 
and  predict  the  world  he  is  to  inhabit,  as  tlie  fins  of  the 
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fish  foreshov  that  Tater  exists,  or  the  wings  of  an  eagle 
in  the  egg  presuppose  air.  He  canuot  live  without  a 
world.  Fut  Napoleon  iu  au  island  prison,  let  his  facul- 
ties find  DO  men  to  act  on,  no  Alps  to  climb,  no  stake  to 
pla;  for,  and  be  would  beat  the  air  and  appear  stupid. 
Transport  him  to  large  countries,  dense  popuhitiou,  com- 
plex interests,  and  antagonist  power,  and  juu  shall  see 
that  tite  man  Napoleon,  bounded,  that  is,  by  such  a  pro- 
file and  outline,  is  not  tlie  virtual  Napoleon.  This  is  but 
Talbot's  shadow ; 

"  His  Bnbstance  is  not  here : 

For  what  jrou  see  is  but  the  smaUest  part 

And  least  proportioa  of  hainanity ; 

But  were  the  whole  frame  here. 

It  is  of  anch  a  spacious,  lofty  pitch. 

Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contun  it." 

Henty  FT. 
Columbus  needs  a  planet  to'shape  his  course  upon. 
Newtou  and  Laplace  need  myiiads  of  ages  and  tliick- 
strewn  celestial  areas.  One  may  say  a  gravitating  aoUr 
system  is  already  prophesied  in  the  nature  of  Newton's 
mind.  Not  less  does  the  brain  of  Davy  or  of  Gay- 
Lussac,  from  childhood  exploring  the  affiuities  and  re- 
pulsions of  particles,  anticipate  the  laws  of  organization. 
Does  not  tlie  eye  of  the  human  embryo  predict  the  light  f 
tlie  ear  of  Handel  predict  tlie  witclicraft  of  harmonic 
sound  P  Do  not  the  constructive-  fingers  of  Watt,  Ful- 
ton, Whittemore,  Arkwright,  predict  the  fusible,  hard, 
and  teinperable  texture  of  metals,  the  properties  of  stone, 
water,  and  wood?  Do  not  the  lovely  attributes  of  the 
maiden  child  predict  the  cefiuemeuts  and  decorations  of 
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Btrfl  society  F  Here  also  we  are  Teminded  of  the  action 
of  man  on  man.  A  mind  might  pouder  its  tliODght  for 
ages,  and  not  gsin  so  mudi  self-knowledge  aa  the  passion 
of  love  sball  teach  it  in  a  day.  Who  knows  himself 
before  be  baa  been  thrilled  with  indignation  at  an  out- 
rage, or  has  heard  an  eloquent  tongue,  or  has  shared  the 
throb  of  thousands  in  a  national  eiultalion  or  alarm  i 
No  man  can  antedate  his  experience,  or  guese  what  fac- 
ulty or  feeling  a  new  object  shall  unlock,  an;  more  than 
he  can  draw  to-day  the  face  of  a  person  whom  he  shall 
see  to-morrow  for  the  first  time. 

I  will  not  now  go  hehind  the  general  statement  to  ex- 
plore  the  reason  of  this  correspondency.  Let  it  suffice 
that  in  the  light  of  these  two  facts,  namely,  that  the  mind 
is  One,  and  that  uature  is  its  correlatiTe,  hlstoty  is  to  be 
read  and  written. 

Thus  in  all  ways  does  the  soul  concentrate  and  repro- 
duce its  treasures  for  each  pupil.  He,  too,  shall  pass 
through  the  whole  cycle  of  experience.  He  shall  collect 
into  a  focns  the  lays  of  nature.  Uiatcry  no  longer  shall 
be  a  dull  book.  It  shall  walk  incarnate  in  every  just 
and  wise  man.  You  shall  not  tell  me  by  languages  and 
litlea  a  catalogue  of  the  volumes  you  have  read.  You 
shall  make  me  feel  what  periods  you  have  lived.  A  man 
ehall  be  the  Temple  of  Fame.  He  shall  walk,  as  the 
poets  have  described  that  goddess,  in  a  robe  painted  all 
over  with  wonderful  events  and  experiences ;  his  own 
form  and  features  by  their  exalted  intelligence  shall  be 
that  variegated  vest.  I  shaU  find  in  him  the  Fore- 
world  ;  in  his  childhood  the  Age  of  Gold ;  the  Apples  of 
Knowledge ;  the  ArgooMitio  Expedition ;  the  calling  of 
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Abraham ;  the  building  of  the  Temple ;  the  Advent  of 
Christ;  Bark  Ages;  the  ReviTal  of  Letters;  tlie  BcfoT' 
malion ;  the  discover;  of  new  lands ;  the  opening  of 
new  actences,  and  new  regions  in  man.  He  shall  be  the 
priest  of  Fan,  and  bring  with  bim  into  humble  cottages 
the  blessiog  of  the  morning  stars  and  all  the  recorded 
benefits  of  heaven  and  earth. 

Is  there  somewhat  overweening  in  this  claim  ?  Then 
I  reject  all  I  have  written,  for  what  is  the  use  of  pretend- 
ing to  know  what  we  know  not  P  But  it  is  the  fault  of 
our  rhetoric  that  we  cannot  strongly  state  one  fact  with- 
out seeming  to  belie  some  other.  I  bold  our  actual 
knowledge  verj  cheap.  Hear  the  rats  in  the  wall,  see 
the  lizard  on  the  Fence,  the  fungus  under  foot,  the  lichen 
on  the  log.  What  do  I  know  sympathetically,  morally, 
of  either  of  these  worlds  of  life  ?  As  old  as  the  Cau- 
casian man,  —  perhaps  older,  —  these  creatures  have 
kept  their  counsel  beside  him,  and  there  is  no  record  of 
any  word  or  sign  that  has  passed  from  one  to  the  other. 
What  connection  do  the  books  show  between  the  fifty  or 
sixty  chemical  elements  and  the  historical  eras?  Nay, 
what  does  history  yet  record  of  the  metaphysical  annals 
of  man  P  Wliat  light  does  it  shed  on  those  mysteries 
vhich  we  hide  under  the  names  Peath  and  Immortality  ? 
Yet  every  history  should  be  written  in  a  wisdom  which 
divined  the  range  of  our  affinities  and  looked  at  facts  aa 
symbols.  I  am  ashamed  to  see  what  a  shallow  village 
tale  our  so-called  History  is.  How  many  times  we  must 
say  Eome,  and  Paris,  and  Constantinople !  What  does 
Eome  know  of  rat  and  lizard?  What  are  Olympiads 
and  Consulatos  to  these  neighboring  systems  of  beii^  ? 
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Nsj,  wliat  food  or  experience  or  succor  haTe  tlej  for 
the  Esquimaux  seal-hunter,  for  the  Kanaka  in  his  canoe, 
for  the  luherman,  the  stevedore,  tbe  porter  F 

Broader  and  deeper  we  must  write  our  annals,  —  from 
an  ethical  reformation,  from  an  influx  of  the  ever  new, 
ever  sanative  conscience,  —  if  we  would  tnilj  express 
our  central  and  wide-related  nature,  instead  of  this  old 
chronoli^  of  selflshness  and  pride  to  which  we  have  too 
long  lent  our  eyes.  Already  that  day  exists  for  us,  shines 
in  on  us  at  unawares,  but  the  path  of  science  and  of  let- 
ters is  not  the  way  into  nature.  The  idiot,  the  Indian, 
tlie  child,  and  unschooled  farmer's  boy  stand  nearer  to' 
the  light  by  which  nature  is  to  be  read,  than  the  diasedor 
or  the  antiquary. 
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"Man  is  his  own  star;  and  the  soul  thst  csn 
Render  an  boncsl;  snd  s  perfect  man, 
Commands  all  light,  all  influcuce,  all  fate; 
Notiing  to  him  falls  early  or  too  late. 
Oor  acts  oLir  angels  are,  or  good  Or  ill. 
Our  fatal  shadows  that  walk  bj  us  slill." 

tgilagut  lo  Btaumait  imi  Fleleiir'i  Hautl  Man'i  Ftrtuiui, 


a.y\z^ib;G00g\lZ 


Cast  the  hontlinp  on  the  rock*, 
Suvkle  him  with  the  shcwoK's  tea 
Wintered  with  the  hawk  and  toj. 
Power  »iiJ  speed  be  hands  aud  feel 
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I  BEAD  the  other  day  some  versea  TrJtt«n  by  an  emi- 
nent paiater  wbich  were  original  and  not  conventional. 
The  sout  always  hears  an  admonition  in  sueh  lines,  let 
the  subject  be  what  it  may.  The  sentiment  they  instil  is 
of  more  value  than  any  thought  they  may  contain.  To 
believe  your  own  thought,  to  believe  that  what  is  true 
for  you  in  your  private  heart  is  true  for  all  men,  —  that 
ia  genius.  Speak  your  latent  conviction,  and  it  shall  be 
the  universal  sense ;  for  tlie  iumost  in  due  time  becomes 
the  outmost, — and  our  first  thought  ia  rendered  back  to 
US  by  the  trumpets  of  the  Last  Judgment.  Familiar  as 
the  voice  of  the  mind  b  to  each,  the  highest  merit  we 
ascribe  to  Moses,  Fkto,  and  Milton  is,  that  they  set  at 
naught  books  and  traditions,  and  apoke  not  what  men 
but  what  they  thought.  A  man  should  learn  lo  detect 
and  watch  that  gleam  of  light  which  flashes  across  his 
mind  from  within,  more  than  the  lustre  of  the  Armament 
of  bards  and  sages.  Yet  he  dismisses  without  notice  his 
thought,  because  it  is  his.  In  every  work  of  genius  we 
recognize  our  own  rejected  thouglits  :  thej  come  back  to 
DS  with  a  certain  alienated  majesty.  Great  works  of  art 
have  no  more  affecting  lesson  for  ua  than  this.  They 
teach  us  to  abide  by  our  spontaneous  impression  with 
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good-hnmored  inflexibilitj  then  most  when  the  wtiole  cry 
of  voices  is  on  the  other  side.  Else,  to-moiTDiT  a  stran- 
^r  will  s&j  with  masterly  good  sense  precisely  what  we 
have  thought  and  felt  all  the  time,  and  we  shall  be  forced 
to  take  with  shame  onr  own  opinion  from  another. 

Tbere  is  a  time  in  ever;  man's  education  when  he  ar- 
rives at  the  conviction  that  envy  is  ignorance ;  that  imi- 
tation is  suicide ;  that  he  must  talie  himself  for  better, 
for  worse,  as  his  portion ;  that  though  the  wide  universe 
is  full  of  good,  no  kernel  of  nourishing  com  can  come  to 
him  hut  through  his  toil  bestowed  on  that  plot  of  ground 
which  is  given  to  him  to  till.  The  power  which  resides 
in  him  la  new  in  nature,  and  noDe  but  he  knows  what 
tliat  is  which  he  can  do,  nor  does  he  know  until  be  has 
tried.  Not  for  nothing  one  face,  one  character,  one  fact, 
makes  much  impression  on  him,  and  another  none.  This 
BcnlptuTe  m  the  memory  is  not  without  pre-established 
harmony.  The  eye  was  placed  where  one  ray  should 
fall,  that  it  might  testify  of  that  particular  ray.  We  hut 
half  express  ourselves,  and  are  ashamed  of  that  divine 
idea  which  each  of  us  represents.  It  may  be  safely 
trusted  as  proportionate  and  of  good  issues,  so  it  be 
^tlifully  imparted,  but  Qod  will  not  have  his  work  made 
manifest  by  cowards.  A  man  is  relieved  and  goj  when 
he  has  put  his  heart  into  his  work  and  done  his  best; 
but  what  be  has  said  or  done  otherwise,  shall  give  liim 
no  peace.  It  is  a  deliverance  which  does  not  deliver.  In 
the  attempt  his  genius  deserts  him;  no  muse  befriends; 


Trust  thyself:  every  heart  vibrates  to  that  iron  string. 
Accept  the  place  the  divine  providence  has  found  for 
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jou,  tlie  Bocietj  of  your  oontemponriea,  tbe  ooimeotion 
of  GTenla.  Great  men  hare  always  done  so,  and  coulidBd 
themselves  childlike  to  the  genius  of  their  age,  betray- 
ing their  perception  that  tbe  absolutely  trustworthy  was 
seated  at  their  Iteart,  working  through  their  bauds,  pre- 
dominating in  all  tbeir  being.  And  we  are  now  men, 
and  most  accept  in  the  highest  mind  the  same  transcend- 
ent destiny;  and  not  minors  aud  iuralids  in  a  protected 
comer,  not  cowards  fleeing  before  a  revolution,  but 
guides,  redeemers,  and  benefactors,  obeying  the  Almighty 
effort,  and  advancing  on  Chaos  aud  the  Dark. 

What  pretty  oracles  nature  yields  us  on  this  text,  in 
the  face  and  beliavior  of  children,  babes,  and  even  brutes! 
That  divided  and  rebel  mind,  that  distrust  of  a  sentiment 
because  our  arithmetic  has  computed  the  strength  and 
means  opposed  to  our  purpose,  these  have  not.  Their 
mind  being  whole,  their  eye  is  as  yet  unconquered,  and 
when  we  look  In  their  faces,  we  are  disconcerted.  In- 
fancy conforms  to  nobody :  all  conform  to  it,  so  that  one 
babe  coramoaly  makes  four  or  five  out  of  the  adults  who 
prattle  aud  play  to  it.  So  God  has  armed  youth  and 
puberty  and  manhood  no  teas  with  its  own  piquancy  and 
charm,  and  made  it  enviable  and  gracious  and  its  cUims 
not  to  be  put  by,  if  it  will  stand  by  itself.  Do  not  think 
the  youth  has  no  force,  because  he  cannot  speak  to  you 
and  me.  Hark  1  in  the  next  room  his  voice  is  suffi- 
ciently clear  and  emphatic.  It  seems  he  knows  how  to 
speak  to  his  contemporaries.  Bashful  or  bold,  then,  be 
will  know  how  to  make  us  seniors  very  unnecessary. 

The  nonchalanoe  of  boys  who  are  sure  of  a  dinner, 
and  would  disdain  as  much  as  a  lord  to  do  or  say  aught 
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to  coDciliak  oue,  is  the  health;  attitude  of  Ijaman  nature. 
A  boj  ia  in  the  parlor  what  the  pit  is  in  the  piajbouse; 
independent,  irreaponsihle,  looking  out  from  bis  comer 
on  such  people  and  facta  as  pass  hj,  he  tries  and  sen- 
tences them  on  their  merits,  iu  the  swift,  samniary  way 
of  bojs,  H3  good,  bad,  interesliog,  aillj,  eloquent,  trouble- 
some. He  cumbers  himself  never  about  cousequences, 
about  interests ;  he  gives  an  independent,  genuine  ver- 
dict. You  must  court  him ;  be  does  not  coort  you. 
But  the  niao  is,  as  it  were,  clapped  into  jail  by  his 
coosciouanesa.  As  soon  as  he  baa  once  actfd  or  spoken 
with  eclat,  he  is  a  committed  person,  watched  by  the 
Bjmpatby  or  the  hatred  of  hundreds,  whose  affections 
must  now  enter  into  hia  account.  Tliere  ia  no  Lethe  for 
this.  Ah,  that  he  could  pass  again  into  his  neutrality  ! 
Who  can  tliua  avoid  all  pledges,  and  having  observed, 
observe  again  from  the  same  unaffected,  unbiassed,  un- 
bribable,  uuaflrighted  innocence,  must  always  be  for- 
midable. He  would  utter  opinions  on  all  passing  affairs, 
which  being  seen  to  be  not  private,  but  necessary,  would 
sink  like  darts  inlo  the  ear  of  men,  and  put  tbera  in  fear. 

Tliese  are  tbe  voices  whicb  we  hear  in  solitude,  but 
they  grow  faint  and  inaudible  as  we  enter  into  the  world. 
Society  everywhere  b  in  conspiracy  against  tbe  manhood 
of  every  oue  of  its  members.  Society  is  a  joint-stock 
company,  in  which  the  members  agree,  fdr  the  better 
securing  of  his  bread  to  each  shareholder,  to  surrender 
tbe  liberty  and  culture  of  tbe  eater.  The  virtue  in  most 
request  is  conformity.  Self-reliance  la  its  aversion.  It 
loves  not  realities  and  creators,  but  names  and  customs. 

Wlioso  would  be  a  man  must  be  a  nonconformist.    He 
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irho  would  gatlicr  immortal  palms  must  not  be  liindered 
by  the  name  of  goodness,  but  must  explore  if  it  be  good- 
ness. NotliLug  is  at  last  aacred  but  the  iutegrit;  of  your 
own  mind.  Absolve  ,you  to  yourself,  and  you  ahall  have 
the  sufTra^  of  the  world.  I  remember  ao  answer  whlcli 
whcu  quite  jouug  I  was  prompted  to  make  to  a  valued 
adviser,  who  was  wont  to  importune  me  with  the  dear 
old  doctrines  of  the  cliureh.  On  my  eajiug,  What  have 
1  to  do  with  the  sacreduess  of  traditions,  if  I  live  wholly 
from  within  ?  my  friend  suggested :  "  But  tliese  impulses 
may  be  from  below,  not  from  above."  I  replied :  '  They 
do  not  seem  to  me  to  be  such;  but  if  I  am  the  Devil's 
child,  I  will  live  then  from  the  Devil.'  No  law  can 
be-sacred  to  me  but  that  of  my  nature.  Good  and  bad 
•re  but  names  veiy  readily  transferable  to  that  or  this ; 
the  ouly  right  is  what  is  after  my  constitution,  the  only 
wrong  what  is  against  it.  A  man  is  to  carry  himself  in 
the  presence  of  all  opposition,  as  if  eveiything  were  titU' 
lar  and  ephemeral  but  him.  I  am  asliamed  to  tliink  how 
easily  we  capitulate  to  badgea  and  names,  to  larg^  soci- 
eties and  dead  institutions.  Every  decent  and  well- 
spoken  individual  affects  and  sways  me  more  than  ts 
right.  I  ought  to  go  upright  and  vital,  and  speak  the 
rude  truth  in  all  ways.  If  malice  and  vanity  wear  the 
coat  of  philanthropy,  shall  that  pass?  If  an  angi; 
bigot  assumes  this  bountiful  cause  of  Abolition,  and 
comes  to  me  with  his  last  news  from  Barbadoes,  why 
should  I  not  say  to  him :  '  Go  love  thy  infant ;  love  thy 
wood-chopper ;  be  good.natured  and  modest :  liave  that 
grace ;  and  never  varnish  your  hard,  uncharitable  ambi- 
tion with  this  incredible  tenderness  for  black  folk  a  tliou- 
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Band  mUes  off.  Thj  lore  a&r  is  spite  at  Lome'  Itough 
and  graceless  would  be  such  greeliug,  but  truth  is  hand- 
somer than  the  affectation  of  love.  Your  goodness  must 
have  some  edge  to  it,  —  else  it  b  none.  Tbe  doctrine 
of  hatred  must  be  preaclied  as  tlie  counteraction  of  the 
doctrine  of  love  when  that  pules  aud  whines.  I  sliun 
father  and  mother  imd  wife  and  brother,  when  mj  genius 
calls  me.  I  would  write  on  the  lintels  of  the  door-post. 
Whim.  I  hope  it  is  somewliat  better  than  whim  at  last, 
but  we  cannot  spend  tbe  daj  in  explanation.  Expect 
me  not  to  show  cause  wh;  I  seek  or  wh;  I  exclude  com- 
pany. Tlien,  again,  do  not  i«ll  me,  as  a  good  diad  did 
l«-daj,  of  wj  obligation  to  put  all  poor  men  in  good 
situations.  Are  tbey  my  poor  ?  I  tell  thee,  thou  foolish 
philanthropist,  that  I  grudge  the  dollar,  the  dime,  the 
cent,  I  give  to  such  men  as  do  not  belong  to  me  and  to 
whom  I  do  not  belong.  Tbere  is  a  class  of  persons  to 
whom  b;  all  spiritual  affinity  I  am  bought  and  sold ;  for 
them  I  will  go  to  prison,  if  need  be;  bat  ;our  miscel- 
laneous popular  charities ;  the  education  at  college  of 
fools  ;  tbe  building  of  meeting-houses  to  the  vain  end  to 
which  nianj  now  stand ;  alma  to  sots  ;  and  the  thousand- 
fold Belief  Societies;  —  thougb  I  confess  with  sbame  I 
sometimes  succumb  and  give  the  dollar,  it  is  a  wicked 
dollar  which  by  aud  b;  I  shall  have  the  manhood  to 
withhold. 

Virtues  are,  in  the  popular  estimate,  rather  the  excep- 
tion than  the  rule.  There  is  the  man  and  iiis  virtues. 
Men  do  wbat  is  called  a  good  action,  as  some  piece  of 
courage  or  charity,  much  as  they  would  pay  a  fiue  in  ex- 
piation o^dai!y  nou-appearauce  on  parade.     Their  works 
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ate  done  as  an  apoli^j  or  extennatioD  of  their  living  in 
the  world,  —  aa  invalida  and  tbe  insane  paj  a  high  hoard. 
Their  virtues  are  penaneea.  I  do  not  wbh  to  eipiate, 
but  to  live.  My  life  is  for  itself  and  not  for  a  spectacle. 
I  much  prefer  that  it  should  be  of  a  lower  strain,  so  it 
be  gennine  and  equal,  than  that  it  should  be  glittering 
and  unsieadj.  I  wish  it  to  be  sound  aud  sweet,  and  not 
to  need  diet  and  bleeding.  I  asic  primary  evidence  that 
you  are  a  man,  and  refuse  this  appeal  from  the  man  to 
his  actions.  Iluov  that  for  myself  it  makes  no  difference 
whether  I  do  or  forbear  those  actions  which  are  reckoned 
excellent.  I  cannot  consent  to  pa;  for  a  privilege  where 
I  have  intrinsic  right.  Few  and  mean  as  my  gifts  may 
be,  I  actually  am,  and  do  not  need  for  my  own  assurance 
or  the  assurance  of  ray  feUows  any  secondary  testimony. 

What  I  must  do  is  all  that  concerns  me,  not  what  the 
people  think.  This  rule,  equally  arduous  in  actual  and 
in  intellectnal  life,  may  serve  for  the  whole  distinction 
between  greatness  and  meanness.  It  is  the  harder,  be- 
cause yon  will  always  find  those  who  think  they  know 
what  is  your  duty  better  than  you  know  it.  It  is  easy 
in  the  world  to  live  after  the  world's  opinion ;  it  is  easy 
in  solitude  to  live  alter  onr  own ;  but  the  great  man  is 
he  who  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd  keeps  with  perfect 
sweetness  the  independence  of  solitude. 

The  objection  to  conforming  to  usages  that  hare  be- 
come dead  to  yon  is,  that  it  scatters  your  force.  It  loses 
your  time  and  blurs  the  impression  of  your  character. 
If  you  maintain  a  dead  church,  contribute  to  a  dead 
Bible  society,  vote  with  a  great  party  either  for  the 
government  or  against  it,  spread  your  tabic  like  base 
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boQsekeepen,  — under  all  theae  screens  I  lutve  difficult; 
to  detect  the  precise  man  jou  are.  And,  of  course,  so 
moch  force  is  withdrawn  from  youi  proper  life.  But 
do  j-our  work,  and  I  shall  know  jou.  Do  jour  work, 
and  JOU  shall  reinforce  jourself.  A  man  must  con- 
sider what  a  blind-man's-buff  is  this  game  of  conform- 
itj.  If  I  know  jour  sect,  1  aaticipate  your  argument. 
I  hear  a  preacher  aDDOunce  for  bis  text  and  topic 
the  eipediencj  of  one  of  the  institutions  of  his  church. 
Do  I  not  know  beforehand  that  not  possiblj  can  he  saj 
a  new  and  spontaneous  word  F  Do  I  not  know  tbat, 
with  all  this  ostentation  of  examining  the  grounds  of  the 
iDstitution,  be  wilt  do  no  such  tiling  P  Do  I  uot  know 
tbat  he  is  pledged  to  himself  not  to  look  but  at  one  side, 
—  the  permitted  side,  uot  as  a  man,  but  as  a  parish 
minister  P  He  is  a  retained  attomej,  and  these  airs  of 
the  bench  are  the  emptiest  affectation.  Well,  most  men 
have  bound  their  ejes  with  one  or  another  handkerchief, 
and  attached  themselves  to  some  one  of  these  communi- 
ties of  opinion.  This  conformity  makes  thein  not  false 
in  a  few  particulars,  anthors  of  a  few  lies,  but  false  in  all 
particulars.  Their  ever;  truth  is  not  quite  true.  Their 
two  is  not  the  real  two,  their  four  not  the  real  four ;  so 
that  evcrj  word  thej  saj  cbagrios  us,  and  we  know  not 
where  to  begin  to  set  them  right.  Meantime  nature  is 
not  slow  to  equip  us  in  the  prison-uniform  of  the  partj  to 
which  we  adhere.  We  come  to  wear  one  cut  of  face  and 
figure,  and  acquire  bj  degrees  the  gentlest  asinine  expres- 
sion. There  b  a  mortifjing  experience  in  particular, 
which  does  not  fail  to  wreak  itself  also  in  the  general 
history ;  I  mean  "the  foolish  face  of  praia^"  the  forced 
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smile  which  we  put  on  in  companj  where  we  do  not  feel 
at  ease  in  answer  to  oonversotion  wliich  does  not  interest 
us.  The  muscles,  not  spoutaneoual;  moved,  but  moved 
bj  a  low  usurping  wilfulneaa,  grow  tight  about  the  out- 
line of  the  face  with  the  moat  disagreeable  sensation. 

Por  non-conformity  the  world  whips  yon  with  its  dis- 
pleasure. And  therefore  a  man  must  know  how. to  esti- 
mate a  sour  face.  The  bystanders  look  askance  on  him  in 
the  public  street  or  in  the  friend's  parlor.  If  this  aversa- 
tion  had  its  origin  in  contempt  and  resistance  like  his  own, 
he  might  well  go  home  with  a  sad  countenance ;  but  tiis 
sour  faces  of  the  multitude,  like  their  sweet  faces,  have 
no  deep  cause,  but  are  put  on  and  off  as  the  wiad  blows 
and  a  newspaper  directe.  Yet  is  the  discontent  of  the 
multitude  more  formidable  than  that  of  the  senate  and 
the  college.  It  is  easy  enough  for  a  firm  man  who  knows 
the  world  to  brook  the  rage  of  the  cultivated  classes. 
Their  rage  is  decorous  and  prudent,  for  they  are  timid 
as  being  very  vulnerable  themselves.  But  when  to  their 
feminine  rage  the  indignation  of  the  people  m  added, 
when  the  ignorant  and  the  poor  are  aroused,  when  the 
unintelligent  brute  force  that  lies  at  the  bottom  of  society 
is  made  to  growl  and  mow,  it  needs  the  habit  of  magna- 
nimity and  religion  to  treat  it  godlike  as  a  trifle  of  no 
concernment. 

The  other  terror  that  scares  ns  fVom  self-trust  b  our 
consistency ;  a  reverence  for  our  past  act  or  word,  be- 
cause the  eyes  of  others  have  no  other  data  for  computiug 
onr  orbit  than  our  past  acts,  and  we  are  loath  to  disap- 
point them. 

But  why  should  you  keep  yow  head  over  your  shoul- 
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der  F  Whj  drag  about  this  corpse  of  jout  memory,  leat 
yon  contradict  someirhat  yoa  have  stated  in  this  or  that 
public  place  ?  Suppose  yoa  should  contradict  yourself ; 
what  then  ?  It  seems  to  be  a  rule  of  wisdom  never  to 
rely  on  yom-  memory  alone,  scarcely  even  in  acta  of  pure 
memory,  bnt  to  bring  the  past  for  judgment  into  the 
thonsand-eyed  present,  and  live  ever  in  a  new  day.  In 
your  metaphysics  you  have  denied  personality  to  the 
Deity  :  yet  when  the  devout  motions  of  the  soul  come, 
yield  to  them  heart  and  life,  though  they  should  clothe 
God  with  shape  and  color.  Leave  yonr  theory,  as  Joseph 
his  coat  in  the  hand  of  the  harlot,  and  flee. 

A  foolish  consisteucj  is  the  hobgoblin  of  little  minds, 
adored  by  tittle  statesmen  and  philosophers  and  divines. 
With  consistency  a  great  soul  has  simply  nothing  to  do. 
He  may  as  veil  coDcem  himself  with  his  shadow  on  the 
wall.  Speak  wbat  you  think  now  in  hard  words  end  to- 
morrow speak  wliat  to-morrow  thinks  in  bard  words  again, 
though  it  contradict  everything  yon  said  to-day.  —  "  Ah, 
so  you  shall  be  sure  to  be  misunderstood  ?  "  —  Is  it  so 
'  bad,  then,  to  be  misunderstood  F  Fythagoras  was  mis- 
'  understood,  and  Socrates,  and  Jesus,  and  Luther,  and 
Copernicus,  and  Galileo,  and  Newton,  and  every  pure  and 
wise  spirit  that  ever  took  flesh,  Xo  be  great  is  to  be 
misunderstood. 

I  suppose  no  man  can  violate  his  nature.  All  the  sal- 
lies of  his  will  are  rounded  in  by  the  law  of  his  bebg,  as 
the  inequalities  of  Andes  and  Himmaleh  are  insignificant 
in  the  curve  of  the  sphere.  Nor  does  it  matter  how 
you  gauge  and  try  him.  A  character  is  like  an  acrostic 
or  Alexandrian  stanza ;  —  read  it  forward,  backward,  or 
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across,  it  atill  spells  the  same  thing.  In  this  pleasii^, 
contrite  wood-life  which  God  allows  me,  let  me  record 
day  bj  daj  m j  honest  thought  without  prospect  or  retro- 
spect, and,  I  cannot  doubt,  it  will  be  found  symmetrical, 
though  I  mean  it  not  and  see  it  not.  Mj  book  should 
smell  of  pines  and  resound  with  the  hum  of  insects.  The 
swallow  over  mj  window  should  interweave  that  thread 
or  straw  he  carrieB  in  his  bill  into  mj  web  also.  We 
pass  for  what  we  are.  Character  teaches  above  our  wills. 
Men  imagine  that  they  communicate  their  virtue  or  vice 
only  bj  overt  actions,  and  do  not  see  that  virtue  or  vice 
emit  a  breath  every  moment. 

There  will  be  an  agreement  in  whatever  variety  of 
actions,  so  they  be  each  honest  and  natural  in  their  hour. 
For  of  one  will,  the  actions  wiU  be  harmonious,  however 
nnlilce  they  seem.  These  varieties  are  lost  sight  of  at  a 
little  distance,  at  a 'little  height  of  thought.  One  ten- 
dency unites  them  alL  The  voyage  of  the  best  ship  is  a 
zigzag  line  of  a  hundred  tacks.  See  the  line  from  a  suf- 
ficient distance,  and  it  straightens  itself  to  the  average 
tendency.  Your  genuine  action  will  explain  ilselt  and 
will  explain  your  other  genuine  actions.  Tour  conform- 
ity espkina  nothing.  Act  singly,  and  what  yoa  have 
already  done  singly  will  justify  you  now.  Greatness 
appeals  to  the  future.  If  I  can  be  firm  enough  to  Jay  to 
do  right,  and  scorn  eyes,  I  must  have  done  so  much  right 
before  as  to  defend  me  now.  Se  it  how  it  will,  do  right 
now.  Always  acorn  appearances,  and  you  always  may. 
The  force  of  character  is  cumulative.  All  tlie  foregone 
days  of  virtue  work  their  health  inlo  this.  What  makes 
the  majesty  of  the  heroes  of  the  senate  and  the  field, 
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which  so  Alls  the  imagination  ?  The  c 
torn  at  great  dajs  and  rictones  behind.  The;  shed  an 
united  light  on  the  advancing  actor.  He  is  att«nded  as 
by  a  visible  escort  of  angels.  That  is  it  which  throws 
thunder  into  Chatham's  voice,  and  digoitj  into  Wuhing- 
ton'a  port,  and  America  into  Adams's  eye.  Honor  is  vea- 
erable  to  us  because  it  is  no  ephemeris.  It  is  always 
andent  virtue.  We  worship  it  to-day  because  it  is  not  of 
to-day.  We  love  it  and  pay  it  homage,  because  it  is  not 
a  trap  for  our  love  and  homage,  hut  is  self-dependent, 
aetf-derived,  and  therefore  of  an  old  immaculate  pedigree, 
even  if  shown  in  a  young  person. 

I  hope  in  these  days  we  have  heard  the  last  of  con- 
fonuitj  and  consistency.  Let  the  words  be  gaxetted  and 
ridiculous  henceforward.  Instead  of  the  gong  for  dm- 
ner,  let  us  hear  a  whbtle  from  the  Spartan  fife.  Let  us 
never  bow  and  apologize  more.  A  great  man  is  coming 
to  eat  at  my  bouse.  I  do  not  wish  to  please  him ;  I  wish 
that  he  should  wish  to  please  me.  I  will  stand  here  for 
humanity,  and  though  I  would  make  it  kind,  I  would 
make  it  true.  Let  us  affront  and  repHmand  the  smooth 
mediocrity  and  squalid  contentment  of  the  times,  and 
hurl  in  the  face  of  custom,  and  trade,  and  office,  the  fact 
which  b  the  upshot  of  aU  history,  that  there  is  a  great 
responsible  Thinker  and  Actor  working  wherever  a  man 
works ;  that  a  true  man  belongs  to  no  other  time  or  place, 
but  is  the  centre  of  things.  Where  he  is,  there  is  nature. 
He  measures  you,  and  all  men,  and  all  events.  Ordiuv 
rily,  everybody  in  society  reminds  us  of  somewhat  else,  or 
of  some  other  person.  Character,  reality,  reminds  you  of 
nothing  else ;  it  takes  phice  of  the  whole  creation.    The 
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man  must  be  so  much,  that  he  must  make  all  circumstan- 
ces indifferent.  Everj  true  man  is  a  cauae,  a  country, 
and  an  age  ;  requires  infinite  spaces  and  numbera  and 
time  fuUj  to  accomplish  his  design ;  —  and  posteritj 
seems  to  follov  his  steps  as  a  train  of  cUenls.  A  man 
Cwsar  is  bom,  and  for  ^s  afl«r  we  have  a  Roman  Em- 
pire. Christ  is  bom,  and  millions  of  minds  so  grow  and 
cleave  to  his  geniua,  that  he  is  confounded  with  virtue 
aod  the  possible  of  man.  Au  institution  is  the  length- 
ened shadow  of  one  man ;  as  Monachism,  of  the  Hermit 
Antony ;  the  Reformation,  of  Luther ;  Quakerism,  of 
Fox;  Methodism,  of  Wesley;  Abolition,  of  Clarkson, 
Scipio,  Milton  called  "the  height  of  Rome";  and  all 
history  resolves  itself  very  easily  into  the  biography  of  a 
few  stout  and  earnest  persons. 

Let  a  man  then  know  his  worth,  and  keep  things  under 
his  feet.  Let  him  not  peep  or  steal,  or  skulk  up  and 
down  with  the  air  of  a  charity-boy,  a  bastard,  or  an  inter- 
loper, in  the  world  which  exists  for  him.  But  the  man 
in  the  street,  finding  no  worth  in  himself  which  corre- 
aponda  to  the  force  which  built  a  tower  or  sculptured 
a  marble  god,  feels  poor  when  he  looks  on  these.  To 
him  a  palace,  a  statue,  or  a  costly  book  has  an  alien  and 
forbidding  air,  much  like  a  gay  equipage,  and  seems  to 
say  like  that,  'Who  arc  jou,  sirP'  Yet  they  all  ace  his 
suitors  fot  his  notice,  petitioners  to  his  faculties  that  they 
will  come  out  and  take  possession.  The  picture  waits  for 
my  verdict:  it  is  not  to  command  me,  but  I  am  to  settle 
its  claims  to  praise.  That  popular  fable  of  the  sot  who 
was  picked  up  dead  drunk  in  the  street,  carried  to  the 
duke's  house,  washed  and  dressed  and  hud  itt  the  duke'a 
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bed,  and,  on  his  Taking,  treated  vitb  all  obseqaiou!  cere* 
jnaa;  like  the  duke,  and  assured  that  be  liad  been  insane, 
□ves  its  popularity  to  the  &ict,  that  it  sjmboIiEes  so  well 
the  state  of  man,  who  is  in  the  world  a  sort  of  sot,  but 
now  and  then  wakes  up,  exercises  his  reason  and  finds 
himself  a  true  prince. 

Onr  reading  is  mendicant  and  sycophantic.  In  htstorj, 
OUT  imagination  pUjs  us  false.  Kingdom  and  lordship, 
power  and  estate,  are  a  gaudier  vocabulary  than  private 
John  oud  Edward  in  a  small  house  and  common  day's 
work ;  but  the  things  of  life  are  the  same  to  both ;  the 
sum  total  of  both  are  the  same.  Why  all  this  dcfereoce 
to  Alfred,  and  Scanderbeg,  and  Qustarus  F  Suppose 
they  were  virtuous ;  did  they  wear  out  virtue  ?  As 
great  a  stake  depends  on  your  private  act  to-day,  as  fol- 
lowed their  public  and  renowned  steps.  When  privaia 
men  shall  act  with  original  views,  the  lustre  will  be  trans- 
ferred from  the  actions  of  kings  to  those  of  gentlemen. 

The  world  lia^  been  instructed  by  its  kings,  who  have 
so  magnetized  the  eyes  of  nations.  It  has  been  taught 
by  this  colossal  symbol  the  mutual  reverence  that  is  due 
from  man  to  man.  The  joyful  loyalty  with  which  men 
have  everywhere  suffered  the  king,  the  noble,  or  the 
great  proprietor  to  walk  among  them  by  a  law  of  hb 
own,  make  his  own  scale  of  men  and  thiugs  and  reverse 
theirs,  pay  for  benefits  not  with  money  but  with  honor, 
and  represent  the  law  in  his  person,  was  the  hieroglyphic 
by  which  they  obscurely  signified  their  consciousness  of 
their  own  right  and  comeliness,  the  right  of  every  man. 

The  mi^etism  which  all  original  action  exerts  is  ex- 
plained when  we  inquire  the  reason  of  aelf-trust.     Who 
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is  the  Trustee  F  Wliat  ia  tlie  aborigiaal  Self,  an  which 
a  universal  reliance  maj  be  grounded  F  What  is  the 
nature  and  power  of  ihsX  science-batBin^  star,  without 
parallax,  without  calculable  elements,  which  shoots  a  ra; 
of  beaut;  even  into  trivial  and  impure  acliona,  if  tlie 
least  mark  of  iadependence  appear  P  The  inquiiy  leads 
us  lo  that  source,  at  once  the  essence  of  genius,  of  rir- 
tue,  and  of  hfe,  which  we  call  Spontaneitj  or  Instinct. 
We  denote  this  primary  wisdom  oa  Intuition,  wliilst  all 
later  teachings  are  hiitions.  In  that  deep  force,  the  last 
fact  behind  which  analjsis  cannot  go,  all  things  find  tbeir 
common  origin.  For,  the  sense  of  being  which  in  calm 
hours  rises,  we  know  not  how,  in  the  soul,  is  not  diverse 
&om  things,  from  space,  from  light,  from  time,  from  man, 
b.ut  one  with  them,  and  proceeds  obviously  from  the  same 
source  whence  their  life  and  being  also  proceed.  Wo 
first  share  the  hfe  by  which  things  exist,  and  afterwards 
see  them  as  appearances  in  nature,  aud  forget  that  we 
have  shared  their  cause.  Here  is  the  fountain  of  action 
and  of  thought.  Here  are  Uie  lungs  of  that  inspiration 
which  giveth  man  wisdom,  and  which  cannot  be  denied 
without  impietj  and  atheism.  We  lie  in  the  lap  of  im- 
mense intelligence,  which  makes  ua  receivers  of  its  truth 
aud  organs  of  its  activity.  When  we  discern  justice, 
.when  we  discern  truth,  we  do  nothing  of  ourselves,  but 
allow  a  passage  to  its  beams.  If  wc  ask  wjience  this 
oomes,  if  we  seek  to  pry  into  the  soul  that  causes,  all 
philosophy  is  at  fault.  Its  presence  or  its  absence  is  all 
we  can  affirm.  Every  man  discriminates  between  the 
voluntary  acta  of  his  mind,  and  his  involuntary  percep- 
tions, and  knows  that  to  hb  involunlaiy  perceptions 
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a  perfect  faith  is  due.  He  may  err  in  the  expression  of 
tbem,  but  he  knows  that  these  things  are  so,  like  day 
and  night,  not  to  be  disputed.  M;  wilful  actions  and 
acquisitions  are  but  roving  ;^ — the  idlest  revecj,  the 
Cutest  natire  emotion,  command  my  curiosity  and  re- 
spect. Thoughtless  people  contradict  as  readQj  the 
statements  of  perceptions  as  of  opinions,  or  rather  mucli 
more  readily;  for,  tbey  do  not  distinguiali  between  per- 
ception and  notion.  They  &ncy  that  I  choose  to  see 
this  or  that  thing.  But  perception  is  not  whimsical,  it  is 
fatal.  If  I  see  a  trait,  my  children  will  see  it  after  me, 
and  in  course  of  time,  all  mankind,  —  although  it  may 
chance  that  no  one  has  seen  it  before  me.  For  my  per- 
ception of  it  is  as  much  a  fact  as  the  sun. 

The  relations  of  the  soul  to  the  divine  spirit  are  so 
pure,  that  it  is  profane  to  seek  to  interpose  helps.  It 
must  be  that  when  God  spcaketh  he  should  commnnicat^ 
not  one  thing,  but  all  things ;  should  fill  tbe  world  with 
his  voice ;  should  scatter  forth  light,  nature,  time,  soula, 
from  the  centre  of  the  present  thought ;  and  new  date 
and  new  create  the  whole.  Whenever  a  mind  b  simple, 
and  receives  a  divine  wisdom,  old  things  pass  away, — 
means,  teachers,  testa,  temjdes,  fall ;  it  lives  now,  and 
absorbs  past  and  future  into  the  present  hour.  All 
things  are  made  sacred  by  relation  to  it,  —  one  as  much  as 
another.  All  things  are  dissolved  to  their  centre  by  their 
cause,  and,  in  the  universal  miracle,  petty  and  particuUr 
miracles  disappear.  If,  therefore,  a  man  claims  to  know 
and  speak  of  God,  and  carries  you  backward  to  the  phrase- 
ology of  some  old  mouldered  nation  in  another  country, 
in  another  world,  believe  him  not.    Is  the  acorn  better 
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than  the  oak  which  is  its  fnlneas  and  completion  ?  Is 
the  parent  better  tlian  the  child  into  whom  he  haa  cast 
bis  ripened  heing  ?  WLenee,  then,  this  worship  of  the 
past?  The  centuries  are  conspirators  against  the  san- 
it;  and  authority  of  the  soul.  Time  and  apace  are  but 
plijsiolopcal  colors  which  the  eje  niakes,  but  the  soul  is 
light;  where  it  is,  ia  daj;  where  it  was,  is  night;  and 
historj  is  an  impertinence  and  an  injury,  if  it  be  any- 
thing more  thaii  a  cheerful  apologne  or  parable  of  my 
being  and  becoming. 

Han  is  timid  and  apologetic;  he  is  no  longer  upright; 
be  dares  not  say,  'I  tbink,'  *I  am,'  bat  quotes  some 
saint  or  sage.  He  ia  ashamed  before  the  blade  of  grass 
or  the  blowing  rose.  These  roses  under  my  wbdow 
make  no  reference  to  former  rosea  or  to  better  ones; 
tbej  are  for  what  they  are ;  they  exist  with  God  to-day. 
There  is  no  time  to  them.  There  ia  simply  the  rose ; 
it  is  perfect  in  every  moment  of  ita  esisteoee.  Before  a 
leaf-bud  has  bnr^t,  its  whole  life  acts;  in  the  full-blown 
Sower  there  is  no  more;  in  the  leafless  root  there  ia  no 
less.  Its  nature  is  satisfied,  and  it  satisfies  nature,  in  all 
moments  alike.  But  man  postpones  or  remembers ;  he 
doea  not  live  in  the  present,  bnt  with  reverted  eye  la- 
menta  the  past,  or,  heedless  of  the  riches  that  surround 
bim,  stands  on  tiptoe  to  foresee  the  future.  He  cannot 
be  happy  and  strong  until  he  too  lives  with  nature  in  the 
present,  above  time. 

This  should  be  plain  enough.  Tet  see  what  strong 
intellects  dare  not  yet  hear  C!od  himself,  unless  he  apeak 
the  phraaeology  of  I  know  not  what  David,  or  Jeremiah, 
or  Paul.    We  shall  not  always  set  so  great  a  price  on  a 
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few  tests,  on  a  few  lives.  We  are  like  cLildren  who  re- 
peat b;  role  the  senteDces  of  graiidames  and  tutors,  oiid, 
aa  thej  grow  older,  of  the  men  of  talents  and  character 
tliej  chance  to  see, — painfull j  recollecting  the  exact 
words  they  spoke ;  afterwards,  when  they  come  into  the 
point  of  view  which  those  had  who  uttered  these  sayings, 
they  understand  them,  and  are  willing  to  let  the  words 
go;  for,  at  any  time,  they  can  use  words  as  good  when 
occasion  comes.  If  we  Jive  truly,  we  shall  see  truly. 
It  is  aa  easy  for  the  strong  man  to  be  strong,  as  it  is  for 
the  weak  to  be  weak.  When  we  have  new  perception, 
we  shall  gladly  disburden  the  memory  of  its  hoarded 
treasures  as  old  rubbish.  When  a  man  lives  with  God, 
his  voice  shall  be  as  sweet  as  the  murmur  of  the  brook 
and  the  mstle  of  the  com. 

And  now  at  hiat  the  highest  truth  on  this  subject  re- 
inaius  unsaid ;  probably  cannot  be  said;  for  all  that  we 
say  is  the  far-otf  remembering  of  the  intuition.  Tliat 
thoiiglit,  by  what  I  can  now  nearest  approach  to  say  it, 
is  this.  When  good  is  near  you,  when  you  have  life  in 
yourself,  it  b  not  by  any  known  or  aecustonied  way; 
yon  shall  not  discern  the  footpriuta  of  any  other;  you 
shall  not  see  the  face  of  man ;  yon  shall  not  hear  any 
name;  the  way,  the  thought,  the  good,  shall  be  wholly 
strange  and  new.  It  shall  exclude  example  and  expe- 
rience.  You  take  the  way  from  man,  not  to  man.  All 
persona  that  ever  existed  are  its  forgotten  ministers. 
Peac  and  hope  are  alike  beneath  it.  There  is  somewhat 
low  even  in  hope.  In  the  hour  of  vision,  there  ia  noth- 
ing that  can  be  called  gratitude,  not  properly  joy.  The 
soul  raised  over  passion  beholds  identity  and  eternal  cau- 
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sation,  perceives  the  self-eiistence  of  Truth  and  Right, 
and  calms  itself  with  knowing  that  all  tljings  go  veil. 
Vast  spaces  of  nature,  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  the  South  Sea, 
—  long  intervals  of  time,  years,  centuries,  —  are  of  no  ac- 
count. This  which  I  think  and  feci  undcrhij  everj  fornier 
state  of  life  and  circnmstances,  as  it  does  underlie  m; 
present,  and  what  is  called  life,  and  what  is  called  death. 

Life  only  avails,  not  the  having  lived.  Power  ceases 
in  the  instant  of  repose ;  it  resides  in  the  moment  of 
transition  from  a  past  to  a  new  state,  in  the  shooting  of 
the  gulf,  in  the  darting  to  an  aim.  This  one  fact  the 
world  hates,  that  the  soul  becomti  r  for  that  forever  de- 
grades the  past,  turns  all  riches  to  povertj,  all  reputation 
to  a  shame,  confounds  the  saint  with  the  rogue,  shoves 
Jesus  and  iTudas  equally  aside.  Why,  then,  do  we  prate 
of  self-reliance  P  Inasmuch  as  the  soul  is  present,  there 
will  be  power  not  cooSdent  but  agent.  To  talk  of  reli- 
ance is  a  poor  external  way  of  speaking.  Speak  rather 
of  that  which  relies,  because  it  works  and  is.  Wbo  has 
more  obedience  than  I  masters  me,  though  he  should  not 
raise  his  finger.  Round  him  I  must  revolve  by  the  grav- 
itation of  spirits.  We  fancy  it  rhetoric,  when  we  speak 
of  eminent  virtue.  We  do  not  yet  see  that  virtue  is 
Height,  and  that  a  man  or  a  company  of  men,  plastic  and 
pemneable  io  principles,  by  the  law  of  nature  must  over- 
power and  ride  all  cities,  notions,  kings,  rich  men,  poets, 
who  are  not. 

This  is  the  ultimate  fact  which  we  so  qnickly  reach  on 
this,  as  on  every  topic,  the  resolution  of  all  into  the  ever- 
blessed  One.  Self-eidstence  is  the  attribute  of  the  Su- 
preme Cause,  and  it  constitutes  the  measure  of  good  by 
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the  degree  in  whicli  it  enters  into  all  lower  forms.  All 
tilings  teal  are  so  bj  so  much  virtue  us  thej  cootwn. 
Commerce,  husbandry,  hunting,  whaling,  war,  eloquence, 
personal  weight,  are  somewhat,  and  engage  mj  lespect 
aa  examples  of  its  presence  and  impure  action.  I  see  the 
same  lav  working  in  nature  for  conservation  and  growlh. 
Power  is  in  nature  the  essential  measure  of  right.  Nature 
suffers  nothing  to  remain  in  her  kingdoms  which  can- 
not help  itself.  The  genesis  and  maturation  of  a  planet, 
its  poise  and  orbit,  the  bended  tree  recoverbg  itself  from 
the  strong  wind,  tbc  vital  resources  of  ever;  animal  and 
vegetable,  are  demonstrations  of  the  self-sufficing,  and 
therefore  self-reljing  soul. 

Thus  all  concentrates :  let  us  not  rove ;  let  us  sit  at 
home  with  the  cause.  Let  us  stun  and  astonish  the  in- 
truding rabble  of  men  and  hooks  and  institutions,  by  a 
simple  declaration  of  the  diviue  fact.  Bid  the  invaders 
take  the  shoes  from  off  their  feet,  for  God  is  here  within. 
Let  our  simplicitj  judge  them,  and  our  docilitj  to  our 
own  law  demonstrate  the  poverty  of  nature  and  fortuae 
beside  our  native  riches. 

But  now  we  are  a  mob.  Man  does  not  stand  in  awe 
of  man,  nor  is  his  genius  admonished  to  sta;  at  home,  to 
put  itself  in  communication  with  the  internal  ocean,  but 
it  goes  abroad  to  beg  a  cup  of  water  of  the  urns  of  other 
men.  We  must  go  alone.  I  like  the  silent  church  be- 
fore the  service  begins,  better  than  any  preaching.  How 
far  off,  how  cool,  how  chaste  llie  persons  took,  begirt 
eacli  one  with  a  precinct  or  sanctuary  !  So  let  us  always 
sit.  Why  should  we  assume  the  faults  of  our  friend,  or 
wife,  or  father,  or  child,  because  tbey  sit  around  our 
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hesrtb,  or  are  said  to  haTe  the  same  blood  F  All  taea 
have  my  blood,  and  I  have  all  men's.  Not  for  tbat  will 
I  adopt  tbeir  petulance  or  folly,  even  to  the  extent  of 
being  ashained  of  it.  But  tbe  isolation  must  not  be 
mechaDicid,  but  spiritual,  tbat  is,  must  be  eleration.  At 
times  tbe  whole  world  seems  to  be  in  eonapiracy  to  im- 
portune you  with  emphatic  trifles.  Friend,  dieut,  cliild, 
sickness,  fear,  want,  cbarity,  aU  knock  at  once  at  thy 
closet  door,  and  say,  'Come  out  unto  us.'  But  keep 
thy  state ;  come  not  into  their  confusion.  The  power 
men  possess  to  annoy  we,  I  give  them  by  a  weak  curi- 
osity. No  man  can  come  near  oie  but  through  my  act. 
"  What  we  lore  that  we  have,  but  by  desire  we  bereave 
ourselves  of  tbe  love." 

If  we  cannot  at  onee  rise  to  the  sanctities  of  obedience 
and  bitb,  let  us  at  least  resist  our  temptations ;  let  ns  en- 
ter into  tbe  state  of  war,  and  wake  Thoi  and  Woden,  cour- 
age and  constancy  in  our  Saxon  breasts.  This  is  to  be 
done  in  our  smooth  times  by  speaking  the  truth.  Check 
this  lying  hospitality  and  lying  affection.  Live  no  longer 
to  the  expectation  of  these  deceived  and  deceiving  peo- 
ple with  whom  we  converse.  Say  to  them,  0  father,  0 
mother,  O  wife,  0  brother,  0  friend,  I  have  lived  with 
you  after  appearances  hitherto.  Henceforward  I  am  the 
truth's.  Be  it  known  nnto  you  that  henceforward  I  obey 
no  law  less  than  the  eternal  law.  I  will  have  no  cove- 
nants but  proximities.  I  shall  endeavor  to  nourish  my 
parents,  to  support  tn;  family,  to  be  the  chaste  husband 
of  one  wife,  —  but  these  relations  1  must  fill  after  a  new 
and  unprecedented  way.  I  appeal  from  your  customs. 
I  must  be  myself.    I  cannot  break  myself  any  longer 
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for  jron,  or  ;oa.  If  you  can  love  me  for  what  I  am,  we 
shsU  be  the  liappier.  If  jou  caDDOt,  I  will  still  seek  to 
deserve  that  jou  should.  I  will  not  hide  mj  tastes  or 
aversions.  I  will  so  trust  tiiat  what  is  deep  is  holy,  that 
I  will  do  stroDgij  before  the  sun  and  moon  whateTer  inlf 
rejoices  me,  and  the  heart  appoints.  If  ;on  are  noble,  I 
will  love  JOU ;  it  you  are  not,  I  will  not  hurt  jou  and 
myself  by  hypocritical  attentions.  If  you  are  true,  but 
not  in  the  same  truth  with  me,  cleave  to  your  compan- 
ions; I  will  seek  mj  own.  I  do  this  not  selfishly,  but 
humbly  and  truly.  It  is  alike  your  interest,  and  mine, 
and  all  men's,  however  long  we  have  dwelt  in  lies,  to  live 
in  truth.  Does  this  sound  harsh  to-day  P  You  will  soon 
love  what  is  dictated  by  your  nature  as  well  as  mine, 
and,  if  we  follow  the  truth,  it  will  bring  us  out  safe  at 
last.  But  so  you  may  give  these  friends  pain.  Yes,  but 
I  eannot  sell  my  liberty  and  my  power,  to  save  their  sen- 
sibility. Besides,  all  persons  have  their  moments  of  rea- 
son, when  they  look  out  into  the  re^on  of  absolute 
truth ;  then  will  they  justify  me,  and  do  the  same  thing. 
The  populace  think  that  your  rejection  of  popular 
riandards  is  a  rejection  of  all  standard,  and  mere  antino- 
miauism  ;  and  the  bold  sensnatist  will  nse  the  name  of 
philosophy  to  gild  his  crimes.  But  the  law  of  conscious- 
ness abides.  Tliere  are  two  confessionals,  iti  one  or  the 
other  of  which  \ec  must  be  shriven.  You  may  fulfil  your 
round  of  duties  by  clearing  yourself  in  the  direct,  or  in 
the  reflex  way.  Consider  whether  yuu  have  satisfied 
your  relations  to  father,  mother,  cousin,  neighbor,  town, 
cat,  and  dog;  whether  any  of  these  can  upbraid  you. 
But  I  may  also  n^lect  this  reflex,  standard,  and  absolve 
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me  to  mjBelf.  I  have  m;  aim  Btem  claims  and  perfect 
circle.  It  denies  the  name  of  dnt;  to  man;  offices  that 
are  called  duties.  But  if  I  can  discharge  its  debts,  it 
enables  me  to  dispense  with  the  popular  code.  If  anj 
one  imagines  that  this  law  is  lax,  let  him  keep  its  com- 
mandment one  da;. 

And  trulj  it  demands  something  godlike  in  him  who 
has  cast  off  the  common  motives  of  humanitj,  and  has 
ventured  to  trust  himself  for  a  taskmaster.  High  be  his 
heart,  Culhful  his  will,  clear  hia  sight,  that  he  may  in 
good  earnest  be  doctrine,  society,  law,  to  himself,  that  a 
simple  purpose  ma;  be  to  him  aa  strong  as  iron  necessity 
is  to  others  I 

If  an;  man  consider  the  present  aspects  of  what  is 
called  b;  distinction  loeielf,  he  will  see  the  need  of  tbese 
ethics.  The  sinew  and  heart  of  man  seem  to  be  i^rawn 
out,  and  we  are  become  timorous,  desponding  whimperers. 
We  are  afraid  of  truth,  afraid  of  fortune,  afraid  of  death, 
and  afraid  of  each  other.  Our  age  ;ields  no  great  and 
perfect  peraona.  We  want  men  and  women  who  shall 
lenoTato  life  and  our  social  state,  but  we  see  that  most 
natures  are  inaokent,  cannot  satisfy  their  own  wauls, 
have  an  ambition  out  of  all  proportion  to  their  practical 
force,  and  do  lean  and  beg  day  and  night  continually. 
Our  housekeeping  is  meadicBnt,  our  arts,  our  occupations, 
our  marriages,  our  religion,  we  have  not  chosen,  but 
society  has  chosen  for  us.  We  are  parlor  soldiers.  We 
ahun  the  rn^ed  battle  of  fate,  where  strength  ia  bom. 

If  our  young  men  miscarr;  in  their  first  enterprises, 
they  lose  all  heart.  If  the  young  merchant  &iU,  men 
say  he  is  ruined.    If  the  £nest  genius  studies  at  one  of 
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our  colleges,  sad  is  not  installed  in  an  office  vithin  one 
jear  afterwards  in  the  cities  or  suburbs  of  Boston  ot 
New  York,  it  teems  to  his  friends  aud  to  liimaelf  that  be 
is  right  in  being  disheartened,  aud  in  complaining  the 
rest  of  his  life.  A  sturdy  lad  from  New  Hampshire  or 
Vermout,  who  in  turn  tries  all  the  professions,  who  leamt 
il,  farmt  if,  peddler,  keeps  a  school,  preaches,  edits  a 
newspaper,  goes  to  Congress,  buys  a  township,  and  so 
forth,  in  successive  jears,  and  always,  like  a  cat,  falls  on 
his  Feet,  is  worth  a  hondred  of  these  citj  dolls.  He  walks 
abreast  with  liis  days,  and  feela  no  shame  in  not  'study- 
ing a  profession,'  for  he  does  not  postpone  his  life,  but 
lives  already.  He  bas  uot  one  cliauce,  but  a  hundred 
chances.  Let  a  Stoic  open  tbe  resources  of  man,  aud 
tell  men  they  are  not  leaning  willows,  but  can  and  must 
detach  themselves ;  that  with  the  exercise  of  self-trust, 
new  powers  shall  appear ;  that  a  man  b  the  word  made 
flesh,  bom  to  shed  healing  to  the  nations,  that  he  should 
be  ashamed  of  our  compassion,  and  that  the  moment  he 
acts  from  himself,  tossing  the  laws,  the  books,  idolatries, 
and  customs  out  of  the  window,  we  pity  him  no  more, 
but  thank  and  revere  bim,  —  and  that  teacher  shall 
restore  the  life  of  man  to  splendor,  and  make  bis  name 
dear  to  all  history. 

It  is  easy  to  see  that  a  greater  self-reliance  must  work 
a  revolutiou  in  all  the  offices  and  relations  of  men ;  in 
their  religion;  in  their  education;  in  their  pursuits; 
their  modes  of  living ;  their  association ;  in  their  prop- 
erty; in  their  speculative  views. 

1.  In  what  prayers  do  men  allow  themselves !  That 
which  they  call  a  holy  office  is  not  so  much  as  brave  and 
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manly.  Prayer  looks  abroad  and  asks  for  some  foreign 
addition  to  come  througli  some  foreign  Tirtue,  and  loses 
itaelf  in  endless  mazes  of  natural  and  aupernatural,  and 
mediatorial  and  miraculous.  Prayer  thnt  craves  a  par- 
ticular commodity,  —  anything  less  than  all  good,  —  is 
Yicioos.  Prayer  is  the  contemplation  of  the  facta  of  life 
from  the  bigbest  point  of  view.  It  b  the  soliloquy  of  a 
beholdii>g  and  jubilant  son).  It  b  the  spirit  of  God  pro- 
nouncing hta  works  good.  But  prayer  as  a  means  to 
efiect  a  private  end  is  meannesa  and  theft.  It  supposes 
dualism  and  not  unity  in  nature  and  cunsciousneas.  As 
soon  as  the  man  b  at  one  with  God,  he  will  not  beg.  He 
will  then  see  prayer  in  all  action.  The  prayer  of  the 
former  kneeling  in  his  field  to  weed  it,  the  prayer  of  the 
rower  kneeling  with  the  stroke  of  his  oar,  are  true 
prayers  beard  throughout  nature  thongh  for  cheap  ends. 
Caratsch,  in  Fletcher's  Bonduca,  when  admonished  to 
inquire  the  mind  of  the  god  Audate,  replies,  — 

"  His  hidden  meauing  lies  in  onr  endeavors ; 
Our  valors  are  oar  best  gods." 

Another  sort  of  folse  prayers  are  onr  regrets.  Dis- 
content is  tlie  want  of  self-reliance :  it  is  infirmity  of 
will.  Regret  calamities,  if  you  can  thereby  help  the 
auSerer :  if  not,  attend  yonr  own  work,  and  already  the 
evil  begins  to  be  repaired.  Onr  sympathy  is  just  as 
base.  We  come  to  them  who  weep  foolishly,  and  ait 
down  and  cry  for  company,  instead  of  imparting  to  them 
truth  and  health  in  rough  electric  shocks,  putting  them 
once  more  in  communioation  witli  their  own  reason. 
The  secret  of  fortune  is  joy  in  onr  hands.    Welcome 
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eveRDore  to  gods  Bud  men  ia  tbe  self-helping  man.    Vat 

him  all  doors  are  flung  wide :  him  all  tongues  greets  all 
honors  crown,  bU  ejes  folloT  with  desire.  Our  Iotb 
goes  out  to  him  and  embraces  him,  because  he  did  not 
need  it.  We  solicitously  and  apologeticall;  caiess  and 
celebrate  him,  because  he  held  on  his  way  and  scorned 
our  disapprobation.  The  gods  love  faim  because  men 
hat«d  liim.  "To  tbe  persevering  mortal,"  said  Zoroas- 
ter, "  the  blessed  Immortals  are  swift." 

As  men's  prayers  an  a  disease  of  the  will,  so  are 
their  creeds  a  disease  of  the  intellect.  Tbej  say  with 
those  foolish  Israelites,  'Let  not  God  speak  to  ns  lest  we 
die.  Speak  thou,  speak  any  maa  with  us,  and  we  will 
obey.'  Everywhere  I  am  hindered  of  meeting  Qod  in 
my  broUier,  because  he  luu  shut  his  own  temple  doors, 
and  recites  fables  merely  of  bis  brother's  or  his  brother's 
broUier's  God.  Every  new  mind  is  a  new  classifieatiou- 
If  it  prove  a  mind  of  nncommou  activity  and  power,  a 
Locke,  a  Lavoisier,  a  Hutton,  a  Beutham,  a  Fourier,  it 
imposes  its  cUssification  on  other  men,  and  lo !  a  new 
system.  In  proportion  to  the  depth  of  the  thought,  and 
so  lo  the  number  of  the  objects  it  touches  and  brings 
within  reach  of  the  pnpit,  is  his  complacency.  But 
chiefly  is  this  apparent  in  creeds  and  churches,  which  are 
also  chtsaifioations  of  some  powerful  mind  acting  on  the 
elemental  thought  of  duty,  and  man's  relation  to  the 
Highest.  Such  is  Calvinism,  Quakerism,  Swedenboig- 
ism.  The  pupil  takes  the  same  delight  in  subordinat- 
ing everything  to  the  new  terminology,  as  a  girl  who 
has  just  learned  botany  iu  seeing  a  new  earth  and  new 
seasons  thereby.    It  will  happen  for  a  time,  that  the 


D.,:.ii6^b>CoO<;lc 


SELF-EELIANCB.  69 

pupil  will  find  his  intellectual  power  has  grown  by  the 
studj  of  hb  mnater's  mind.  Bat  in  oil  unbalanced 
minds,  the  clESsification  is  idolized,  passes  for  the  end, 
and  not  for  a  speedilj  exhaustible  means,  bo  that  the 
walls  of  the  system  blend  to  their  eye  in  the  remote  bori- 
son  with  the  walls  of  the  universe ;  tbe  luminaries  of 
heaven  seem  to  them  hong  on  the  arch  their  master 
built.  They  cannot  imagine  how  yoa  abens  have  any 
right  to  see,  —  how  you  o^i  see ;  '  it  must  be  somehow 
that  yau  stole  the  light  from  us.'  They  do  not  yet  per- 
ceive, that  light,  unsystematic,  indomitable,  will  bfeak 
into  any  cabin,  even  into  theirs.  Let  them  chirp  awhile 
and  call  it  their  own.  If  they  are  honest  and  do  well, 
presently  their  neat  new  pinfold  will  be  too  strait  and 
low,  will  craot,  will  lean,  will  rot  and  vanish,  and  the 
immortal  light,  all  youQg  and  joyful,  million-orbed,  mil- 
lion-colored, will  beam  over  the  universe  as  on  the  first 
morning. 

S.  It  is  for  want  of  self-culture  that  the  sopersUtion 
of  Travelling,  whose  Idols  are  Italy,  England,  Egypt,  re- 
tains its  fascination  for  all  educated  Americana.  They 
who  made  England,  Italy,  or  Greece  venerable  in  the 
imagination  did  so  by  sticlfing  fast  where  they  were,  like 
an  axis  of  the  earth.  In  manly  hours,  we  feel  that  duty 
is  our  pUee.  The  soul  is  no  traveller;  the  wise  man 
stays  at  home,  and  when  fats  necessities,  his  duties,  on 
any  occasion,  call  him  from  his  house,  or  into  foreign 
lands,  he  is  at  home  still,  and  shall  make  men  sensible  by 
the  expression  of  bb  countenance,  that  he  goes  the  mis- 
sionary of  wisdom  and  virtue,  and  visits  cities  and  men 
like  a  sovereign,  and  not  like  an  interloper  oi  a  valet. 
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I  have  DO  churlish  objection  to  the  circumiuTigatioti  of 
the  globe,  for  the  purposes  of  art,  of  Btudj,  and  benevo- 
lence, so  that  tbe  man  is  first  domesticated,  or  does  not 
go  abroad  with  tbe  hope  of  finding  somewhat  greater 
than  he  knows.  He  wlio  IrnTels  to  be  amused,  or  to  get 
somewhat  which  he  docs  not  cany,  traTels  away  ftom 
himself,  and  grows  old  e»en  in  youth  among  old  thinp. 
In  Thebes,  in  Palmyra,  his  will  aud  mind  Iibtc  becouB 
old  and  dilapidated  as  they.    Ue  carries  ruins  to  ruins. 

TtBTclling  is  a  fool's  paradise.  Our  first  journeys  dis- 
cover to  us  the  indifference  of  places.  At  liome  I  dream 
that  at  Naples,  at  Rome,  I  can  be  intoiicated  with 
beauty,  and  lose  my  saduess.  I  pack  my  trunk,  embrace 
my  friends,  embark  on  the  Bed,  aud  at  last  wake  up  in 
Naples,  and  there  beside  me  is  tbe  stem  fact,  the  sad 
self,  unrelenting,  identical,  that  I  fled  from.  I  seek  tbe 
Vatican,  and  the  palaces.  I  affect  to  be  intoiicated  with 
sights  and  suggestions,  but  I  am  not  iatosicated.  My 
giant  goes  with  me  wherever  I  go. 

3.  Bat  the  rage  of  travelling  is  a  symptom  of  a  deeper 
unsoundness  affecting  the  whole  intellectual  action.  The 
intellect  is  vagabond,  and  our  system  of  education  fosters 
restlessness.  Out  minds  travel  when  our  bodies  are 
forced  to  stay  at  home.  We  imitate ;  and  what  is  imita- 
tion but  the  travelling  of  tbe  mind?  Our  houses  arc 
built  with  foreign  tast«;  our  shelves  are  garnished  with 
foreign  ornaments ;  our  opinions,  our  tastes,  our  faculties, 
lean,  and  follow  the  Fast  and  the  Distant.  Tbe  soul 
created  the  arts  wherever  tbcy  have  flourished.  It  was 
iu  his  own  mind  that  the  artist  sought  his  model.  It 
was  an  application  of  his  own  thought  to  the  thing  to  be 
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done  and  tlie  conditions  to  be  observed.  And  wb;  need 
we  copj  tie  Doric  or  tlie  Gothic  model?  Beautj,  con- 
veoie&ce,  grandeur  a!  thou);lit,  and  quaint  expression  ai-e 
as  near  to  us  as  to  anj,  and  if  the  American  artJEt  Till 
study  witb  hope  and  love  the  precbe  thing  to  be  done  by 
liiin,  consideriug  the  climate,  tbe  soil,  tbe  length  of  the 
da;,  the  wants  of  tbe  people,  tbe  habit  and  form  of  the 
government,  lie  will  create  a  bouse  in  which  all  tbcse  will 
God  themselves  fitted,  and  taste  and  sentiment  will  be 
satisfied  also. 

Insist  on  yourself;  never  imitate.  Your  own  gift  you 
can  present  every  moment  with  the  cumulative  force  of 
a  whole  life's  cultivation;  but  of  the  adopted  talent  of 
another,  you  bave  only  an  extemporaneous,  half  posses- 
sion. That  wliich  each  can  do  best,  none  but  bis  Maker 
can  t«acb  him.  No  man  yet  knows  what  it  is,  nor  can, 
till  that  person  has  exhibited  it.  Where  is  the  master 
who  could  bave  taugbt  Shakspeare  P  Where  is  the  mas- 
ter who  could  have  instructed  FranLlin,  or  Washington, 
or  Bacon,  or  Newton  F  £very  great  man  is  a  unique. 
Tbe  Scipiouism  of  Scipio  is  precisely  that  part  be  could 
not  borrow.  Shakspeare  will  never  be  made  by  tbe 
study  of  Shakspeare.  Bo  that  which  is  assigned  you, 
and  you  cannot  hope  too  much  or  dare  too  much.  There 
is  at  this  moment  for  yon  an  utterance  brave  and  grand 
as  that  of  the  colossal  chisel  of  Phidias,  or  trowel  of  the 
Egyptians,  or  the  pen  of  Moses,  or  Bante,  hut  different 
front  all  these.  Not  possibly  will  the  soul  all  rich,  all 
eloquent,  with  thousand-cloven  tongue,  deign  to  repeat 
itself;  but  if  you  can  hear  what  these  patriarchs  say, 
surely  you  can  reply  to  them  in  the  same  pitch  of  voice ; 
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for  tie  ear  and  the  tongue  are  ttro  organs  of  one  natnre. 
Abide  in  tlie  simple  and  noble  regions  of  thj  life,  obey 
thy  heart,  and  thou  shalt  reproduoe  the  Poreworld  agaia. 

4.  As  our  Religion,  our  Education,  oar  Art  look 
abroad,  bo  does  our  spirit  of  aodetj.  All  men  plume 
themselves  on  the  improvement  of  societ;,  and  no  man 
improves. 

Societ;  never  advances.  It  recedes  as  &st  on  one 
side  as  it  gains  on  the  other.  It  undergoes  continual 
changes ;  it  is  barliarous,  it  is  civilized,  it  ia  Christian- 
ized, it  is  rich,  it  h  scientific;  but  this  change  ia  not 
amelioration.  Foe  everything  that  is  given,  sometliing  ia 
taken.  Society  acquires  new  arts,  and  loses  old  instincts. 
What  a  contrast  between  the  welt-olad,  readbg,  writing, 
thinking  American,  with  a  watch,  a  peuoil,  and  a  bill  of 
Biohange  in  his  pocket,  and  the  naked  New-Zealander, 
whose  property  ia  a  club,  a  spear,  a  mat,  and  an  undi- 
vided twentieth  of  a  shed  to  sleep  under !  But  oompare 
the  health  of  the  two  men,  and  you  shall  see  that  the 
white  man  has  lost  his  aboriginal  strength.  If  the  trav- 
eller tell  us  truly,  strike  the  savage  with  a  broad  axe,  and 
in  a  day  or  two  the  flesh  shall  unite  and  heat  as  if  you 
struck  the  blow  into  soft  pitch,  and  the  same  blow  shall 
send  the  white  to  his  grave. 

The  civilized  maa  has  built  a  coach,  but  has  lost  the 
use  of  his  feet.  He  is  supported  on  crutches,  but  Ucks 
so  much  support  of  muscle.  He  has  a  fine  Geneva  watch, 
but  he  fails  of  the  skill  to  t^  the  hour  by  the  sun.  A 
Greenwich  nautical  almaoao  he  has,  and  so  being  sare  of 
the  information  when  he  wants  it,  the  man  in  the  street 
does  not  know  a  star  in  the  sky.    The  solstice  be  does 
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srmiea  sent  against  Napoleon,  vben  he  approached,  cast 
down  their  oolors  and  from  enemies  became  friends,  so 
disasters  of  all  kinds,  as  sickoesB,  oSenee,  poverty,  prove 
beuefactora :  — 

"  W[nds  blow  and  waten  roU 
Stoength  to  the  brave,  aad  power  and  dei^, 
Yet  in  themselves  are  nothing." 

The  good  are  befriended  even  bj  wBakness  and  defect. 
As  no  man  had  ever  a  point  of  pride  that  was  not  inju- 
rious to  bim,  BO  no  man  had  ever  a  defect  tliat  was  not 
somewhere  made  useful  to  him.  The  stag  in  the  &ble 
admired  his  boms  and  blamed  bis  feet,  but  when  the 
hunter  came,  his  feet  eaved  him,  and  afterwards,  caught  in 
the  thicket,  his  boms  destrojed  bim.  Svery  man  in  his 
lifetime  needs  to  tbauli  his  faalta.  As  no  man  thoroughly 
understands  a  truth  until  he  has  contended  against  it^ 
80  no  man  has  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  the  hin- 
drances or  talents  of  men,  until  he  has  suffered  from  the 
one,  ani  seen  the  triumph  of  the  other  over  his  own 
want  of  the  same.  Has  he  a  defect  of  temper  that  un- 
fits him  to  live  in  society  P  Thereby  he  is  driven  to 
entertain  himself  alone,  and  acquire  habits  of  self-help  t 
and  thus,  like  the  wounded  oyster,  he  mends  his  shell 
with  pearl. 

Onr  strength  grows  out  of  our  weakness.  Tlie  indig- 
nation which  arms  itself  with  secret  forces  does  not 
awaken  until  we  are  pricked  and  stung  and  sorely  as- 
sailed. A  great  man  is  always  willing  to  be  little. 
Whilst  he  sits  on  the  cushion  of  advantages,  he  goes  to 
■leep.    When  he  is  pushed,  tonnented,  defeated,  he  bos 
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a  chance  to  learn  sometLing ;  Le  baa  been  pnt  on  his 
wits,  on  his  manhood;  be  baa  gained  &cts ;  learns  liis 
ignorance;  is  cured  of  the  tnsanitj  of  coucdt;  haa  got 
moderation  and  real  akill.  The  wise  man  throws  himseif 
on  the  side  of  his  assailants.  It  is  more  his  interest 
tlian  it  is  theirs  to  find  his  weak  point.  The  wound  cica- 
trizes and  falls  off  from  hioi  like  a  dead  skin,  and  when 
thej  would  triumph,  lo !  he  has  passed  on  invulnerable. 
Blame  is  safer  tlian  praise.  I  hate  to  be  defended  in  a 
newspaper.  As  long  as  all  that  ia  said  is  said  against 
me,  I  feel  a  certain  assurance  of  success.  But  as  soou  aa 
Lonejed  words  of  praise  are  spoken  for  me,  I  feel  as  one 
that  lies  unprotected  before  his  enemies.  In  general, 
ever;  evil  to  which  we  do  not  succumb  is  a  benefactor. 
As  tlie  Sandwich- Islander  believes  that  the  strength  and 
iralor  of  the  enemj  he  kills  passes  into  himself,  SO  we 
gain  the  strength  of  the  temptation  we  resist. 

The  same  guards  which  protect  ua  from  disaster,  de- 
fect, and  enmitj,  defend  us,  if  we  will,  from  selfishness 
and  fraud.  Bolts  and  bars  are  not  the  best  of  our  insti- 
tutions, nor  is  shrewdness  in  trade  a  mark  of  wisdom. 
Men  suffer  all  their  life  long,  under  the  foolisli  supersti- 
tion that  the;  can  be  cheated.  But  it  is  aa  impoasible 
for  a  man  to  be  cheated  bj  any  one  but  himself,  as  for 
a  thing  to  be  and  not  to  be  at  the  same  time.  There  is 
a  third  silent  partj  to  all  our  bargains.  The  nature  and 
soul  of  things  takes  on  itself  the  guaranty  of  the  fulfil- 
ment of  every  contract,  so  that  honest  service  cannot 
come  to  lu3S.  If  you  serve  an  ungrateful  master,  serve 
liiin  the  more.  Put  God  in  your  debt.  Every  stroke 
shall  be  repaid.     The  longer  the  payment  is  withliolden. 
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the  better  for  you ;  for  componnd  mt«i«st  on  compound 
iuterest  is  tlie  rate  and  usage  of  tliis  exchequer. 

The  history  of  persecution  is  a  history  of  endeavors  to 
cheat  nature,  to  make  wal*r  run  up  hill,  to  twist  a  rope 
of  sand.  It  makes  no  difference  whether  the  actors  be 
many  or  one,  a  tyrant  or  a  mob.  A  mob  is  a  society  of 
bodies  voluntarily  bereaving  themselves  of  reason,  aud 
traversing  its  work.  The  mob  is  man  voluntarily  de- 
scending  to  the  nature  of  the  beast.  Its  fit  hour  of 
activity  is  night.  Its  actions  are  insane  like  its  whole 
constitution.  It  persecutes  a  principle  ;  it  would  whip 
a  right ;  it  would  tar  and  feather  justice,  by  inflicting  Are 
and  outrage  upon  the  houses  and  persons  of  those  who 
have  these.  It  resembles  the  prank  of  boys,  who  run 
with  fire^upnes  to  put  out  the  ruddy  aurora  streaming  to 
the  stars.  The  iuviokle  spirit  turns  their  spile  against 
the  wrong-doers.  The  martyr  cannot  be  dishonored. 
Every  lash  inflicted  is  a  tongue  of  fame ;  every  prison  a 
more  illustrious  abode  ;  every  burned  book  or  house  en- 
lightens the  world;  every  suppressed  or  expunged  word 
reverberates  through  the  earth  from  side  to  side.  Hours 
of  sanity  and  coiisideratiou  are  always  arriving  lo  com- 
munities, as  to  individuals,  when  the  truth  is  seen,  and 
the  martyrs  are  juslifled. 

Thus  do  all  things  preach  the  indifferency  of  circnm- 
stanccs.  The  man  is  all.  Everything  has  two  sides,  a 
good  aud  an  evil.  Every  advantage  has  its  tax.  I  learn 
to  be  content.  But  the  doctriue  of  compensation  is  not 
the  doctrine  of  indifferency.  The  thoughtless  say,  on 
bearing  these  representations.  What  boots  it  to  do  well  ? 
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there  ia  one  event  to  good  and  evil ;  if  I  gain  any  good, 
I  must  pay  for  it ;  if  1  lose  any  good,  I  gain  some  other ; 
all  actions  are  indifTerenL 

Tliere  is  a  deeper  fact  in  the  soul  tban  compensation, 
to  wit,  its  ovn  nature.  The  soul  is  not  a  compensation, 
but  a  life.  The  soul  is.  Under  all  this  running  sea  of 
circumstance,  whose  waters  ebb  and  flow  with  perfect 
balance,  lies  the  aboriginal  abyss  of  real  Being.  Es- 
sence, or  God,  is  not  a  relation,  or  a  part,  but  the  whole. 
Being  in  tlio  vast  affirmative,  eicluding  negation,  self- 
balanced,  and  swallowing  up  all  relations,  parts,  and 
times  witliin  itself.  Nature,  trutli,  virtue,  are  the  influx 
from  thence.  Vioe  is  tbc  absence  or  departure  of  the 
same.  Nothing,  Falsehood,  may  indeed  stand  as  the 
great  Night  or  sliade,  on  wliich,  as  a  background,  the 
living  universe  painta  itself  forth ;  hut  no  fact  is  begotten 
by  it ;  it  cannot  work ;  for  it  is  not  It  cannot  work 
any  good ;  it  cannot  work  any  harm.  It  ia  harm  inas- 
much as  it  is  worse  not  to  be  than  to  be. 

We  fee!  defrauded  of  the  retribution  Hoe  to  evil  acta, 
because  the  ciimnal  adheres  to  his  vice  and  contumacy, 
and  does  not  come  to  a  crisis  or  judgment  anywhere  in 
visible  nature.  Tiiere  is  no  stunning  confutation  of  Ua 
nonsense  before  men  and  angels.  Has  he  therefore  out- 
witted the  law  ?  Inasmuch  as  he  carries  the  malignity 
and  the  lie  with  him,  he  so  far  deceases  from  nature.  In 
some  manner  there  will  be  a  demonstration  of  the  wrong 
to  the  understanding  also  ;  but  should  we  not  see  it^ 
this  deadly  deduction  makes  square  the  eternal  account. 

Neither  can  it  be  said,  on  the  other  Land,  that  the 
gain  of  rectitude  must  jbe  bought  by  any  loss.    There  it 
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no  penaltj  to  virtue ;  do  penalt;  to  wisdom ;  they  are 
proper  additions  of  being.  Id  a  virtuoua  action,  I  prop- 
erly aa;  in  a  virtuous  act,  I  add  to  the  world;  I  plant 
into  deserts  conquered  from  Chaos  and  Nothing,  and 
see  the  darkness  receding  on  the  liin|ts  of  the  horizon. 
There  can  be  no  excess  to  love ;  none  to  knowledge ; 
none  to  beauty,  when  these  nttribules  are  considered  in 
the  purest  sense.  The  soul  refuses  limits,  and  always 
affirms  an  Optimism,  never  a  Pessimism. 

Man's  life  is  a  progress,  and  not  a  station.  His  in- 
stinct is  trust.  Our  instinct  uses  "more"  and  "less"  in 
application  to  him,  of  the  pretence  0/  tie  tout,  and  not  of 
its  absence ;  the  brave  man  is  greater  than  the  coward  ; 
the  true,  the  benevolent,  the  wise,  is  more  a  man,  and  not 
less,  than  the  fool  and  knave.  There  is  no  tax  on  the 
good  of  virtue ;  for  that  is  the  incomiog  of  God  himself, 
or  absolute  existence,  without  any  comparative.  Mate- 
rial good  has  its  tax,  and  if  it  came  without  desert  or 
sweat,  has  no  root  in  me,  and  the  next  wind  will  blow 
it  away.  But  all  the  good  of  nature  is  the  soul's, 
and  may  be  had,  if  paid  for  in  nature's  lawful  coin, 
that  is,  by  labor  which  the  heart  and  the  head  allow. 
I  no  longer  wish  to  meet  a  good  I  do  not  earn,  for  exam- 
ple, to  find  a  pot  of  buried  gold,  knowing  that  it  bnngs 
with  it  new  burdens.  I  do  not  wish  more  external 
goods,  —  neither  possessions,  nor  honors,  nor  powers, 
nor  persons.  The  gain  is  apparent;  the  tax  is  certain. 
But  there  is  no  tax  on  the  knowledge  that  the  compen- 
sation exists,  and  that  it  Is  not  desirable  to  dig  up  treas- 
ure. Herein  I  rejoice  with  a  eereue  eternal  peace.  I 
contract  the  boundaries  of  possible  mischief.    I  learn  the 
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wisdom  of  St.  Bernard,  —  "  Nothing  cud  work  me  dam- 
age  except  m<rse1f ;  the  harm  that  I  sustaiu  I  carr;  about 
with  me,  and  never  am  a  real  sufferer  but  b;  mj  own 
lault." 

In  the  nature  of  the  soul  is  the  compensation  for  the 
inequalities  of  condition.  The  radical  tragedy  of  nature 
seems  to  be  the  distinction  of  More  and  Less.  Uow 
can  Less  rtot  feel  the  pain  ;  how  not  feel  indignation  or 
malevolence  towards  More  f  Look  at  those  who  have 
less  facuitj,  and  one  feels  sad,  and  knows  not  well  what 
to  make  of  it.  Be  almost  shuns  their  e;e  ;  he  fears  thej 
will  upbraid  God.  What  should  the;  do  f  It  seems  a 
great  injustice.  But  see  tlie  facts  near);,  and  these 
mountainous  inequalities  vanish.  Love  reduces  them,  as 
the  sun  melts  the  ioebei^  in  the  sea.  The  lieart  and  soul 
of  all  men  being  one,  this  bitternbss  of  Jfit  and  Miaa 
ceases.  His  is  mine.  I  am  mj  brother,  aud  mj  brother 
b  me.  If  I  feel  overshadowed  and  outdone  bj  great  ' 
neighbors,  I  can  jet  love;  I  can  still  receive;  and  he 
that  lovelh  maketh  his  own  the  grandeur  he  loves. 
Therebj  I  make  the  discovery  that  my  brother  is  my 
guardian,  acting  for  me  with  the  friendliest  designs,  and 
the  estate  I  so  admired  and  envied  is  my  own.  It  is  the 
nature  of  the  soul  to  appropriate  all  things.  Jesus  aud 
Shakspeare  are  fragments  of  the  soul,  and  by  love  I  con- 
quer and  incorporate  them  in  my  own  coosctons  domain. 
His  virtue, — is  not  that  mine  P  Kis  wit,  —  if  it  cannot 
be  made  mine,  it  is  not  wit. 

Such,  also,  is  the  natural  history  of  calamity.  The 
changes  which  break  up  at  short  intervals  the  prosperity 
of  men  are  advertisements  of  a  nature  whose  law  ia 
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growtli.  Everj  soul  is  b;  this  intruisic  necessity  quit- 
ting ils  wliole  system  of  things,  its  friends,  and  boine, 
and  lavs,  and  faith,  as  the  shell-fish  crawb  out  of  its 
beautiful  but  ston;  case,  because  it  no  longer  admits  of 
its  growth,  and  sluwlj  forms  a  new  house.  In  propor- 
tion to  the  vigor  of  tbe  individual,  these  revolutiaos  are 
frequent,  until  in  some  happier  mind  the;  are  incessant, 
and  all  worldly  relations  bang  very  loosely  about  bim, 
becoming,  as  it  were,  a  transparent  fluid  membrane 
tbrougli  which  tbe  living  form  is  seen,  and  not,  as  in 
most  men,  an  indurated  heterogeneous  fabric  of  many 
dates,  and  of  no  settled  character,  in  which  the  man  is 
imprisoned.  Then  there  can  be  enlargement,  and  the 
man  of  to-day  scarcely  recognizes  tbe  man  of  yesterday. 
And  such  sbould  be  the  outward  biograpby  of  man  in 
time,  a  putting  off  of  dead  circumstaiices  day  by  day,  ai 
be  renews  his  raiment  day  by  day.  But  to  us,  in  our 
lapsed  estate,  resting,  not  adrancing,  resistbg,  not  co- 
operating with  the  divine  expansion,  this  growth  comes 
by  shocks. 

We  cannot  part  with  our  friends.  We  cannot  let  our 
angels  go.  We  do  not  see  that  tbey  only  go  out,  that 
archangels  may  come  in.  We  are  idolaters  of  the  old. 
We  do  not  believe  in  tbe  riches  of  the  soul,  in  its  proper 
eternity  and  omnipresence.  We  do  not  believe  there  is 
any  force  in  to-day  to  rival  or  recreate  that  beautiful  yes- 
terday. We  linger  in  the  ruins  of  the  old  tent,  where 
once  we  had  bread  and  shelter  and  organs,  nor  believe 
that  the  spirit  can  feed,  cover,  and  nerve  us  again.  We 
cauQot  again  find  aught  so  dear,  so  sweet,  so  gracefuL' 
But  we  sit  and  weep  iu  vaiu.    The  voice  of  the  Almighty 
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saith,  '  Up  and  onvard  foreTennore ! '  We  cannot  stay 
amid  the  ruina.  Neither  will  we  relj  on  the  new;  and 
•o  we  walk  ever  with  reverted  ejes,  like  those  moosten 
who  look  backwards. 

And  ;et  the  compensations  o!  calamit;  are  made  ap- 
parent to  the  understanding  also,  after  long  intervals  of 
time.  A  fever,  a  mutilation,  a  cruel  disappointment,  a 
loss  of  wealth,  a  loss  of  friends,  seems  at  the  moment  nn- 
[laid  loss,  and  nnpajable.  But  tlie  sure  years  reveal  the 
deep  remedial  force  that  underlies  all  facts.  The  death 
of  a  dear  friend,  wife,  brother,  lover,  which  seemed  noth- 
ing but  privation,  somewhat  later  assumes  the  aspect  of 
a  guide  or  genius ;  for  it  commonl;  operates  revolutions 
in  our  wa;  of  life,  terminates  an  epoch  of  infanc;  or 
of  youth  which  was  waiting  to  be  closed,  breaks  up  a 
wonted  occupation,  or  a  household,  or  style  of  living,  and 
allows  the  formation  of  new  ones  more  friendly  to  the 
growth  of  character.  It  permits  or  constrains  the  forma- 
tion of  new  acquaintances,  and  the  reception  of  new  in- 
fluences that  prove  of  the  first  importance  to  the  next 
years ;  and  the  man  or  woman  who  would  have  remained 
a  sunny  garden-flower,  with  no  room  for  its  roots  and 
too  much  sunshine  for  its  bead,  by  the  falling  of  the 
walls  and  the  neglect  of  the  gardener  is  made  the  banian 
of  the  forest^  yielding  shade  and  fruit  to  wide  neighbor- 
hoods of  men. 
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Tni  \Mng  Heaven  thy  prajen  ropect. 

House  at  once  and  arclutecl, 

Qnanying  man's  r^ecUd  honra. 

Builds  tberenith  eternal  towera; 

Sole  and  wif-commanded  works, 

Fears  not  iinderminiDg  d>js. 

Grows  bj  decays, 

And,  by  the  fainous  might  that  luriu 

Jn  reaction  and  recoil, 

Makes  flame  lo  freeze,  and  ice  to  boil ; 

For^ng,  through  swart  arms  of  CMfenC«, 

The  silver  seat  of  Innocence. 
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When  the  act  of  reflection  takes  place  in  tbe  mind, 
when  we  look  at  ourselvca  in  tbe  liglit  of  thought,  ve 
discover  that  our  life  is  eaibosumed  in  beauty.  Behind 
lis,  as  we  go,  all  things  assume  pleasing  fonns,  as  clonda 
do  far  otr.  Not  onlj  things  familiar  and  stale,  but  even 
tbe  tragic  and  terrible,  are  comely,  as  the;  take  tlieir 
place  in  the  pictures  of  memorj.  The  river-bank,  the 
weed  at  the  water-side,  the  old  honse,  tbe  foolish  person, 
—  however  neglected  in  the  passing,  — have  a  grace  in 
the  past.  Even  the  corpse  that  has  Is'"  in  the  chambers 
has  added  a  solemn  omameut  to  the  house.  The  soul 
will  not  know  either  deformity  or  pain.  If,  in  the  hoars 
of  clear  reason,  we  should  apeak  the  severest  truth,  we 
should  say,  that  we  had  never  made  a  sacrifice.  In  these 
hours  the  mind  seems  so  great,  that  nothing  can  be  taken 
from  Ds  that  seems  much.  All  loss,  all  pain,  is  particu- 
lar ;  the  universe  remains  to  tbe  heart  unhurt.  Neither 
vexations  nor  calamities  abate  our  trust.  No  man  ever 
stated  his  griefs  as  lightlj  as  be  might.  Allow  for  exag- 
geration in  tbe  most  patient  and  sorel;  ridden  hack  tliat 
ever  was  driven.  For  it  ts  only  tbe  finite  that  has 
wrought  and  suffered;  the  infinite  lies  stretched  in  smil- 
ing repose. 
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Tlie  intellectual  life  ma;  be  kept  clean  and  healUiful,  if 
man  will  live  the  life  of  nature,  aud  not  import  into  bis 
mind  difficulties  vrLicli  are  none  of  liis.  No  man  need  be 
perplexed  in  his  speculations.  Let  liim  do  and  sa;  wliat 
strictlj  belongs  to  him,  and,  tbougb  very  ignorant  of 
books.  Lis  nature  sliall  not  jield  liini  anj  intellectual  ob- 
structions aud  doubts.  Our  jouug  people  ace  diseased 
with  the  theological  problems  of  original  sin,  oi'igin  of 
evil,  predestination,  and  tlie  like.  These  ne?er  presented 
a  practical  difBcult;  to  any  man, — never  darkened 
across  any  man's  road,  wbo  did  not  go  out  of  his  wa;  lo 
seek  them.  These  ace  the  soul's  mumps,  and  measles, 
and  whooping-coughs,  and  those  vho  have  not  caught 
them  cannot  describe  their  beaith  or  prescribe  the  cure. 
A  simple  mind  will  not  know  these  enemies.  It  is  quite 
another  thing  that  he  should  be  able  to  give  account 
of  his  faith,  and  expound  to  another  the  theory  of  his 
self-union  and  freedom.  This  requires  rare  gifts.  Yet, 
without  this  self-knowledge,  there  may  be  a  sylvan 
strength  and  integrity  in  that  which  be  is.  "A  few 
strong  instincts  and  a  few  plain  rules  "  suffice  us. 

My  wilt  never  gave  the  images  in  my  mind  the  rank 
they  now  take.  The  regular  course  of  studies,  the 
years  of  academical  and  professional  education,  have  not 
yielded  me  belter  facts  than  some  idle  books  under  tbe 
bench  at  the  Latin  School.  What  we  do  not  call  educa- 
tion is  more  precious  flian  that  which  we  call  so.  We 
form  no  guess,  at  tbe  time  of  receiving  a  thought,  of  its 
comparative  value.  And  education  often  wastes  its  effort 
in  attempts  to  thwart  and  balk  this  natural  magnetism, 
which  is  sure  to  select  what  belongs  to  it. 
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Id  like  manner,  onr  moral  nature  b  vitiated  by  any 
interference  of  our  will.  People  represent  rirtue  as  a 
struggle,  and  take  to  themselves  great  airs  upon  Iheir 
attainments,  and  tlie  question  is  everywhere  vexed,  when 
a  noble  nature  is  comDieoded,  whether  the  man  b  not 
better  who  strives  with  temptation.  But  there  is  no 
merit  in  the  matter.  Either  God  is  there,  or  be  is  not 
there.  We  love  charaelers  in  proportion  as  they  are 
impulsive  and  spontaneous.  Tlie  less  a  man  thiuks  or 
knows  about  his  virtues,  the  better  we  like  bim.  Timo- 
Icon's  victories  are  the  beat  victories, — wbich  ran  and 
flowed  like  Homer's  verses,  Plutarch  said.  When  we 
ace  a  soul  whose  acts  arc  all  regal,  giBceful,  and  pleasant 
as  roses,  wc  must  thank  God  lliat  such  things  can  be  and 
are,  and  not  turn  sourly  on  the  angel,  and  say,  '  Crump 
is  a  better  man  with  his  grunting  resistance  to  all  hia 
native  devils.' 

Not  less  conspicuons  is  the  preponderance  of  nature 
over  will  in  all  practical  life.  There  is  less  int«ntion  in 
history  than  we  ascribe  to  it.  We  impute  deep-laid,  far- 
aightcd  plans  to  Ctesar  and  Napoleon ;  but  tlie  best  of 
their  power  was  in  nature,  not  in  them.  Men  of  an 
extraordinary  success,  in  their  honest  moments,  have 
always  snug,  'Not  unto  us,  not  unto  us.'  According  to 
the  faith  of  their  times,  they  have  built  altars  to  Fortune, 
or  it  Destiny,  or  to  St.  Julian.  Their  success  lay  in 
their  parallelism  to  the  course  of  thought,  which  found 
in  them  an  unobstructed  channel ;  and  the  wonders  of 
which  they  were  the  visible  conductors  seemed  to  the 
eye  their  deed.  Did  the  wires  generate  the  galvanism  P 
It  is  even  true  that  there  was  less  in  ^len  on  which  tbey 
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could  reflect,  than  in  anotlier ;  as  the  virtae  of  a  pipe  is  to 
be  smooth  aod  hoUow.  That  nhicli  exteniall;  Reemed 
wilt  and  immOTableness  was  willia^ess  and  self-annihi- 
lation. Could  Sliakspeare  give  a  theory  of  Slialcspeare  t 
Conid  eTcr  a  man  of  prodi^ous  mathematical  genius  con- 
vey to  others  any  insight  into  his  methods?  If  he 
could  communicate  that  secret,  it  would  instantly  lose 
its  eia^eraled  value,  blending  with  the  daylight  and  the 
■vital  enei^,  the  power  to  stand  and  to  go. 

The  lesson  is  forcibly  taught  by  these  observations, 
that  our  life  might  be  much  easier  and  simpler  than  we 
make  it ;  that  the  world  migiit  be  a  happier  place  than  it 
is ;  that  there  is  no  need  of  struggles,  convulsions,  and 
despairs,  of  the  wringing  of  the  hands  and  the  gnashing 
of  the. teeth;  that  we  miacreate  our  own  evils.  We  in- 
terfere with  the  optimism  of  nature  ;  for,  whenever  we 
get  this  vantage-ground  of  the  past,  or  of  a  wiser  mind 
in  the  present,  we  are  able  ia  diacem  that  we  are  begirt 
with  laws  which  eiecute  themselves. 

The  face  of  eternal  nature  teaches  the  same  lesson. 
Nature  will  not  have  us  fret  and  fume.  She  does  not 
like  our  benevolence  or  our  learning  much  better  than 
she  likes  our  frauds  and  wara.  When  we  come  out  of 
the  caucus,  or  the  bank,  or  the  Abolition  convention,  or 
the  Temperance  meeting,  or  the  Transcend cntai  club, 
into  the  Selds  and  woods,  she  saya  to  us,  '  So  hot  ?  nijr 
Lttle  air." 

We  are  full  of  mechanical  actions.  We  must  needs 
intermeddle,  and  have  things  in  our  own  way,  until  the 
eaeriSces  and  virtues  of  society  arc  odions.  Love  should 
make  joy;  but  our  benevolence  is  unhappy.    Oar  Sun- 
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da;  schools  aud  churches  and  pauper  societies  are  jokes 
to  the  neck.  We  pain  ourselves  to  please  nobodj. 
There  are  natural  ways  of  arriving  at  the  same  ends  at 
which  these  aim,  but  do  not  arrive.  Why  should  all  vir- 
tue work  in  one  and  the  same  way?  Why  should  all 
give  dollars  F  It  is  ver;  inconvenient  to  us  country  folk, 
and  we  do  not  think  any  good  will  cotne  of  it.  We  have 
not  dollars;  merchants  have;  let  tliem  give  them.  Tann- 
ers will  give  corn  >  poets  will  sing ;  women  will  sew  ; 
laborers  wiU  lend  a  hand ;  the  children  will  bring  fiowers. 
And  why  drag  this  dead-weight  of  a  Sunday  school  over 
the  whole  Christendom  P  It  is  natural  and  beautiful  that 
childhood  should  inquire,  and  maturity  should  teach;  but 
it  is  time  enough  to  answer  questions  when  they  are 
asked.  Do  not  shut  up  the  young  people  against  their 
wiH  in  a  pew,  and  force  the  children  to  ask  them  ques- 
tions for  an  hour  against  their  wHl. 

If  we  look  wider,  things  are  all  alike ;  laws,  and  let- 
ters, and  creeds,  and  modes  of  living  seem  a  travesty  of 
truth.  Our  society  is  encambered  by  ponderous  ma- 
chinery, which  resembles  the  endless  aqueducts  which 
the  Romans  builtover  lijll  and  dale,  and  which  are  super- 
seded by  the  discovery  of  the  law  that  water  rises  to  the 
level  of  its  source.  It  is  a  Chinese  wall  which  any  nim- 
ble Tartar  can  leap  over.  It  is  a  standing  army,  not  so 
good  as  a  peace.  It  is  a  graduated,  titled,  richl;  ap- 
pointed empire,  quite  superfluous  when  town-meetings 
are  found  to  answer  just  as  well. 

Let  ns  draw  a  lesson  from  nature,  which  always  works 
by  short  ways.  When  the  fruit  is  ripe,  it  fells.  When 
the  fruit  is  despatched,  the  leaf  falls.    The  circuit  of  the 
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\rst«n  is  mere  falling.  Tiie  wBlking  of  man  uid  all 
animals  b  a  falling  forward.  All  oui  manual  labor  and 
Torks  of  streu^h,  b«  prjing,  splitting,  digging,  rowbg, 
and  so  forth,  are  done  bj  dint  of  continual  ftdling,  and  tbe 
globe,  eartb,  moon,  comet,  sun,  star,  fall  for  ever  and  ever. 

Tlie  simplicit;  of  tlie  universe  la  verj  different  from 
the  siaiplicity  of  a  machine.  He  who  sees  moral  nature 
out  and  out,  and  thoroughlj  knows  how  knowledge  is 
acquired  and  character  formed,  is  a  4>edant.  The  sim- 
plieit;  of  nature  is  not  that  which  maj  easily  be  read, 
but  is  inexhaustible.  The  last  analysis  can  nowise  be 
made.  We  judge  of  a  man's  wisdom  b;  his  hope,  know- 
ing that  the  perceptiou  of  the  inexhaostibleness  of  nature 
is  an  immortal  jouth.  The  wild  fertility  of  nature  b  felt 
in  comparing  our  rigid  names  and  reputations  with  our 
fluid  conseiousuess.  We  pass  in  the  world  for  sects  and 
schools,  for  erudition  and  piety,  and  we  are  til  the  time 
jejune  babes.  One  sees  very  well  how  Fyrrbonbm  grew 
up.  Every  man  sees  that  he  b  that  middle  point, 
whereof  everything  may  be  affirmed  and  denied  with 
equal  reason.  He  is  old,  be  is  young,  he  is  very  wise, 
be  is  altogether  iguoranL  He  hears  and  feels  what  yoQ 
say  of  the  seraphim,  and  of  the  tin-pedler.  There  is  no 
permanent  wise  man,  except  in  the  figment  of  tbe  Stoics. 
We  side  with  the  hero,  as  we  read  or  pabt,  against  tbe 
coward  and  the  robber ;  but  we  have  been  ourselves  that 
coward  and  robber,  and  shall  be  again,  not  in  the  low 
circumstance,  but  in  comparison  with  the  grandeurs  pos- 
sible to  the  soul. 

A  little  eoDsiderstion  of  what  takes  place  around  ua> 
every  d^  would  show  ss,  tiui  a  higher  law  than  that  of 
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onr  will  regulates  events ;  that  our  painful  labors  are  un- 
necessary, and  fruitless ;  that  onlj  in  our  easy,  simple, 
spontaneous  action  are  we  strong,  and  by  canlenting 
ourselves  with  obedience  we  become  divine.  Belief  and 
love,  — a  believing  love  will  relieve  ua  of  a  vast  load  of 
care.  0  my  brothers,  God  exists.  There  is  a  soul  at 
the  centre  of  nature,  and  over  the  will  of  every  man, 
so  that  none  of  us  can  wrong  the  universe.  It  has  so 
infused  its  strong  enchantment  into  nature,  that  we  pros- 
per when  we  accept  its  advice,  and  when  we  struggle  to 
■roaud  its  creatures,  onr  hands  are  glued  to  our  sides,  or 
they  beat  our  own  breasts.  The  wliole  course  of  things 
goes  to  teach  ua  faith.  We  need  only  obey.  There  is 
^idanoe  for  each  of  us,  and  by  lowly  listening  we  shall 
tear  the  right  word.  Why  need  you  choose  so  painfully 
four  place,  and  occupation,  and  associates,  and  modes  of 
tction,  and  of  entertainment  P  Certainly  there  is  a  possi- 
6le  right  for  you  that  precludes  the  need  of  lialance  and 
wilful  election.  For  you  there  is  a  reality,  a  Gt  place 
and  congemal  duties.  PUce  yourself  in  the  middle  of 
(be  stream  of  power  and  wisdom  which  animates  all 
whom  it  floats,  and  you  are  without  effort  impelled  to 
Imth,  to  right,  and  a  perfect  contentment.  Then  you 
put  all  gainsaycrs  in  the  wrong.  Then  you  ate  the 
world,  the  measure  of  right,  of  truth,  of  beauty.  If  wo 
will  not  be  marplots  with  our  miserable  interferences, 
the  work,  the  society,  letters,  arts,  science,  religion  of 
men  would  go  on  far  better  than  now,  and  the  lieaven 
predicted  from  the  beginning  of  the  world,  and  still  pre- 
dicted from  the  bottom  of  the  heart,  would  organize  it- 
self, as  do  now  the  rose,  and  tha  air,  and  the  sun. 
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I  say,  do  not  ehoote ;  but  that  is  a  figure  of  speech 
b,T  vliLcli  I  would  distinguish  what  is  commonl;  called 
c&otce  among  meu,  and  which  is  a  partial  act,  the  choice 
of  the  hands,  o!  the  ejes,  of  the  appetites,  and  not  a 
whole  act  of  the  man.  But  that  which  I  call  right  or 
goodness  is  the  choice  of  mj  coustitution ;  and  that 
which  I  call  heaven,  and  inwardly  aspire  after,  is  tlie 
state  or  circumstance  desirable  to  mj  constitution ;  and 
the  action  which  I  in  all  my  years  tend  to  do,  is  (he 
work  for  my  faculties.  We  must  bold  a  man  amenable 
to  reason  for  the  choice  of  his  daily  craft  or  profession. 
It  is  not  an  excuse  any  longer  for  his  deeds,  that  they 
are  the  custom  of  his  trade.  What  business  has  he  with 
an  evil  trade  ?     Has  he  not  a  calling  in  his  cliaracl«r. 

Each  man  has  his  own  vocation.  The  talent  is  the 
call.  There  is  one  direction  in  which  all  space  is  open 
to  liioi.  He  has  faculties  silently  inviting  him  thither  to 
endless  eiertion.  He  is  like  a  sliip  in  a  river ;  he  runs 
against  obstructions  on  ever;  side  but  one ;  on  that  side 
all  obstruction  is  taken  away,  and  he  sweeps  serenely 
over  a  deepening  channel  into  an  inGnite  sea.  This  tal- 
ent and  this  call  depend  on  his  oi^nizatioD,  or  the  mode 
in  which  the  general  soul  incarnates  itself  in  him.  He 
inclines  to  do  something  which  is  easy  to  him,  and  good 
when  it  is  done,  but  which  no  other  man  can  do.  He 
has  no  rival.  For  the  more  truly  he  consults  his  own 
powers,  the  more  difference  will  his  work  exhibit  from 
the  work  of  any  other.  His  ambition  is  exactly  propor- 
tioned to  his  powers.  The  height  of  the  pinnacle  is  de- 
termined by  the  breadth  of  the  base.  Every  man  has 
this  call  of  the  power  to  do  somewhat  unique,  and  no 
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nan  baa  an;  otiier  call.  Tbe  pretence  that  be  has  an- 
other call,  a  summons  bj  name  and  personal  election  and 
outward  "  signs  that  mark  him  extraordinarj,  and  not  in 
the  roll  of  common  men,"  is  fanaticism,  and  betraja  ob- 
tuseness  to  peTceive  that  lliere  is  one  miiiU  in  all  the  in- 
dividuals, and  no  respect  of  persons  therein. 

By  doing  his  work,  lie  makes  tbe  need  felt  wliicb  be 
can  suppl;,  and  creates  the  taste  hj  which  he  is  enjoyed. 
By  doing  his  own  work,  he  unfolds  himself.  It  is  tlie 
vice  of  our  public  speaking  that  it  bos  not  abuidonmeiit. 
Somewhere,  not  only  every  orator  but  ever;  man  should 
let  out  all  the  length  of  all  tbe  reina ;  should  find  or 
make  a  frank  and  hearty  expression  of  wlint  force  and 
meaning  is  in  him.  The  common  experience  is,  that  the 
man  fits  himself  as  well  as  he  can  to  the  customary  de- 
tails of  that  work  or  trade  he  falls  into,  and  tends  it  BS 
a  dog  turns  a  spit.  Then  is  he  a  part  of  the  machine  ho 
moves;  the  man  is  lost.  Unti!  he  can  manage  to  cora- 
mnnicate  bimaelf  to  others  in  his  full  stature  and  propor- 
tion, he  does  not  jet  find  his  vocation.  He  must  find  in 
that  an  outlet  for  his  character,  so  that  he  may  justify  his 
work  to  their  eyes.  If  the  labor  is  mean,  let  him  by  his 
thinking  and  character  make  it  liberal.  Whatever  he 
knows  and  thinks,  whatever  in  his  apprehension  is  worth 
doing,  that  let  him  commuoicate,  or  men  will  never  know 
and  honor  him  aright.  Foolish,  whenever  you  lake  tbe 
meanness  and  formality  of  that  thing  you  do,  instead 
of  converting  it  into  tbe  obedient  spiracle  of  your  char- 
acter and  ums.  We  like  only  such  actions  as  have 
already  long  had  the  praise  of  men,  and  do  not  perceive 
that  anything  man  can  do  may  be  divinely  done.    We 
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tiiink  greatnesa  entailed  or  organiied  in  some  places  or 
duties,  in  certain  offices  or  occasions,  and  do  not  see 
that  Pagauini  can  extract  rapture  from  a  catgut,  and 
Eulenslein  from  a  jewsharp,  and  a  nimble-fiogered  tad 
out  of  shreds  of  paper  with  his  scissors,  and  Landseer 
out  of  swine,  and  the  bero  out  of  the  pitiful  habita- 
tion and  company  in  wliicli  he  was  hidden.  Wiiat  we 
call  obscure  condition  or  vulgar  society  is  that  condition 
and  society  whose  poetry  is  not  jet  written,  but  wliich 
jou  shall  presently  make  as  enviable  and  renowned  as 
any.  In  our  estimates,  let  ns  take  a  lesson  from  kings. 
The  parts  of  hospitality,  the  connection  of  families,  the 
impressiveneas  of  death,  and  a  tliousand  other  things, 
royalty  makes  its  own  estimate  of,  and  a  royal  mind  will. 
To  make  habitually  a  new  estimate,  —  that  is  elevation. 

What  a  mau  does,  that  he  has.  What  has  ))e  to  do 
with  hope  or  fear?  In  himself  is  his  might.  Let  him 
regard  no  good  as  solid,  but  that  which  is  in  his  nature, 
and  which  must  grow  out  of  him  as  long  as  be  exists. 
The  goods  of  fortune  may  come  and  go  like  summer 
'  leaves ;  let  him  scatter  them  on  every  wind  as  the  mo- 
mentary signs  of  bis  infinite  productiveness. 

He  may  have  his  own.  A  man's  genius,  the  quality 
that  differences  him  from  every  other,  the  susceptibility 
to  one  class  of  influences,  the  selection  of  what  is  fit  for 
him,  the  rejection  of  what  is  unfit,  determines  for  him  the 
characler  of  the  universe.  A  man  is  a  method,  a  pro- 
gressive arrangement ;  a  selecting  principle,  galheriog 
his  like  to  him,  wherever  he  goes.  He  lakes  only  his 
own  out  of  the  multiplicity  that  sweeps  and  circles  round 
him.    He  is  like  one  of  those  booms  which  are  set  out 
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from  the  shore  on  riTers  to  catcli  drift-wood,  or  like  the 
loadstone  amon^t  splinters  of  steel.  Those  facts,  words, 
persons,  which  dwell  in  his  niemorj  without  his  beiug 
ahle  to  sa;  why,  remaio,  because  tliej  have  a  relation  Id 
tiim  not  leas  real  for  being  as  ;et  unapprehended.  Thej 
are  sjmbols  of  value  to  liim,  as  the;  can  interpret  parts 
of  hia  consciousness  which  he  would  vaiiilj  seek  words 
for  in  the  conventional  images  of  books  and  otUer  minds. 
What  attracts  mj  attention  shall  liave  it,  a.1  I  will  go  to 
the  man  who  knocks  at  my  door,  wlulst  a  thousand  per- 
sons, as  worthy,  go  bj  it,  to  whom  I  give  no  regard.  It 
is  enou^  that  these  particulars  speak  to  me.  A  few 
anecdotea,  a  tew  traits  of  character,  manners,  face,  a  few 
incidents,  have  an  emphasis  in  jour  memorj  out  of  all 
proportion  to  their  apparent  significaDce,  if  you  measure 
tbem  b;  the  ordinary  standards.  The;  relate  to  your  gift. 
Let  them  have  their  weight,  and  do  not  reject  them,  and 
cast  about  for  illustration  and  facts  more  uaaal  in  litera- 
ture. What  your  iieart  thinks  great  is  great.  The  soul's 
empliasb  is  always  right. 

Over  all  things  that  are  agreeable  to  his  nature  and 
genius,  the  man  has  the  highest  right.  Everywhere  he 
may  take  what  belongs  to  his  spiritual  estate,  nor  can  he 
take  anything  else,  though  all  doors  were  open,  nor  can 
all  the  foree  of  men  hinder  bim  from  taking  so  much.  It 
b  vain  to  attempt  to  keep  a  secret  from  one  who  lias  a 
right  to  know  it.  It  will  tell  itself.  That  mood  into 
which  a  friend  can  bring  us  is  his  dominion  over  us.  To 
the  thoughts  of  that  stat«  of  mind  lie  has  a  right.  All 
the  secrets  of  tliat  state  of  mind  he  can  compel.  This  is 
a  Uw  which  statesmen  use  in  practice.    All  the  terrors 
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of  the  Frencli  Republic,  which  held  Austria  in  awe,  were 
unable  to  command  her  diplomacy.  But  Napoleon  seut 
to  Vienna  M.  de  Narbonne,  one  of  the  old  noblesse,  with 
the  morals,  mantiers,  and  name  of  that  interest,  saying, 
that  it  was  indispensable  to  send  to  the  old  arist«cracj  of 
Europe  men  of  the  same  connection,  which,  in  fact,  con- 
stitutes a  sort  of  freemasonry.  M.  de  Narbonne,  in  less 
than  a  fortnight,  penetrated  all  the  secrets  of  the  imperial 
cabinet. 

Nothing  seems  so  easy  as  to  speak  and  to  be  ander- 
stood.  Yet  a  man  may  come  to  find  Hal  the  strongest 
of  defences  and  of  lies,  —  that  he  baa  been  understood  ; 
and  he  who  has  received  an  opinion  may  come  to  find  it 
the  most  iucou»enient  of  bonds. 

If  a  teacher  have  any  opinion  which  be  wishea  to  con- 
ceal, his  pupils  will  become  as  fully  indoctrinated  into 
that  as  into  any  which  he  publishes.  If  yon  pour  water 
iulo  a  vessel  twisted  into  coils  and  angles,  it  is  vain  to 
saj,  I  will  pour  it  only  into  this  or  that;  it  will  find  its 
level  in  all.  Men  feel  and  act  the  consequences  of  your 
doctrine,  without  being  able  to  show  how  they  follow. 
Show  us  an  arc  of  the  curve,  and  a  good  mathematician 
will  find  out  the  whole  figui'C.  Wo  are  always  reasoning 
from  the  seen  to  the  unseen.  Hence  the  perfect  intelli- 
gence that  subsists  between  wise  men  of  remote  ages.  A/ 
man  cannot  hury  his  meanings  so  deep  in  hie  hook,  but 
time  and  like-minded  men  will  Snd  them.  Plato  had  a 
secret  doctrine,  had  he  ?  What  secret  can  he  conceal 
from  the  eyes  of  Sacou?  of  Montaigne?  of  EautF 
Therefore,  Aristotle  said  of  his  works,  "They  are  pub- 
lished and  not  published." 
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No  man  can  leam  what  he  has  not  preparation  Tor 
learning,  liowever  near  to  his  ejes  is  tlie  object.  A 
cbemial  may  tell  bia  most  precious  secrets  to  a  carpenter, 
aiid  he  shall  be  never  tlie.niser,  —  tbe  secrets  be  would 
not  utter  to  a  cljemist  for  an  estate.  God  screens  us 
evermore  from  premature  ideas.  Our  eyes  are  boldea 
that  we  cannot  see  thiii^  that  stare  us  in  tbe  face,  until 
the  hour  arrives  when  tbe  mind  is  ripened;  then  we  be- 
hold ttiem,  and  the  time  when  we  saw  tbem  not  is  like 
a  dream. 

Not  in  nature  but  in  man  is  all  tbe  beaut;  and  worth 
be  sees.  The  world  is  very  empty,  and  is  indebted  to 
ibis  gilding,  exalting  soul  for  all  Its  pride.  "  Earth  Gils 
ber  lap  with  spleudors"  tiol  her  own.  Tbe  vale  of 
Tempe,  Tivoli,  and  Rome  are  eartli  and  water,  rocks  and 
sky.  There  are  as  good  earth  and  water  ia  a  thousand 
pbices,  yet  bow  nnaSecting ! 

People  are  not  tbe  better  for  tbe  sun  and  moon,  tbe 
horizon  and  the  trees ;  as  it  is  not  observed  that  tbe 
keepers  of  Eoman  galleries,  or  the  valets  of  painters, 
have  any  elevation  of  tbougbt,  or  tliat  librarians  are  wiser 
men  than  others.  Tberc  are  graces  in  tbe  demeanor  of 
a  polished  and  noble  person,  which  are  lost  npon  the  eye 
of  a  churl.  These  are  like  tbe  stars  whose  ligbt  bas  not 
yet  reached  us. 

He  may  see  what  be  maketh.  Our  dreams  are  tlie  sequel 
of  our  waking  knowledge.  The  visions  of  tlie  night  bear 
some  proportion  to  tbe  visious  of  tbe  day.  Hideous 
dreams  are  exaggerations  of  tbe  sins  of  tlie  day.  We  see 
our  evil  affections  embodied  in  bad  pbysioguomies.  On 
the  Alps  tbe  traveller  sometimes  beholds  hb  own  shadow 
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magnified  to  a  giant,  so  that  ever;  gesture  of  bis  hand  is 
terrilio.  "  Mj  cbildren,"  said  an  old  man  to  his  bo;s 
scared  b;  a  figure  in  tbe  dark  etitr;,  —  "  m;  cliildren,  yoa 
will  never  see  anjtliing  worse  than  joursehes."  As  in 
dreams,  so  in  the  scareel;  less  £uid  events  of  tbe  world, 
every  man  sees  himself  in  colossal,  without  knowing  that 
it  is  himself.  Tbe  good,  compared  to  the  evil  which  he 
sees,  is  as  his  own  good  to  his  own  evil.  Everj  quality 
of  his  mind  is  naguified  in  some  one  acquaintance,  and 
every  emotion  of  his  heart  in  some  one.  He  is  like  a 
quincunx  of  trees,  which  counts  five,  east,  west,  north, 
□r  south ;  or,  an  initial,  medial,  and  termioal  aorostio. 
And  why  not  P  He  cleaves  to  one  person,  and  avoids 
another,  according  to  their  likeness  or  uolikeness  to  liim- 
self,  truly  seeking  himself  in  bis  associates,  and  moreover 
in  Ids  trade,  and  habits,  and  gestures,  and  meats,  and 
drinks ;  and  comes  at  last  to  be  faithfully  represented  by 
every  view  you  take  of  bis  circumstances. 

He  may  read  wliat  he  writes.  What  can  we  see  or 
acquire,  but  what  we  are  P  l^ou  have  observed  a  skilful 
man  reading  Viigil.  Well,  that  author  is  a  thousand 
books  to  a  thousand  persons.  Take  the  book  into  your 
two  hands,  and  read  your  eyes  out ;  you  will  never  find 
what  I  find.  If  any  ingenious  reader  would  have  a  mo- 
nopoly of  the  wisdom  or  delight  he  gets,  he  is  as  secure 
now  the  book  is  Englished,  as  if  it  were  imprisoned  in 
tbe  Pelews'  tongue.  It  is  with  a  good  book  as  it  is  with 
good  cojupany.  Introduce  a  base  person  among  gentle- 
men; it  is  aQ  to  no  purpose;  he  is  not  their  fellow. 
Every  society  protects  itaelf.  The  company  is  perfectly 
aafe,  aud  he  is  not  one  of  them,  though  his  body  is  in 
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Wbat  avails  it  to  fight  with  the  elemal  laws  of  mind, 
which  adjust  the  relation  of  all  persons  to  each  other,  by 
the  mathematical  measure  of  their  havings  and  beings  t 
Gertrude  is  enamored  of  Ouy ;  bow  high,  how  aristo- 
cratic,  how  Roman  his  mien  and  manners  !  to  lire  with 
him  were  life  indeed,  and  no  purchase  is  loo  great;  and 
heaven  and  earth  are  moved  to  that  end.  Well,  Ger- 
trude has  6u; ;  but  what  now  avails  how  higli,  how  aria- 
tocratic,  how  Roman  hia  mien  and  manners,  if  bis  heart 
and  aims  are  in  the  senate,  in  the  theatre,  and  in  the 
billiard-room,  and  she  has  no  aims,  no  oouversation, 
that  can  enchant  her  graceful  lordP 

He  shall  have  his  own  society.  We  can  love  nothing 
bat  natare.  The  most  wonderful  tdents,  the  most  meri- 
torious exertions,  really  avail  very  little  with  ns ;  but 
nearness  or  likeness  of  nature,  —  how  beantiful  is  the 
ease  of  its  victory !  Pereons  approach  ua  famous  for 
their  beauty,  for  their  accomplishments,  worthy  of  all 
wonder  for  their  charms  and  gi^;  they  dedicate  their 
whole  slcill  to  the  hour  and  the  company,  with  very  im- 
perfect result.  To  be  sure,  it  would  be  ungrateful  in  us 
not  to  praise  them  loudly.  Then,  when  all  is  done,  a 
person  of  related  mind,  a  brother  or  siatcr  by  nature, 
comes  to  ue  so  softly  and  easily,  so  nearly  and  {ntirnalely, 
as  if  it  were  the  blood  in  our  proper  veins,  that  we  feel 
as  if  some  one  was  gone,  instead  of  another  having 
come ;  we  are  utterly  relieved  and  refreshed ;  it  is  a  sort 
of  joyful  solitude.  We  foolishly  think,  in  our  days  of 
sin,  that  we  must  court  friends  hy  compliance  to  the 
customs  of  society,  to  its  dress,  its  breeding,  and  its  esti- 
mates.   But  only  that  soul  can  be  my  friend  which  I 
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enoonnter  on  the  line  of  my  own  much,  th&t  taxA  to 
whiob  I  do  not  decline,  and  wliicli  does  not  decline  to 
me,  but,  native  of  the  same  celestial  latitude,  lepeats  in 
its  own  all  mj  experience.  The  scholar  forgets  himself, 
and  apes  the  customs  and  costumes  of  tbe  man  of  the 
world,  to  deserve  the  Bmile  of  beauty,  and  follow  some 
giddy  girl  not  yet  taugbt  by  religious  passion  to  know 
the  noble  woman  with  all  that  is  seiene,  oracular,  aud 
beautiful  in  her  soul.  Let  him  he  great,  and  love  shall 
follow  him.  Nothing  is  more  deeply  punished  than  the 
neglect  of  the  affinities  by  which  alone  society  should  be 
formed,  and  the  insane  levity  of  choosing  assodates  by 
others'  eyes. 

He  may  set  his  own  rate.  It  is  a  maxim  worthy  of  all 
acoeptatioD,  that  a  man  may  have  that  allowance  he 
takes.  Take  the  place  and  attitude  which  belong  to  yon, 
and  all  men  acquiesce.  The  world  must  be  just.  It 
leaves  every  man,  with  profound  unconcern,  to  set  his  own 
rate.  Hero  or  drtycUer,  it  meddles  not  in  the  matter. 
It  will  certainly  accept  your  own  measure  of  your  doing 
and  being,  whether  you  sneak  about  and  deny  your  own 
name,  or  whether  you  see  your  work  produced  to  the 
concave,  sphere  of  the  beavens,  one  with  the  revolution 
of  tbe  stars. 

The  same  reality  pervades  all  feachtng.  The  man  may 
teach  by  doiug,  and  not  otherwise.  If  he  can  commu- 
nicate himself,  he  csn  teacb,  but  not  by  words.  He 
teaches  who  gives,  and  he  leams  wlio  receives.  There 
is  no  teaching  until  the  pupil  is  brought  into  the  same 
stale  or  principle  in  which  you  ue ;  a  transfusion  takes 
placei  he  is  yon,  and  you  are  he ;  then  is  a  teaching ; 
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and  b;  no  imfriendlj  clianoe  or  bad  companj  can  Le  ever 
quite  lose  the  benefit.  But  your  propositions  run  ont 
of  one  ear  as  they  ran  in  at  the  other.  We  see  it  adver- 
tised that  Mr.  Grand  will  deliver  an  oration  on  the 
Fourth  of  Jnly,  and  Mr.  Hand  before  the  Mechanics' 
Association,  and  we  do  not  go  thither,  because  we  know 
that  these  gentlemen  will  not  commuaicate  their  own 
character  and  experience  to  the  company.  If  we  had 
reaaoD  to  expect  such  a  confidence,  we  should  go 
throng;h  all  iuconveaience  and  opposition.  The  sick 
would  be  carried  in  litters.  But  a  public  oration  is  an 
escapade,  a  Don-committal,  an  apology,  a  gag,  and  not  a 
communication,  not  a  speech,  not  a  man. 

A  like  Nemesis  presides  over  all  intellectual  works. 
We  have  yet  to  learn,  that  the  thing  uttered  in  words  is 
not  therefore  affirmed.  It  must  affirm  itself,  or  no  forms 
of  logic  or  of  oath  can  gire  it  evidence.  The  sentence 
most  also  contain  its  own  apology  for  being  spoken. 

The  effect  of  any  writing  on  the  public  miud  is  mathe- 
matically measurable  by  its  depth  of  tbought.  How 
much  water  does  it  draw  t  If  it  awaken  you  to  think,  if 
it  lift  jou  from  your  feet  with  the  great  voice  of  elo- 
quence, then  the  effect  is  to  be  wide,  alow,  permanent, 
over  the  minds  of  men;  if  the  pages  instruct  you  not,, 
they  will  die  like  files  in  the  hour.  The  way  to  speak 
and  write  what  shall  not  go  out  of  fashion  is,  to  speak 
and  write  sincerely.  The  argument  which  has  not  power 
to  reach  my  own  practice,  I  ma;  well  doubt,  will  fail  to 
reach  yours.  But  take  Sidney's  maxim,  "  Look  in  thy 
heart,  and  write."  He  that  writes  to  himself  writes  to 
an  eternal  public.    That  statement  only  is  St  to  be  made 
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public,  which  jod  have  come  at  in  attempting  t4)  satisfy 
jour  own  curiosity.  The  writer  who  takes  his  subject 
from  his  ear,  and  not  from  bb  heart,  should  know  that 
he  has  lost  as  much  as  be  seems  to  have  gained,  and 
when  the  empt;  book  has  gatbered  all  its  praise,  and  half 
the  people  say,  'Wbat  poetry!  what  genius!"  it  still 
needs  fuel  to  make  Are.  That  only  profits  which  is 
proStable.  Life  alone  can  impart  life;  and  though  we 
should  burst,  we  can  only  be  valued  as  we  make  our- 
sekes  valuable.  There  is  no  luck  in  literary  reputation. 
They  who  make  up  tbe  final  verdict  upon  every  book  are 
not  the  partial  and  noisy  readers  of  the  hour  when  it 
appears ;  but  a  court  as  of  angels,  a  public  not  to  be 
bribed,  not  to  be  entreated,  and  not  to  be  overawed, 
decides  upon  every  man's  title  to  fame.  Only  those 
books  come  down  which  deserve  to  last.  Gilt  edges, 
vellum,  and  morocco,  and  presentation  copies  to  all  tbe 
libraries,  will  not  preserve  a  book  in  circulation  beyond 
its  intrinsic  date.  It  must  go  with  all  Walpole's  Noble 
and  Royal  Authors  to  its  fate.  Elackmore,  Kotzebue, 
or  Pollok  may  endure  for  a  night,  but  Moses  and  Homer 
stand  forever.  There  are  not  in  the  world  at  any  one 
time  more  than  a  dozen  persons  who  read  and  understand 
Plato ;  never  enougli  to  pay  for  an  edition  of  his  works ; 
yet  to  every  generation  these  come  duly  down,  for  the 
sake  of  those  few  persons,  as  if  Gkid  brought  them  in 
his  hand.  "No  book,"  said  Bentley,  "was  ever  written 
down  by  any  but  itself."  The  permanence  of  all  hooks 
is  filed  by  no  effort  friendly  or  hostile,  but  by  their  own 
specific  gravity,  or  the  intrinsic  importance  of  their  con- 
tend to  the  constant  mind  of  man.    "Do  not  trouble 
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jonrself  too  iiidgIl  about  the  light  on  jonr  statue,"  said 
Michael  Angelo  to  the  jouog  sculptor;  "the  light  of 
the  public  square  will  teat  its  value." 

.In  like  manner  the  effect  of  ever;  action  Ja  measured 
b?  the  depth  of  the  sentiment  from  which  it  proceeds. 
The  great  man  knew  not  that  he  was  great.  It  took  a 
eentar;  or  two  for  that  fact  to  appear.  What  he  did,  he 
did  because  he  must ;  it  was  the  most  natural  thing  in 
the  world,  and  grew  out  of  the  circumstances  of  the  mo- 
ment. But  now,  everjtbing  he  did,  even  to  the  lifting 
of  Ma  finger  or  the  eating  of  bread,  looks  large,  all-related, 
and  is  called  an  institution. 

These  are  the  demonstrations  in  a  few  particulars  of 
the  genius  of  nature ;  thej  show  the  direction  of  the 
stream.  But  the  stream  is  blood;  everj  drop  is  alive. 
Truth  has  not  single  victories ;  all  things  arc  its  oigans, 
— not  onlj  dust  and  stones,  but  errors  and  lies.  The 
laws  of  disease,  physicians  say,  are  as  beautiful  as  the 
laws  of  health.  Our  philosophy  is  affirmative,  and  readily 
Etccepts  the  testimony  of  negative  facts,  ns  every  shadow 
points  to  the  sun.  By  a  divine  necessity,  ever;  fact  in 
nature  is  constrained  to  offer  its  testimony. 

Human  character  evermore  publishes  itself.  The  moat 
fugitive  deed  and  word,  the  mere  air  of  doing  a  thing,  the 
intimated  purpose,  expresses  character.  If  you  act,  you 
show  character;  if  you  sit  still,  if  you  sleep,  you  show  it. 
You  think,  because  you  have  spoken  nothing  when  others 
spoke,  and  have  given  no  opinion  on  tlie  times,  on  tlie 
church,  on  slavery,  on  marriage,  on  socialism,  ou  secret 
societies,  on  the  college,  on  parties  and  persons,  that  your 
verdict  is  still  expected  with  curiosity  as  a  reserved  wis- 
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iota.  Far  otherwise  ;  jour  silence  answers  verj  loud. 
Tou  have  no  oracle  to  utter,  and  jour  fellow-men  luive 
learned  that  yon  cannot  help  them  ;  for,  oracles  speak. 
Doth  not  wisdom  crj,  and  understwiding  put  forth  her 

Dreadful  limits  are  set  in  nature  to  the  powers  of  dis- 
simulation. Truth  tyrannizes  over  the  unwilling  mem- 
hers  of  the  bod;.  Faces  never  lie,  it  is  said.  No  man 
need  he  deceived,  who  will  stud;  the  changes  of  expres- 
sion. When  a  man  speaks  the  truth  in  the  spirit  of 
truth,  bis  e;e  is  as  clear  as  the  heavens.  When  he  has 
base  ends,  and  speaks  falsely,  the  eje  is  muddy  and  some- 
times asquint. 

I  have  heard  an  eipcrieuced  counsellor  say,  that  he 
never  feared  the  effect  upon  a  jury  of  a  lawyer  who  does 
not  believe  in  his  heart  that  his  client  ought  to  have  % 
verdict.  If  he  does  not  believe  it,  his  unbelief  will  appear 
to  the  jury,  despite  all  his  protestations,  and  will  become 
their  unbehef  This  is  thatlaw  whereby  a  work  of  ar^ 
of  whatever  kind,  sets  us  in  the  same  state  of  miod 
wherein  the  artist  was  when  he  made  it.  That  which  w« 
do  not  believe,  we  cannot  adequately  say,  though  we  may 
repeat  the  words  never  so  often.  It  was  this  conviction 
which  Swedenboi^  expressed,  when  he  described  a  group 
of  persona  in  the  spiritual  world  endeavoring  in  vain  to 
articulate  a  proposition  which  they  did  not  believe ;  but 
thej  could  not,  though  they  twisted  and  folded  their  lipa 
even  to  Indignation. 

A  man  passes  for  that  he  is  worth.  Very  idle  is  all 
curiosity  concemii^  other  people's  estimate  of  us,  and  all 
tear  of  remaining  unknown  ia  not  leaa  so.    If  a  man  know 
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that  he  can  do  an^hing, — that  he  can  du  it  better  than 
anj  one  else,  —  he  has  a  pledge  of  tiie  ackuowledgment 
of  that  fact  bj  all  persons.  The  world  is  ^11 1^  judgment, 
days,  and  into  ever;  assembly  that  a  mui  enters,  in  eretj 
action  he  attempt,  he  is  ganged  and  stamped.  In  every 
troop  of  boys  that  whoop  and  run  in  each  yard  and 
aqoaie,  a  new-comer  is  as  well  and  accnrately  waig;bed  in 
the  couiae  of  a  few  days,  and  stamped  with  his  right 
nnmber,  as  if  he  had  undergone  a  formal  trial  of  bis 
strength,  speed,  and  temper.  A  stranger  comes  from  a 
distant  school,  with  better  dress,  with  trinkets  in  his 
pockets,  with  airs  and  pretensions :  an  older  boy  saya 
to  himself,  '  It 's  of  no  use ;  we  shall  find  him  out  to- 
morrow.' 'What  baa  he  done?'ia  the  divine  question 
which  searches  men,  and  tmuspierces  every  false  reputa- 
tion. A  fop  ma;  sit  in  any  chair  of  the  world,  nor  be 
distinguished  for  his  hour  from  Homer  and  Wasliington ; 
bat  there  need  never  be  any  doubt  concerning  the  respec- 
tive ability  of  human  beings.  Pretension  may  sit  still, 
b«t  cannot  act.  Pretension  never  fe^ned  an  act  of  real 
fpvatness.  Pretension  never  wrote  an  Iliad,  nor  drove 
back  Xerxes,  nor  Christianized  the  world,  nor  abolished 

As  much  virtue  as  there  is,  so  mucb  appears;  as  much 
goodness  as  there  is,  so  much  reverence  it  commands. 
All  the  devils  respect  virtue.  The  high,  the  generous, 
the  self-devoted  sect  will  always  instruct  and  command 
sunkind.  Never  waa  a  sincere  word  utterly  lost.  Never 
a  magnanimity  fell  to  the  ground,  but  there  is  some  heart 
to  greet  and  accept  it  uueipectedly.  A  man  passes  for 
that  he  ia  worth.    What  he  is  engraves  itself  ou  his  face. 
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on  his  fonn,  on  bis  fortunes,  in  letters  of  light.  Conceal- 
ment avails  him  nothing ;  boasting,  nothing.  There  is 
confession  in  the  glances  of  our  ejes;  in  our  smiles ;  in 
salatatioQB ;  and  the  grasp  of  hands.  His  sin  bedauba 
him,  mars  all  his  good  impresaion.  Men  know  not  why 
thej  do  not  trust  him;  but  the;  do  not  trust  him.  His 
vice  glasses  Lis  eje,  cuts  lines  of  mean  expreasion  in  his 
cheek,  pinches  the  -noae,  seta  the  mark  of  the  beast  on  the 
back  of  the  head,  and  writes  O  fool !  fool !  on  the  fore- 
head of  a  king. 

If  jou  would  not  be  known  to  do  anything,  never  do 
it,  A  man  may  pkj  the  fool  in  the  dnfts  of  a  desert, 
but  evecj  grain  of  sand  shall  seem  to  aee.  He  ma;  be  a 
Bolilar;  eater,  but  he  cannot  keep  hia  foolish  counsel.  A 
broken  complexion,  a  swinish  look,  angeneroas  acts,  and 
the  want  of  due  knowledge, — all  blab.  Can  a  cook,  a 
Chiffincb,  an  lachimo,  be  mistaken  for  Zeno  or  PaulP 
Confucius  exclaimed,  "  How  can  a  man  be  concealed ! 
How  can  a  man  be  concealed !  " 

On  the  other  hand,  the  hero  fears  not,  that,  if  he  with- 
hold the  avowal  of  a  Just  and  brave  act,  it  will  go  unwit- 
nessed and  unloved.  One  knows  it,  —  himself,  —  and  is 
pledged  by  it  to  sweetness  of  peace,  and  to  nobleness  of 
aim,  which  will  prove  in  the  end  a  better  proclamation  of 
it  than  the  relating  of  the  incident.  Virtue  is  the  adher- 
ence in  action  to  the  nature  of  things,  and  the  nature 
of  things  makes  it  prevalent.  It  consists  in  a  perpetual 
substitution  of  being  for  seeming,  and  with  sublime  pro- 
priety Grod  is  described  as  saying,  I  AM. 

The  lesson  which  theae  observations  convey  is.  Be,  and 
not  seem.    Let  us  acquiesce.    Let  ns  take  our  bloated 
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notliingnesB  ont  of  tlie  path  of  the  divine  circuits.  Lot 
U3  uuleam  our  irisdom  of  the  world.  Let  us  lie  low  in 
the  Lord's  pover,  and  leam  that  truth  alone  nuikes  rich 
and  great. 

If  you  visit  your  friend,  why  need  you  apologize  for 
not  having  visited  him,  and  waste  his  lime  and  deface 
your  own  act  F  Visit  bim  now.  Let  him  feel  that  the 
highest  lore  tuts  come  to  see  him,  in  thee,  its  lowest  or- 
gan. Or  why  need  you  tonueut  yourself  and  friend  by 
secret  se1(-reproachea  that  you  have  not  assisted  him  or 
complimented  him  with  gifts  and  salutations  heretofore  ? 
Be  a  gift  and  a  benediction.  Shine  with  real  light,  and 
not  with  the  borrowed  reflection  of  gifts.  Common  men, 
are  apologies  for  meu  ;  they  bow  tlie  bead,  excuse  them- 
selres  with  prolix  reasons,  and  accumulate  appearances, 
because  the  substance  is  not. 

We  arc  full  of  these  superstitions  of  sense,  the  worship 
of  magnitude.  We  call  the  poet  inactive,  because  he  is 
not  a  president,  a  merchant,  or  a  porter.  We  adore  an 
institution,  and  do  not  see  that  it  is  founded  on  a  thougtit 
which  we  have.  But  real  action  is  in  silent  moments. 
The  epochs  of  dtit  life  are  not  in  the  visible  facts  of  our 
choice  of  a  calling,  oar  marriage,  our  acquisition  of  an 
office,  and  the  like,  but  in  a  silent  thought  by  the  way- 
side as  we  walk ;  in  a  thouglit  wliich  revises  our  entire 
manner  of  life,  and  says,  "  Thus  hast  thou  done,  but  it 
were  better  thus."  And  all  our  after  years,  like  menials, 
serve  and  wait  on  this,  and,  according  to  their  ability,  exe- 
cute its  will.  This  revisal  or  correction  is  a  constant  force, 
which,  as  a  tendency,  reaches  through  our  lifetime.  The 
object  of  the  man,  the  aim  of  these  moments,  is  to  make 
6«  1 


Digiiis^bvCooglc 


130  SPIEITUAL    LAW3. 

daylight  sbmc  tbrongfa  him,  to  snffer  the  law  to  tnTerso 

his  whole  being  without  ohstructioD,  so  that,  on  what 
point  soerer  of  his  doing  jour  eje  falls,  it  shall  report 
truly  of  Lis  character,  whether  it  he  his  diet,  his  house, 
his  religious  forms,  his  society,  hU  mirth,  his  vote,  his 
Opposition.  Now  he  is  not  homogeneous,  but  heteroge- 
neoua,  and  the  niy  does  not  traverse ;  there  are  no  thor- 
ough lights;  but  the  eye  of  the  beholder  is  puzzled, 
detecting  many  unlike  tendencies,  and  a  life  not  yet  at 

Why  should  we  make  it  s  point  with  our  false  modesty 
to  disparage  that  man  we  are,  and  that  form  of  being  as- 
signed to  us  ?  A  good  man  is  contented.  I  lore  and 
honor  Epaminondas,  but  I  do  not  wish  to  be  Epaminon- 
das.  I  hold  it  more  just  to  love  the  world  of  this  hont, 
than  the  world  of  his  hour.  Nor  can  yon,  if  I  am  tnu^ 
excite  me  to  the  least  uneasiness  by  saying,  '  He  acted, 
and  thou  sittest  still.'  I  see  action  to  be  good,  when  the 
need  is,  and  sitting  still  to  be  also  good.  Bpsminondas, 
if  he  was  the  man  I  take  him  for,  would  have  sat  atJU  with 
joy  and  peace,  if  his  lot  had  been  mine.  HeaTcn.  is  Utgc^ 
and  affords  apace  foi  all  modes  of  love  and  fortitude. 
Why  should  we  be  busybodies  and  superserviceableP 
Action  and  inaction  are  alike  to  the  true.  One  piece  of 
Ibe  tree  is  cut  for  a  weathercock,  and  one  for  the  sleeper 
of  a  bridge ;  the  virtue  of  the  wood  is  apparent  in  both. 

I  desire  not  to  disgrace  the  soul.  The  fact  that  I  am 
here  certainly  shows  me  that  the  soul  had  need  of  an  or- 
gan here.  Shall  I  not  assume  the  post  ?  Shall  I  sknlk 
and  dodge  and  duck  with  my  unseasonable  ^mIo^cb 
and  vun  modesty,  and  ima^ne  my  being  here  imperti- 
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neat  ?  less  pertinent  than  Eptuninondas  or  Homer  being 
there  ?  and  that  tbe  soul  did  not  know  ita  own  needs  ? 
Besides,  without  an;  reasoning  on  the  matter,  I  have  no 
discontent.  The  good  soul  nouriahes  me,  and  unlocks 
new  magazines  of  power  and  enjoyment  to  me  every  daj. 
I  will  not  meanly  decline  the  immensity  of  good,  hecanse 
I  have  heard  that  It  has  come  to  others  in  another 

Besides,  why  ahould  we  be  oowed  by  the  name  of 
Action  P  'T  is  a  trick  of  the  senses,  —  no  more.  We 
know  that  the  ancestor  of  every  action  is  a  thought. 
The  poor  mind  does  not  seem  to  itself  to  be  anything, 
nntess  it  have  an  ontside  badge,  —  some  GFentoo  diet,  cw 
Qnaker  coat,  or  Calviiiistio  prayer-meetiag,  or  philan- 
thropic society,  or  a  great  donation,  or  a  high  office,  or, 
any  how,  some  wild  contrasting  action  to  testify  that  it 
b  somewhat.  The  rich  mind  lies  in  the  son  and  sleeps, 
and  is  Nature.     To  think  is  ta  act. 

Let  us,  if  we  must  have  great  actions,  moke  our  own 
BO.  All  action  is  of  an  infinite  elasticity,  and  the  least 
admits  of  being  inflated  with  the  celestial  air  nntil  it 
eclipses  the  snn  and  moon.  Let  ns  seek  om  peace  by 
fidelity.  Let  me  heed  my  duties.  Why  need  I  go  gad- 
ding into  the  scenes  Mid  philosophy  of  Greek  and  Italian 
history,  before  I  hate  justified  myseif  to  my  benefactors  ? 
How  dare  I  read  Washington's  campaigns,  when  I  have 
not  answered  tbe  letters  of  my  own  correspondents?  Is 
not  that  a  just  objection  to  much  of  our  reading.?  It  is 
a  pusillanimous  desertion  of  our  work  to  gaze  after  our 
neighbors.  It  is  peeping,  Byron  says  of  Jack  Bunting, — 
"  He  knew  not  what  b>  ray,  and  so  he  sware." 
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I  maj  »y  it  ot  our  preposterous  use  of  books,  —  He 
knew  not  what  to  do,  and  so  i«  read.  I  can  tliink  of 
nothing  to  fill  mj  time  witli,  and  I  find  the  Life  of  Brant. 
It  ia  a  veiy  extraVRgant  compliment  to  paj  to  Brant,  or 
to  Genera]  Schojler,  or  to  General  Wusbingtoo.  Mj 
time  should  be  as  good  as  tlielr  time,  —  nij  fucts,  my 
net  of  relations,  as  good  as  theirs,  or  either  of  theirs. 
Bather  let  me  do  my  work  so  well  that  other  idlers,  if 
they  choose,  may  compare  my  texture  with  the  texture 
of  these  and  find  it  identical  with  the  best. 

This  orer-estiniate  of  the  possibilities  of  Paul  and 
Pericles,  thb  under-estimate  of  our  own,  comes  from  a 
neglect  of  the  fiict  of  an  identical  nature.  Bonapart« 
knew  but  one  merit,  and  rewarded  in  one  and  tdie  same 
way  the  good  soldier,  the  good  astronomer,  the  good 
poet,  the  good  player.  The  poet  uses  the  names  of 
Cmsar,  of  Tamerlane,  of  Bonduca,  of  Belisarius;  the 
painter  uses  the  conventional  stoiy  of  the  Virgin  Mary, 
of  Panl,  of  Peter.  He  does  not,  therefore,  defer  to  the 
nature  of  these  accidental  men,  of  these  stock  heroes. 
If  the  poet  write  a  true  drama,  then  he  b  Cnsar,  and 
not  the  player  of  CEesar;  then  the  selfsame  strain  of 
thought,  emotion  as  pure,  wit  as  subtle,  motions  as  swift, 
mounting,  extravagant,  and  a  heart  as  great,  self-sufi- 
cing,  dauntless,  which  on  the  wafes  of  its  love  and  hope 
can  uplift  all  that  is  reckoned  solid  and  precious  in  the 
world,  —  palaces,  gardens,  money,  navies,  kingdoms, — 
marking  its  own  incomparable  worth  by  the  shght  it 
casts  on  these  gauds  of  men,  —  these  all  are  his,  and  by 
the  power  of  these  he  rouses  the  nations.  Let  a  man 
believe  iu  God,  and  not  in  names  and  places  and  persons. 
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Let  the  great  soul  incarnated  in  aome  womau's  form, 
poor  and  sad  and  single,  iu  some  Doll;  or  Joan,  go  out 
to  service,  and  sweep  chambers  and  scour  floors,  aud  its 
effulgent  dajbeams  cannot  be  muffled  or  hid,  but  to 
iveep  and  scour  will  instantlj  appear  supreme  and  beau- 
tiful actions,  the  top  and  radiance  of  human  life,  and  all 
people  will  get  mops  and  brooms ;  until,  lo !  suddenly  the 
great  soul  has  enshrined  itaelf  in  some  other  form,  and 
done  some  other  deed,  and  that  is  now  the  flower  and 
bead  of  all  living  nature. 

We  are  the  photometers,  we  the  irritable  gold-leaf 
and  tin-foil  that  measure  the  accumulations  of  the  subtle 
element.  We  knov  the  authentic  eSects  of  the  troe  fire 
through  ereiy  one  of  its  million  disguises. 
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"  I  wiB  Si  B  gem  coucealed  ; 
Me  mj  burnii^  n^  rwealed." 
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Stbbt  promise  of  the  soul  has  inniunerable  falfil- 
ments;  eacli  of  its  jo;a  ripens  into  a  nevwant.  Nature, 
unooDtainable,  flowing,  forelooktng,  in  the  first  seatimeDt 
of  Idudaess  anticipates  already  a  benevolenoe  vbich  shall 
lose  all  particuhir  regards  in  its  general  light.  The  in- 
troduction to  this  felicity  is  in  a  private  and  tender  rela- 
tion of  one  to  one,  which  is  the  encliantment  of  human 
life;  wbicb,  like  a  certain  divine  rage  and  enthusiasm, 
seizes  on  a  man  at  one  period,  and  works  a  revolution  in 
hb  mind  and  hoAj;  unites  bim  to  his  race,  pledges  bim 
to  the  domestic  and  civic  relatioQS,  carries  him  with  new 
sympathy  into  nature,  enhauces  the  power  of  the  senses, 
opens  the  imagination,  adds  to  hb  character  heroic  Bud 
sacred  attributes,  establishes  marriage,  and  gives  perma- 
nence to  human  society. 

The  natural  association  of  the  sentiment  of  love  with 
the  heyday  of  the  blood  seems  to  require,  that  in  order 
to  portray  it  in  vivid  tints,  whicli  every  youth  and  maid 
should  confess  to  be  true  to  their  throbhiug  eiperienoe, 
one  must  not  be  too  old.  The  delicious  fancies  of 
youth  reject  the  least  savor  of  a  mature  philosophy,  as 
chilling  with  age  and  pedantr;  their  purple  bloom.  And, 
therefore,  I  know  I  incur  the  imputation  of  unnecessary 
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bardneaa  and  stoicUm  from  those  who  compose  the  Court 
and  Parliament  of  Love.  £ut  from  these  formidable  cen- 
sors I  shall  appeal  to  mj  semors.  For  it  is  to  be  coa- 
sidered  that  this  passion  of  which  we  speai,  though  it 
begin  with  the  javag,  jet  forsakes  not  the  old,  or  rather 
suffers  no  one  who  is  truly  its  servant  to  grow  old,  but 
makes  the  aged  participators  of  it,  sot  less  than  the 
tender  maiden,  though  in  a  different  and  nobler  sort. 
For  it  is  a  fire  that,  kindling  its  first  embers  in  the  nar- 
row nook  of  a  private  bosom,  caught  from  a  wandering 
spark  out  of  another  private  heart,  gbws  and  enlai^es 
until  it  warms  and  beams  upon  multitudes  of  men  and 
women,  upon  the  universal  heart  of  all,  and  so  lights  np 
the  whole  world  and  all  Datare  with  its  generous  flames. 
It  matters  not,  therefore,  whether  we  attempt  to  describe 
the  passion  at  twenty,  at  thirty,  or  at  eighty  years.  He 
who  puints  it  at  the  first  period  will  lose  some  of  its 
later,  he  wbo  paints  it  at  the  last,  some  of  its  earlier 
traits.  Only  it  is  to  be  hoped  that,  by  patience  and  the 
Muses'  aid,  we  may  attain  to  that  inward  view  of  tbe 
law,  which  shall  describe  a  truth  ever  young  and  beauti- 
ful, so  central  that  it  shall  commend  itself  to  the  eye,  at 
whatever  angle  beholden. 

And  tiie  first  condition  is,  that  we  must  leave  a  too 
close  and  lingering  adherence  to  facts,  and  stud;  the 
sentiment  as  it  appeared  in  hope  and  not  in  history. 
For  each  man  sees  his  own  life  defaced  and  disfigured, 
as  the  life  of  man  is  not,  to  his  imagination.  Each  man 
sees  over  his  own  experience  a  certain  stain  of  error, 
whilst  that  of  other  men  looks  fair  and  ideal.  Let  any 
man  go  back  to  those  delicious  reUtions  which  make  tbe 
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beauty  of  his  life,  which  have  given  Win  aincerest  inatrnc- 
tion  and  uonrishinent,  he  will  shrinli  and  moan.  Alas ! 
I  know  not  whj,  but  infinite  compunctions  embitter 
in  matare  Lfe  tiie  remembrances  of  budding  jo;,  and 
cover  every  beloved  name.  Everything  is  beautiful  aeen 
from  the  point  of  the  intellect,  or  as  trntli.  But  lUI  is 
sour,  if  seen  as  experience.  Details  are  melancholy ;  the 
plan  a  seemly  and  noble.  In  Uie  actual  world — the 
painful  kingdom  of  time  and  place  —  dwell  care,  and 
canker,  and  fear.  With  thought,  with  the  ideal,  is  im- 
mortal hilarity,  the  rose  of  joy.  Round  it  all  the  Muses 
sing.  But  grief  cleaves  to  names,  and  persons,  and  the 
partial  interests  of  to-day  and  yesterday. 

The  strong  bent  of  nature  is  seen  in  the  proportion 
which  this  topic  of  personal  relations  usurps  in  the  con- 
versation of  society.  What  do  we  wish  to  know  of  any 
worthy  person  so  much,  as  how  he  has  sped  in  the  his- 
tory of  this  sentiment  P  What  books  in  the  circulating 
Ubraries  circulate  F  How  we  glow  over  these  novels  of 
passion,  when  the  story  is  told  with  way  spark  of  truth 
and  nature !  And  what  fiistens  attention,  in  the  inter- 
course of  life,  like  any  passage  betraying  affection 
between  two  parties  ?  Perhaps  we  never  saw  them  be- 
fore, and  never  ahal!  meet  them  again.  But  we  see  them 
exchange  a  glance,  or  betray  a  deep  emotion,  and  we  are 
no  longer  strangers.  We  understand  them,  and  take  the 
warmest  interest  in  the  development  of  the  romance. 
All  mankuid  love  a  lover.  The  earliest  demonstrations 
of  oomplaoeacy  and  kindness  are  nature's  most  winning 
picture^  It  is  the  dawn  of  civility  and  grace  in  the 
coarse  and  mstie.    The  rude  village  boy  teases  the  girU 
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about  the  Bchool-lioiise  door;  hut  to-da^be  comes  nm- 
ning  into  the  entiy,  and  meets  one  fair  child  disposing 
her  satchel;  he  holds  her  books  to  help  her,  and  instantlj 
it  seems  to  him  as  if  she  removed  herself  from  liim  infi- 
nitely, and  was  a  sacred  precinct.  Among  the  throng  of 
girls  he  mas  rudely  enongh,  bnt  one  alone  distances 
him ;  and  theae  two  Uttle  neighbors,  that  were  so  close 
just  now,  hare  learned  to  respect  each  other's  person- 
ality. Or  who  can  avert  his  ejes  from  the  engaging, 
half-artful,  half-artless  ways  of  school-girls  who  go  into 
the  country  shops  to  buy  a  skeiu  of  silk  or  a  sheet  of 
paper,  and  talk  half  an  hour  about  nothing  with  the 
broad-faced,  good-natured  shop-boy.  In  the  village 
they  are  on  a  perfect  equality,  which  love  delights  in,  and 
without  any  coquetry  the  happy,  affectionate  nature  of 
woman  flows  out  in  this  pretty  gossip.  The  girls  may 
have  httle  beauty,  yet  plainly  do  they  establish  between 
them  and  the  good  boy  the  most  agreeable,  confiding  re- 
lations, what  with  their  fun  and  their  earnest,  about 
£dgar,  and  Jonas,  and  Almira,  and  who  was  invited  to 
the  party,  and  who  danced  at  the  dancing-school,  and 
when  the  singing-school  would  begin,  and  other  nothings 
concerning  which  the  parties  cooed.  By  and  by  that  hoy 
wants  a  wife,  and  very  trnly  and  heartily  will  he  know 
where  to  find  a  sincere  and  sweet  mate,  without  any  risk 
such  as  Milton  deplores  as  incident  to  scholars  and  great 

I  have  hecn  told,  that  in  some  public  discourses  of 
mine  my  reverence  for  the  intellect  has  made  me  unjustly 
cold  to  the  personal  relations.  Bat  now  I  almost  shrink 
at  the  nmembrance  of  such  disparaging  words.    For 
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persons  are  love's  Torld,  sod  the  coldest  pbilosopber 
canuot  recount  the  debt  of  the  joung  soul  wandering 
here  in  nature  to  the  pover  of  love,  without  being 
tempted  to  unsay,  as  treasonable  to  nature,  auglit  derog- 
atoiy  to  the  social  instincts.  For,  though  the  cejestisi 
rapture  &lltng  out  of  heaven  seizes  onl;  upon  those  of 
tender  age,  and  although  a  beaut;  overpoweriug-  all  au^- 
jsis  or  comparison,  and  putting  us  quite  beside  ourselves, 
ve  can  seldom  see  after  tbirty  years,  yet  the  remem- 
brance of  these  visions  outlasts  al!  other  remembrances, 
and  is  a  wreath  of  Sowers  ou  the  oldest  brows.  But 
here  is  a  strange  fact ;  it  may  seem  to  many  men,  in  re- 
vising tbeir  experience,  that  they  have  no  fairer  page  ilk 
their  life's  book  than  the  delicious  memorj  of  some  pas- 
sages wherein  affection  contrived  to  give  a  witchcraft 
surpassing  the  deep  attraction  of  its  own  truth  to  a  par- 
cel of  accidental  and  trivial  circumstances.  In  looking 
backward,  they  may  find  that  several  things  which  were 
not  the  cbarra  have  more  reality  to  this  groping  memory 
thau  the  charm  itself  which  embalmed  tbem.  But  be 
OUT  experience  in  particulars  wliat  It  may,  no  man  ever 
forgot  the  visitations  of  tbat  power  to  his  heart  and 
brain,  which  created  all  things  new;  which  was  the 
dawn  in  him  of  music,  poetry,  and  art ;  which  made  the 
face  of  nature  radiant  with  purple  ligbt ;  the  morning 
and  the  night  varied  enchantments ;  when  a  single  tone 
of  one  voice  could  make  tbe  heart  bound,  and  the  most 
trivial  circumstance  associated  with  one  form  is  put  in 
the  amber  of  memory ;  when  he  became  all  eye  when  one 
was  present,  and  all  memory  when  one  was  gone ;  when 
the  youth  becomes  a  watcher  of  windows,  and  studioua 
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of  «  glOTC,  a  Teil,'  a  ribbon,  oi  the  wheels  of  %  carriage ; 
when  no  place  ia  too  solitarj,  and  none  too  silent,  far 
him  who  has  richer  company  and  sweeter  conversation  in 
his  Dew  thoughts,  than  anj  old  friends,  though  best  and 
purest,  can  give  him ;  for  the  figures,  the  motions,  the 
words  of  the  beloved  object  are  not  like  other  images 
written  in  water,  but,  as  Plutarch  aoid,  "eaamelkd  in 
fire,"  and  make  the  stud;  of  midnight. 

"  Thou  art  not  goae  being  gone,  where'er  thou  art, 
Tbou  leiv'st  in  him  thy  watchful  eyes,  in  him  (hj  loving 
heart." 

In  the  noon  and  the  afternoon  of  life  we  still  throb  at 
the  recoLectioQ  of  days  when  happiness  was  not  bappj 
enough,  but  must  be  drugged  with  the  relish  of  pain 
and  fear;  for  be  touched  the  secret  of  the  matter,  who 
■aid  of  lore, 

"  All  other  pleuuret  are  aot  irorUi  ita'  pains  " ) 

and  when  the  day  was  not  long  enough,  but  the  night, 
too,  must  be  consumed  in  keen  recoUeolions ;  when  the 
head  boUcd  all  night  on  the  pillow  with  the  generous 
deed  it  resolved  on ;  when  the  moonlight  was  a  pleasing 
fever,  and  the  stars  were  letters,  and  tbe  flowers  ciphers, 
and  the  air  was  ooined  into  song ;  when  all  business 
BCenied  an  impertinence,  and  all  the  men  and  women 
running  ia  and  fro  in  the  streets  mere  pictures. 

The  passion  rebuilds  the  world  for  the  jouth.  It 
makes  all  things  alive  and  significant.  Nature  grows 
conscious.  Everj  bird  on  tbe  boughs  of  the  tree  sings 
now  to  his  heart  and  soul.    The  notes  are  almost  arUca- 
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kte.  The  clouds  have  faces  as  lie  looks  on  them.  The 
trees  of  the  forest,  tbc  waving  grass,  and  the  peeping 
flowers  have  grown  inteiligent ;  end  he  almost  feats  to 
trust  them  with  the  secret  which  the;  seem  to  invite. 
Yet  nature  soothes  and  sympathizes.  In  the  green  soli- 
tude he  finds  &  dearer  home  than  with  men. 

"  Foan tain -heads  and  piihteBB  grovea, 
Places  which  pale  passion  lovci, 
Moanlight  wallu,  when  all  the  (owls 
Are  safely  hoiued,  save  baU  and  owla, 
A  midnight  bell,  a  passing  groan,  — 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon." 

Behold  there  in  the  (rood  the  fine  madman.  He  is  ft 
palace  of  sweet  sounds  and  sights ;  he  dilates ;  he  is  twice 
a  man;  he  walka  with  arms  akimbo;  he  soliloquizes ;  he 
accosts  the  grass  and  the  trees ;  he  feds  the  blood  of  the 
violet,  the  clover,  and  the  lilj  in  his  veins;  and  he  talks 
with  the  brook  that  wets  his  foot. 

The  heats  that  have  opened  hia  perceptions  of  natural 
beaut;  hare  made  him  love  music  and  verae.  It  is  a  fact 
often  observed,  that  men  have  written  good  verses  under 
the  inspiration  of  passion,  who  cannot  write  well  under 
an;  other  ciroiunstanaes. 

The  Uke  foroe  has  the  passion  over  all  his  nature.  It 
expands  the. sentiment ;  it  makes  the  clown  geatfe,  and 
gives  the  coward  heart.  Into  the  most  pitiful  and  abject 
it  will  infuse  a  heart  and  courage  to  defy  the  world,  so 
only  it  have  the  countenance  of  the  beloved  object.  In 
giving  Mm  to  another,  it  still  more  gives  him  to  himself. 
He  is  a  new  man,  with  new  perceptions,  new  ood  keener 
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purposes,  and  a  religioas  soleinnity  of  chancier  and  aims. 
He  does  not  longer  appertain  to  his  family  and  societji 
he  is  somewhat ;  A«  is  a  person ;  j(«  is  a  soul. 
And  liere  let  us  examine  a  little  nearer  the  natnre  of 

that  influence  which  is  thus  potent  over  the  human  youth. 
Beauty,  whose  reveUtion  to  roan  we  now  celebrate,  wel- 
come aa  the  sun  wherever  it  pleaaes  \a  shine,  which 
pleases  everybody  with  it  and  with  themselves,  seems 
sufficient  to  itself.  The  lover  cannot  paint  his  maiden  to 
his  Ihncy  poor  and  solitary.  Lile  a  tree  iu  flower,  so 
niDch  soft,  budding,  informing  loveliness  is  society  for 
itself,  and  sbe  teiichea  his  eye  why  Beauty  was  pictured 
with  Loves  and  Graces  attending  her  sieps.  Her  exist- 
ence makes  the  world  rich.  Tbough  she  extrudes  all 
other  persona  from  his  attention  as  cheap  and  unworthy, 
she  indemnifies  him  by  carrying  out  her  own  being  into 
somewhat  impersonal,  large,  mundane,  so  that  the  maiden 
stands  to  him  for  a  representative  of  all  select  things  and 
virtues.  For  that  reason,  the  lover  never  sees  personal 
reseniblancea  in  his  mistress  to  her  kindred  or  to  others. 
TTis  friends  find  in  her  a  likeness  to  her  mother,  or  bet 
sisters,  or  to  persons  not  of  her  blood..  The  lover  sees 
DO  resemblanee  except  to  summer  evenings  and  diamond 
mornings,  t«  rainbows,  and  the  song  of  birds. 

The  ancients  called  beauty  the  flowering  of  virtue. 
Who  can  analyze  the  nameless  charm  which  glances  from 
one  and  another  face  and  form  ?  We  are  touched  with 
emotions  of  tenderness  and  complaoency,  hut  we  cannot 
And  whereat  this  dainty  emotion,  this  wandering  gleam, 
points.  It  is  destroyed  for  the  imaginatiDn  by  any  at- 
tempt to  refer  it  to  oi^anization.    Nor  does  it  point  to 
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anj  reUtiona  of  friendship  or  love  known  and  described  in 
society,  but,  as  it  seems  to  me,  to  a  quite  other  and  unat- 
tainable sphere,  l«  relations  of  transcendent  delicacj  and 
Bweetocss,  to  what  roses  and  violets  liint  and  foreshow. 
We  cannot  approach  beauty.  Its  nature  is  like  opaline 
doves'-neck  lustres,  hovering  and  evauescent.  Herein  it 
resembles  the  most  excellent  tbiugs,  which  all  have  this 
rainbow  character,  defjing  all  attempts  at  appropriation 
and  use.  What  else  did  Jean  Paul  Eiehter  signify,  when 
he  said  to  music,  "  Away  !  awaj !  thou  speakest  to  me 
of  things  which  in  all  m;  endless  life  I  have  not  found, 
and  shall  not  find."  The  same  fluency  ma;  be  observed 
in  every  work  of  the  plastic  arts.  The  statue  is  then 
beautifal  when  it  begins  to  be  incomprehensible,  when  it 
ia  passing  oat  of  criticism,  and  can  no  longer  be  defined 
by  compass  and  measurbg-wand,  but  demands  an  active 
imagination  to  go  with  it,  and  to  say  what  it  is  in  the  act 
of  doing.  The  god  or  hero  of  the  sculptor  is  always  rep- 
resented in  a  transition  fiom  that  which  ia  representable 
to  the  senses,  to  that  which  is  not.  Then  first  it  ceases 
to  be  a  stone.  The  same  remark  holds  of  pointing.  And 
of  poetry,  the  success  b  not  attained  when  it  lulls  and 
satisfies,  but  when  it  ashmbhes  and  fires  ns  with  new 
endeavors  after  the  unattainable.  Concerning  it,  Laudor 
inquires  "  whether  it  is  not  to  be  referred  to  some  purer 
state  of  sensation  and  existence." 

In  like  manner,  personal  beauty  is  then  first  charming 
and  itself,  when  it  dissatisfies  us  with  any  end ;  when  it 
becomes  a  story  without  an  end ;  when  it  suggests  gleams 
and  vbions,  and  not  earthly  satisfactions ;  when  it  makes 
the  beholder  feel  hb  nnworthiness ;  when  he  cannot  feel 
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liU  eight  to  it,  though  be  vera  Ciesar;  he  caonat  feel 
more  right  to  it  than  to  the  firmament  aud  the  splendors 
of  a  sunset. 

Hence  arose  the  saying,  "If  I  love  joii,  what  is  that 
to  jou  ?  "  We  aaj  so,  because  we  feel  that  wliat  we  love 
is  not  in  jour  will,  but  above  it.  It  is  not  jou  but  your 
radiance.  It  is  that  which  you  know  not  in  yourself, 
and  can  never  know. 

This  agrees  well  with  that  high  philosophy  of  Beauty 
whicli  the  ancient  writers  delighted  in ;  for  they  said  that 
the  soul  of  man,  embodied  here  on  earth,  went  roaniii^ 
up  and  down  in  quest  of  that  other  world  of  its  own,  out 
of  which  it  came  iuto  this,  but  was  soon  stupefied  by  the 
■light  of  the  natural  sun,  aud  unable  to  see  any  other 
objects  than  those  of  thb  world,  which  are  but  sliadows 
of  real  things.  Therefore,  the  Deity  sends  the  glory  of 
youth  before  the  soul,  that  it  ma;  avail  itself  of  beautiful 
bodies  as  aids  to  its  recollection  of  the  celestial  good  and 
fair ;  and  the  man  beholding  such  a  person  in  the  female 
set  runs  to  her,  and  Ends  the  highest  joy  in  contem- 
plating the  form,  movement,  and  intelligence  of  this 
person,  because  it  suggests  to  him  the  presence  of  that 
which  indeed  is  within  the  beauty,  and  the  cause  of  the 
beauty. 

If,  however,  from  too  much  conversing  with  material 
objects,  the  soul  was  gross,  and  misplaced  its  satisfaction 
in  the  body,  it  reaped  nothing  but  sorrow ;  body  being 
unable  to  fulfil  the  promise  which  beauty  holds  out;  hut 
if,  accepting  the  hint  of  these  visions  and  suggestions 
which  beauty  makes  to  his  mind,  the  soul  passes  through 
the  body,  aud  falls  to  admire  strokes  of  character,  and  ihe 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


LOVE.  147 

lovers  contemplate  one  anotber  in  their  discourses  and 
tlieir  actions,  then  thej  pass  to  the  true  palace  of  beauty, 
more  and  more  inflame  their  love  of  it,  and  bj  this  love 
extinguishing  the  base  afTectiou,  as  the  sun  puts  out  the 
fire  by  shining  on  the  hearth,  tliej  become  pure  and 
hallowed.  By  conversation  with  tliat  which  is  in  itself 
excellent,  magiiaDimous,  lowly,  and  just,  the  lover  comes 
to  a  warmer  love  of  these  nobilities,  and  a  quicker  appre- 
hension of  them.  Then  lie  passes  from  loving  them  in 
one  to  loving  Ihem  in  all,  and  so  is  the  one  beautiful  soul 
only  the  door  through  which  he  enters  to  the  society  of 
all  true  and  pure  souls.  In  the  particular  society  of  his 
mate,  he  attains  a  clearer  sigiit  of  any  spot,  any  taint, 
which  her  beauty  has  contracted  from  this  world,  and  ia 
able  to  point  it  out,  and  this  with  mutual  joy  that  they 
arc  DOW  able,  without  offence,  to  indicate  blemishes  and 
hindrances  iu  each  other,  and  give  to  each  all  help  and 
comfort  in  curing  the  same.  And,  beholding  in  many 
souls  the  traits  of  the  divine  beauty,  and  separating  in 
each  aoul  that  which  is  divine  from  the  taiiit  which  it 
has  contracted  in  the  world,  the  lover  ascends  to  the 
highest  beauty,  to  the  love  and  knowledge  of  the  Divinity, 
by  steps  on  this  ladder  of  created  souls. 

Somewhat  like  this  liave  the  truly  wise  told  as  of  love 
in  all  ages.  The  doctrine  is  not  old,  nor  is  it  new.  If 
Pbto,  Plutarch,  and  Apuleius  taught  it,  so  have  Petrarch, 
Angelo,  and  Milton.  It  awaits  a  truer  unfolding  in  op- 
position and  rebuke  to  that  subterranean  prudence  which 
presides  at  marriages  with  words  that  take  hold  of  the 
upper  world,  whilst  one  eye  Js  prowling  in  the  cellar,  so 
that  its  gravest  discourse  has  a  savor  of  bams  and  pow- 
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dering-tuba.  Worst,  wlien  this  sensualism  intrudes  into 
the  education  of  joung  womeo,  and  withers  the  hope  and 
affection  of  human  nature,  b;  teachicg  (hat  marriage  sig- 
nifies nothing  but  a  housewife's  thrift,  and  that  woioau'a 
life  has  no  otlier  aim. 

But  this  dream  of  love,  though  beautiful,  is  onlj  one 
scene  in  our  pUj.  In  the  procession  of  the  soul  from 
within  outwai'd,  it  enlai^s  its  circles  ever,  like  the  peb- 
ble tJirown  into  the  pond,  or  the  light  proceeding  from 
an  orb.  The  rajs  of  liie  soul  alight  first  on  things 
nearest,  on  everj  utensil  and  toy,  on  nurses  and  domes- 
tics, on  the  bouse,  and  yard,  and  passengers,  on  the  circle 
of  household  acquaintance,  on  politics,  and  geography, 
and  history.  But  things  are  erer  grouping  themselTes 
according  to  bigber  or  more  interior  laws.  Neighbor- 
hood, size,  numbers,  habits,  persons,  lose  by  degrees  their 
power  over  us.  Cause  and  effect,  real  affinities,  Uie 
longing  for  harmony  between  the  soul  and  the  circum- 
stance, the  progressive,  idealizing  instinct,  predominate 
later,  and  the  step  backward  from  the  higher  to  the  lower 
relations  is  impossible.  Thus  eveu  love,  which  is  the 
deification  of  persons,  must  become  more  impersonal 
ever;  day.  Of  this  st  first  it  gives  no  bint.  Little  think 
the  youth  and  maiden  who  are  glancing  at  each  other 
across  crowded  rooms,  with  eyes  so  fuU  of  mutual  intelli- 
gence, of  the  precious  fruit  long  hereafter  to  proceed 
from  this  new,  quite  external  stimulus.  The  work  of 
vegetation  begins  first  in  the  irritability  of  the  bark  and 
leaf-buds.  From  exchanging  glances,  they  advance  to 
acts  of  courtesy,  of  gallantry,  then  to  fiery  passion,  to 
plighting  troth,  and  niarriage.    Passion  beholds  its  object 
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as  &  perfect  unit.  The  soul  is  wlioU;  embodied,  and  the 
body  is  wboUj  ensouled. 

"  Her  pure  and  cloqaent  blood 
Spoke  in  her  cheeks,  and  so  distinctly  wranght. 
That  one  might  almost  say  her  body  thought." 

Romeo,  if  dead,  should  be  cut  up  into  little  stars  to  make 
the  heavens  fine.  Life,  with  this  pair,  baa  no  other  aim, 
asks  no  more,  than  Juliet,  —  than  Romeo.  Night,  day, 
studies,  talents,  kingdoms,  religion,  are  all  contained  la 
this  form  full  of  soul,  in  this  soul  which  is  ail  form.  The 
lovers  delight  in  endearments,  in  avowals  oF  love,  in  com- 
parisons oF  their  regards.  When  alone,  tliej  solace  tliem- 
selves  with  the  remembered  image  of  the  other.  Does 
that  other  see  the  same  star,  the  same  melting  cloud,  read 
the  same  book,  feel  the  same  emotion,  tliat  now  delight 
me?  The;  try  and  weigh  their  affection,  and,  adding  up 
costly  advantages,  friends,  opportunities,  properties,  exult 
in  discovering  that  willingly,  joyfully,  they  would  give  all 
as  a  ransom  for  the  beautiful,  the  beloved  head,  not  one 
hair  of  which  shall  be  harmed.  But  the  lot  of  humanity 
is  on  these  children.  Danger,  sorrow,  and  pain  arrive  to 
them,  as  to  all.  Love  prays.  It  makes  covenants  with 
Eternal  Power  in  behalf  of  tliis  dear  mate.  The  union 
which  is  thus  effected,  and  which  adds  a  new  value  to 
every  atom  in  nature,  for  it  transmutes  every  thread 
throughout  the  wliole  web  of  relation  into  a  golden  ny, 
and  bathes  the  soul  in  a  new  aud  sweeter  element,  is  yet  a 
temporary  state.  Not  always  can  flowers,  pearls,  poetry, 
protestations,  nor  even  home  in  another  heart,  content 
the  awful  aool  that  dweUs  in  clay.  It  arouses  itself  at  last 
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from  tliese  eDdearments,  as  tojs,  and  puts  on  (lie  harness, 
aud  aspires  to  vast  and  universal  aims.  Tlie  soulwLicb  is 
iu  llie  soul  of  each,  craving  a  perfect  beatitude,  detects 
iucongruities,  defecta,  and  disproportion  iu  t!ie  beliavior  of 
tbe  otiier.  Hence  arise  surprise,  expostulation,  and  pain. 
Yet  that  wliich  drew  tLem  to  eacli  otlier  was  signs  of 
loTcliuess,  signs  of  virtue  ;  and  these  virtues  are  tijere, 
however  eclipsed.  Tliej  appear  aud  reappear,  and  con- 
tinue to  attract ;  but  tlie  regard  cbanges,  quits  tbe  sign, 
aud  attaclies  to  llie  substance.  Tliis  repairs  the  wounded 
affectiou.  Meantime,  as  life  wears  on,  it  proves  a  game 
of  permutation  and  combination  of  all  possible  positions 
of  tbe  parties,  to  emploj  all  the  resources  of  each,  and 
acquaint  each  wiib  tbe  strength  and  weakness  of  tbe 
other.  For  it  is  the  nature  aud  end  of  this  relation,  tliat 
tbej  should  represent  tbe  human  race  to  each  other.  AH 
that  is  in  the  world,  wblcli  is  or  ought  to  be  known,  is 
cuuuiugl;  wrought  iuto  the  texture  of  man,  of  womau. 


Tbe  world  rolls ;  the  circumstances  vary  every  bonr. 
Tbe  angels  that  inhabit  this  temple  of  tbe  body  appear  at 
tbe  wiudows,  and  the  gnomes  and  vices  also.  By  all  tbe 
virtues  they  are  united.  If  there  be  virtue,  all  tbe  vices 
are  knowu  as  such ;  they  confess  and  flee.  Their  ouce 
flaming  regard  is  sobered  by  lime  iu  either  breast,  and, 
losing  in  violence  what  it  pins  in  extent,  it  becomes  a 
thorough  good  understanding.  They  resign  each  other, 
without  complaint,  to  the  good  offices  which  man  and 
voman  are  severally  appointed  to  discharge  in  time,  aud 
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exchange  the  passion  whicli  once  could  not  lose  aiglit  of 
its  object,  for  a  cheerful,  diseugaged  furtherance,  whether 
present  or  absent,  of  each  other's  designs.  At  last  they 
discover  that  all  which  at  first  drew  tliem  together,  — 
those  once  sacred  features,  that  magical  play  of  cliarms, 
— was  deciduous,  liad  a  prospective  end,  like  tlie  scaiTold- 
ing  by  which  tlie  house  was  built ;  and  the  puriGcaiiun 
of  the  intellect  and  the  heart,  from  year  to  year,  is  (he 
real  marriage,  foreseen  and  prepared  from  the  first,  and 
wholly  above  their  consciousness.  Looking  at  these  aims 
vith  which  two  persons,  a  niaii  and  a  woman,  so  variously 
and  correlatively  gifted,  are  shut  up  in  one  house  to 
spend  in  the  nuptial  society  forty  or  fifty  years,  I  do  not 
wonder  at  the  emphasis  with  which  the  heart  prophesies 
tliis  crisis  from  early  infancy,  at  the  profuse  beauty  with 
which  the  instincts  deck  the  nuptial  bower,  and  nature, 
and  intellect,  and  art  emulate  each  other  ia  the  gifts  and 
the  melody  they  bring  lo  the  epitlialamium. 
■  Thus  are  we  put  in  training  for  a  love  which  knows 
not  sex,  nor  person,  nor  partiality,  but  which  seeks  virtue 
and  wisdom  everywhere,  to  tlie  end  of  increasing  virtue 
and  wisdom.  We  are  by  nature  observers,  and  thereby 
learners.  That  is  our  permanent  state.  But  we  are  often 
made  to  feel  tliat  our  affections  are  but  tenia  of  a  ntght. 
Though  slowly  and  witli  pain,  the  objects  of  the  aflec- 
tious  change,  as  the  objects  of  tliniight  do.  Tiiere  are 
moments  when  the  affections  rule  and  absorb  the  man, 
and  make  his  Lappiness  dependent  on  a  person  or  per- 
sons. But  in  health  the  mind  is  presently  seen  again, — 
its  overarching  vault,  bright  with  galaxies  of  immutable 
liglits,  and  the  warm  loves  and  fears  that  swept  over  us 
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BB  clouds,  mast  lose  tlieir  flnite  cbaractei  and  blend  iritli 
God,  to  attain  tlieir  OTn  perfection.  But  we  need  not 
fear  that  we  can  lose  anjthing  bj  tbe  progress  o(  tbe 
soul.  Tbe  soul  maj  be  trusted  to  the  end.  That  wlucli 
is  BO  beautiful  and  attractive  as  these  relations  must  be 
succeeded  and  supplanted  oolj  hj  what  is  more  beautiful, 
and  so  on  forever. 
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A  BUDOT  drop  of  manly  blood 

The  surging  tea  outweigha, 

The  world  uncertain  cornea  uid  goes. 

The  lover  rooted  etaya. 

1  bncied  he  was  £ed. 

And,  after  many  a  year. 

Glowed  uneihauated  kindlineea 

Like  daily  sunrise  there. 

My  earefol  heart  nm  free  agaiD,  — 

0  friend,  my  baeom  said. 

Through  thee  alone  the  sky  is  arched. 

Through  thee  the  rose  is  red. 

All  things  through  thee  take  nobler  form. 

And  loot  beyond  the  earth, 

The  mill-round  of  our  fote  appears 

A  siin-psth  in  thy  worth. 

Me  too  thy  nobleness  has  taught 

To  master  my  desp^ ; 

The  fountains  of  my  hidden  life 

Are  through  thy  friendship  lair. 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


FRIENDSHIP. 


We  liave  a  great  deal  more  kinJness  tlian  is  ever 
apnken.  Maugre  all  tbe  selfishness  that  chills  like  easU 
winds  tlie  world,  tlie  whole  liumaii  familj  is  bathed  with 
au  element  of  love  like  a  fine  ether.  How  manj  persons 
we  meet  in  houses,  whom  we  scarcely  speak  to,  whom 
jet  vt  honor,  and  who  honor  us !  How  man;  we  see  in 
tbe  street,  or  sit  wltb  in  church,  whom,  though  sileutlj, 
we  warmlj  rejoice  to  be  with!  Read  tbe  language  of 
these  wandering  eje-beams.    The  heart  knowetb. 

The  effect  of  tiie  indulgence  of  this  human  afiecliou  is 
a  certain  cordial  eihiiaration.  In  poetry,  and  in  common 
apeecli,  the  emotions  of  benevolence  and  complacency 
wbicb  are  felt  towards  othere  are  likened  to  the  material 
effects  of  fire ;  so  swift,  or  niucli  more  swift,  more  active,  • 
more  cheering,  are  these  Sue  inward  irradiations,  From 
the  highest  degree  of  passionate  love,  to  the  lowest  degree 
of  good-will,  they  make  the  sweetness  of  life. 

Our  intellectual  and  active  powers  increase  with  onraf- 
fection.  The  scholar  sits  down  to  write,  and  all  his  years 
of  meditation  do  not  fumisli  him  with  one  good  thought 
or  happy  expression ;  but  it  is  necessary  to  write  a  letter 
to  a  friend,  —  and,  forthwith,  troops  of  gentle  thoughts 
invest  themselves,  on  every  baud,  with  chosen  words. 
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See,  in  any  honse  wliere  virtue  ond  self-respect  abide,  tlie 
palpitation  wlijcli  the  approach  of  a  stranger  causes.  A 
commended  stranger  is  expected  and  announced,  and  an 
uneasiness  betwixt  pleasure  and  pain  invades  all  the  liearts 
of  a  household.  His  arrival  almost  brings  fear  to  the 
good  hearta  that  would  welcome  him.  The  house  is 
dusted,  all  things  flj  into  their  places,  the  old  coat  is  ex. 
changed  for  the  new,  and  the;  must  get  up  a  dinner  it 
the;  can.  Of  a  commended  stranger,  onl;  the  good  re- 
port is  told  b;  others,  onl;  llie  good  and  new  is  heard  b; 
ua.  He  stands  to  us  for  bumanit;.  He  is  what  we  wish. 
Having  imagined  and  invested  hijn,  we  ask  how  we  should 
stand  related  in  conversation  and  action  with  such  a  man, 
and  are  uneas;  with  fear.  The  same  idea  exalts  conver. 
sation  with  him.  We  talk  better  than  we  are  wont. 
We  have  the  nimhleat  fane;,  a  richer  memor;,  and  out 
dumb  devil  has  taken  leave  for  tlie  time.  For  long  hours 
we  can  continue  a  series  of  sincere,  graceful,  rich  com- 
munications, drawn  from  the  oldest,  secretest  experience, 
BO  tliat  fliej  who  sit  by,  of  our  owii  kinsfolk  and  acquaint- 
ance, shall  feel  a  livel;  surprise  at  our  unusual  powers. 
But  as  soon  as  the  stranger  begins  to  intrude  his  partial- 
ities, hia  definitions,  his  defects,  into  the  conversation,  it 
ia  all  over.  He  has  heard  the  first,  the  Ust,  and  best  ha 
will  ever  hear  from  us.  He  is  no  stranger  now.  Vul- 
garity, ignorance,  misapprehension,  are  old  acquaintances. 
Now,  when  he  comes,  he  ma;  find  the  order,  the  dress, 
and  the  dinner,  —  but  tbe  throbbing  of  the  heart,  and  the 
communications  of  the  soul,  no  more. 

What  is  so  pleasant  as  these  jets  of  aflectiun  which 
make  a  ;ouug  world  for  me  again  ?    What  so  delicious 
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u  a  just  and  firm  encounter  of  Iwo,  in  a  thouglil,  hi  a 
feeling?  How  i>eautirul,  on  their  approacli  to  tliis  beat- 
ing Ueart,  the  steps  and  forms  of  tie  gifted  and  the  true ! 
The  momeat  vie  indulge  our  aJTectioiis,  the  earlli  is  meta- 
morphosed ;  tliere  is  no  winter,  and  no  niglit ;  all  trage- 
dies, alt  eunuis,  vaDish,  —  all  duties  even;  uolliing  (ills 
the  proceeding  ctemit;  but  the  forms  all  radiant  of  be- 
loved persons.  Let  tlie  soul  be  assured  that  somewhere 
in  tbe  universe  it  should  rejoin  its  friend,  and  it  would 
lie  content  and  clieerful  alone  for  a  thousand  years. 

I  awoke  this  morning  with  devout  ttiauksgiving  for  my 
friends,  the  old  and  the  new.  Sliall  I  not  call  God  the 
Beautiful,  who  dui;  showeth  himself  so  to  me  in  his  gifts  P 
I  chide  societj,  I  embrace  solitude,  and  jet  I  am  not  so 
ungrateful  as  not  to  see  tbe  wise,  the  tovelj,  and  the 
noble-minded,  as  from  time  to  time  tbej  pass  mj  gate. 
Who  hears  me,  who  understands  me,  becomes  mine,  —  a 
possession  for  all  time.  Nor  is  Nature  so  poor  but  she 
gives  me  this  joj  several  times,  and  thus  we  weave  social 
threads  of  our  own,  a  new  web  of  relations ;  and,  as  many 
thoughts  in  succession  substantiate  themselves,  we  shall 
by  and  by  stand  in  a  new  world  ot  our  own  creation,  and 
no  longer  strangers  and  pilgrims  in  a  traditionary  globe. 
My  friends  have  come  to  me  unsought.  The  great  God 
gave  them  to  me.  By  oldest  right,  by  the  divine  affinity 
of  virtue  with  itself,  I  find  them,  or  rather  not  I  but  the 
Deity  in  me  and  in  them  derides  and  cancels  the  thick 
walls  of  individual  character,  relation,  age,  sex,  circum- 
sUnce,  at  which  he  usually  conuivea,  and  now  makes  many 
one.  High  thanks  I  owe  you,  excellent  lovers,  who  carry 
ant  the  world  for  me  to  new  aud  noble  depths,  and  en- 
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large  the  meaning  of  all  my  tlioiiglits.  Theae  are  new 
poetry  of  the  first  Bard,  —  poetry  without  stop,  —  hymn, 
ode,  and  epic,  poetry  still  flowing,  Apollo  and  the  Muses 
chanting  still.  Will  these,  too,  separate  tbeiiiselves  from 
me  again,  or  some  of  tUem  ?  I  know  not,  but  I  fear  it 
not;  tor  my  relation  to  tbem  is  so  pure,  that  we  bold  by 
simple  affinity,  and  the  Qeaius  of  my  life  being  thus  social, 
the  same  affinity  will  esert  its  energy  on  whomsoever  is 
as  noble  as  these  men  and  women,  wherever  I  may  be. 

I  confess  to  an  extreme  tenderness  of  nature  on  this 
point.  It  is  almost  dangerous  to  me  to  "crush  the 
aweet  poisou  of  misused  wine  "  of  the  aifcotions.  A  new 
person  is  to  me  a  great  event,  and  hinders  me  from  sleep. 
I  have  often  had  fine  fancies  about  persons  which  have 
given  me  delicious  hours ;  but  the  joy  ends  in  the  day ; 
it  yields  no  fruit.  Thought  is  not  bom  of  it;  my  action 
is  very  little  modified,  I  must  feel  pride  in  my  friend's 
accomplish  me  nta  as  if  they  were  mine,  —  and  a  property 
in  his  virtues,  I  feel  as  warmly  when  he  is  praised,  as 
the  lover  when  he  hears  applause  of  his  engaged  maiden. 
We  over-estimate  the  conscience  of  our  friend.  His 
goodness  seems  better  than  our  goodness,  his  nature 
finer,  liis  temptations  less.  Everything  that  is  his,  —  bis 
name,  his  form,  !us  dress,  books,  and  instruments,  -^ 
fancy  enhances.  Our  own  thought  sounds  new  and 
larger  from  his  nioutb. 

Yet  the  systole  and  diastole  of  the  heart  are  not  with, 
out  their  analogy  In  the  ebb  and  flow  of  love.  Friend- 
ship, like  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  is  too  good  to  be 
believed.  The  lover,  beholding  his  maiden,  half  knows 
that  she  is  not  verily  that  which  he  worships ;  and  in  the 
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golden  hour  of  friendalilp,  ve  are  surprised  with  shades 
of  suspicion  and  unbelief.  We  doubt  tliat  we  bestow  on 
our  liero  the  virtues  in  which  he  shines,  and  afterwards 
worship  the  form  to  which  we  have  ascribed  this  divine 
inhabitation.  In  strictness,  the  soul  does  not  rfspect  men 
HS  it  respects  itself.  In  strict  science  all  persons  underlie 
the  same  condition  of  an  iufloite  remoteness.  Shall  we 
fear  to  cool  our  love  bj  mining  for  the  metaphysical  foun- 
dation of  this  Eljsian  leinpleF  Shall  I  not  be  as  real  as 
the  things  I  see  ?  It  I  am,  I  ahall  not  fear  to  know  them 
for  what  thej  are.  Their  essence  is  not  less  beautiful 
than  their  appearance,  though  it  needs  finer  organs  for 
its  apprehension.  The  root  of  the  plant  is  not  unsightly 
to  science,  though  for  cbaplets  and  festoons  we  cut  Ihe 
stem  short.  And  I  must  hazard  the  production  of  the 
bald  fact  amidst  these  pleasing  reveries,  though  it  should 
prove  an  Egyptian  akull  at  our  banquet.  A  man  who 
stands  tuiited  with  his  thought  conceives  magnificently  of 
himself.  He  is  conscious  of  a  universal  success,  even 
though  bought  by  uniform  particular  failures.  No  ad- 
vanlages,  uo  powers,  no  gold  or  force,  can  be  any  match 
for  him.  I  cannot  choose  but  rely  on  my  own  poverty 
more  than  on  your  wealth.  I  cannot  make  your  con- 
sciousness tantamount  to  mine.  Only  the  star  dazzles; 
the  planet  has  a  faint,  moon-like  ray,  I  hear  what  you 
say  of  tlie  admirable  parts  and  tried  temper  of  the  party 
you  praise,  but  I  see  well  that  for  all -his  purple  cloaks  I 
ahall  not  like  him,  unless  be  ia  at  last  a  poor  Greek  like 
me.  I  cannot  deny  it,  0  friend,  that  the  vast  shadow  of 
the  Phenomenal  includea  thee  also  in  its  pied  and  painted 
immensity,  —  thee,  also,  compared  with  whom  all  else  is 
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shadow.  Tliou  art  not  Being,  as  Truth  is,  la  Justice  is, 
—  tliDu  art  not  nij  aoul,  but  a  picture  and  effigj  of  tiiat. 
TIiou  boat  come  to  me  latel;,  and  already  tliou  art  seiz- 
ing tbj  hat  and  cloak.  Is  it  not  that  tlie  soul  puts  forth 
friends  as  tJie  tree  puts  forth  leaves,  and  presentlj,  by 
llie  germination  of  new  buds,  extrudes  the  old  leafP 
The  law  of  nature  is  altematiou  forevermore.  Each  elec- 
trical state  superinduces  the  opposite.  The  sonl  enrirous 
itself  witb  friends,  that  it  may  enter  into  a  grander  self- 
acquaintance  or  solitude  ;  and  it  goes  alone  for  a  seasou, 
that  it  ma;  exalt  its  conversation  or  society.  This 
method  betrays  itself  along  the  whole  history  of  our  per- 
sonal relations.  The  instinct  of  affection  revives  the 
hope  of  onion  witb  our  mates,  and  the  returning  sense  of 
insulation  recalls  us  from  the  chase.  Thus  every  m^ 
passes  his  life  in  the  search  after  friendship,  and'  if  he 
should- record  his  true  sentiment,  he  might  write  a  letter 
like  this  to  each  new  candidate  for  his  Idtc. 

Deab  Fbibnd  r  — 

If  I  was  sure  of  thee,  snro  of  thy  capacity,  sure  to 
match  my  mood  with  thine,  I  should  never  think  again, 
of  trifles  in  rehttion  to  thy  comings  and  goings.  I  am 
not  very  vise;  my  moods  are  quite  attamable;  and  I 
respect  thy  genius ;  it  is  to  me  as  yet  unfathomed ;  yet 
dare  I  not  presume  in  thee  a  perfect  intelligence  of  m^ 
and  so  thoa  art  to  me  a  delicious  torment.    Thine  ever. 


Tet  these  noeasj  pleasures  and  Sne  pains  are  for  curi- 
osity, and  not  for  life.    They  are  not  to  be  indulged. 
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Tbis  is  to  weave  cobweb,  and  not  cloth.  Our  friendsliips 
burry  to  short  and  poor  conclusions,  because  we  have 
made  them  a  texture  of  wine  and  dreams,  instead  of  the 
tough  fibre  o!  the  human  heart.  The  bws  of  friendship 
are  nnstere  and  eternal,  of  one  web  with  the  laws  of 
nature  and  of  morals.  But  we  bare  aimed  at  a  awifl  and 
petl;  benefit,  to  auck  a  sudden  aweetuess.  We  snatch 
at  the  slowest  fruit  in  the  whole  garden  of  God,  which 
many  summers  and  many  winters  must  ripen.  We  seek 
our  friend  not  sacredly,  hut  with  an  adulterate  passion 
which  would  appropriate  him  to  ourselves.  In  vaiu.  We 
are  armed  all  over  with  subtle  antagonisms,  which,  as 
soon  as  we  meet,  begin  to  play,  and  transhtte  all  poetry 
into  stale  prose.  Almost  all  people  descend  to  meet. 
All  association  must  be  a  compromise,  and,  what  is  worat 
the  very  flower  and  aroma  of  the  flower  of  each  of  the 
beautiful  natures  disappears  as  they  approach  each  other. 
What  a  perpetnal  disappointment  ia  actual  society,  even 
of  the  virtuous  and  gifted !  After  interviews  have  been 
compassed  with  long  foresight,  we  must  be  tormented 
presently  by  baffled  blows,  by  sudden,  unseasonable  apa- 
thies, by  epilepsiea  of  wit  and  of  animal  apirita,  in  the 
heyday  of  friendship  and  thought.  Our  faculties  do  not 
play  US  true,  and  both  parties  are  relieved  by  solitude. 

I  ought  to  be  equal  to  every  relation.  It  makes  no 
difference  how  many  friends  I  have,  and  what  content  I 
can  find  in  conversing  with  each,  if  there  be  one  to  whom 
I  am  not  equal.  If  I  liave  shrunk  unequal  from  one  con- 
test, the  joy  I  find  in  all  the  rest  becomes  mean  and  cow- 
ardly. I  should  hate  myself,  if  then  I  made  my  other 
friends  my  asylum. 
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"  The  valiant  warrior  famouaed  for  figM, 
Affer  a  hundred  victoriea,  once  foiled, 
la  from  the  book  of  honor  razed  quite, 
And  all  the  leat  forgot  for  whieh  he  toiled." 

Oiir  impatience  is  tlius  siiarplj  rebuked.  Baslifulueas 
and  apatlij  are  a  tougli  liusk,  in  which  a  delical*  organi- 
zation is  protected  from  premature  ripening.  It  would 
be  lost,  if  it  knew  itself  before  aiij  of  the  best  souls  were 
jet  ripe  euongli  to  know  and  own  it.  Suspect  the  naiar- 
langsamkeil  which  hardens  the  rnby  in  a  tnillioo  jears, 
and  works  in  duration,  in  which  Alps  and  Audes  coliib 
and  go  as  raijibows.  The  good  spirit  of  our  life  has  no 
heaven  which  is  the  price  of  raahness.  Love,  which  is 
the  essence  of  God,  is  not  for  levit;,  but  for  the  total 
worth  of  man.  Let  us  not  have  tbis  childish  luxury  in 
our  regards,  but  the  austerest  worth ;  let  us  ftpproacL 
our  fri.nd  witli  an  audacious  trust  in  the  trutii  of  his 
beart,  in  the  breadth,  impossible  to  be  overturued,  of  lib 
foundations. 

The  attractions  of  this  subject  are  not  to  be  resbted, 
and  I  leave,  for  the  time,  all  account  of  subordinate  social 
benefit,  to  speak  of  that  select  and  sacred  relation  which 
is  a  kind  of  absolute,  and  which  even  leaves  the  language 
of  love  suspicions  and  common,  so  much  is  this  purer, 
and  not)iing  is  so  much  divine. 

I  do  not  wish  to  treat  friendships  daintily,  but  with 
roughest  courage.  Wlien  thej  are  real,  thej  are  not  glass 
tlireads  or  frostwork,  but  the  solidest  thing  we  know. 
For  now,  after  so  maiij  ages  of  experience,  what  do  we 
know  of  nature,  or  of  ourselves  F  Not  one  st«p  has  man 
taken  toward  the  solution  of  the  prulileui  of  bis  destiny. 
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In  one  condemnation  of  folly  stand  tlie  whole  universe 
of  men.  But  the  sweet  sinceritj  of  joj  and  peace,  wliicli 
I  draw  from  this  alliance  with  mj  brother's  soul,  is  the 
nut  itself,  whereof  all  nature  and  all  thought  is  but  the 
husk  and  shell,  Happj  is  the  house  that  shelters  a 
friend  !  It  might  well  be  built,  like  a  festal  bower  or 
arch,  lo  entertain  him  a  single  daj.  Hajipier,  if  he  know 
the  solemuitj  of  that  relation,  and  honor  its  hiw !  He 
who  offers  himself  a  candidate  for  that  covenant  comes 
up,  tike  an  Olympian,  to  the  great  games,  where  the  first- 
bom  of  the  world  are  the  competitors  He  proposes 
himself  for  contests  where  Time,  Want,  Danger,  are  in 
the  Ibts,  and  he  alone  is  victor  nho  has  tnitli  enough  in 
his  constitution  to  preserve  the  delicacy  of  bis  beauty 
from  the  wear  and  tear  of  all  these.  The  gifts  of  fortune 
may  be  present  or  absent,  but  all  the  speed  in  that  con- 
test depends  on  intrinsic  nobleness,  and  the  contempt  of 
trifles.  There  are  two  elements  that  go  to  (he  composi- 
tion of  friendship,  each  so  sovereign  tliat  I  can  detect  no 
Bupcriority  in  either,  no  reason  wliy  either  should  be  first 
named.  One  is  Truth.  A  friend  is  a  person  with  whom 
I  may  be  sincere.  Before  him  I  may  think  aloud.  I  am 
arrived  at  last  in  the  presence  of  a  man  so  real  and  equal, 
that  I  may  drop  even  those  undermost  garments  of  dis- 
simulation, courtesy,  and  second  thought,  which  men 
never  put  off,  and  may  deal  with  him  with  the  simplicity 
and  wholeness  with  which  one  chemical  atom  meets 
another.  Sincerity  is  the  luxury  allowed,  like  diadems 
and  authority,  only  to  the  highest  rank,  liai  being  per- 
mitted to  speak  (ruth,  as  having  none  above  it  to  court 
or  conform  unto.    Every  man  alone  is  sincere.    At  (he 
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entrance  of  &  second  person,  hypocrisy  b^ns.  We 
pUTj  and  fend  the  approach  of  our  fellov-man  by  com- 
pliments, by  gossip,  by  amusements,  by  affairs.  We 
cover  up  our  tbougbt  from  him  under  a  hundred  folds. 
1  kn'ev  a  man,  vho,  under  a  certain  religious  frenzy,  cast 
off  this  drapery,  and,  omitting  all  compliment  and  com- 
inonpiaee,  spoke  to  the  conscience  of  every  person  lie 
encountered,  and  that  with  great  insight  and  beauty. 
At  first  he  was  resisted,  and  all  men  agreed  be  waa  mad- 
But  persisting,  as  indeed  he  could  not  help  doings  for 
some  time  in  tliia  course,  he  attained  to  the  advantage  of 
bringing  every  man  of  hia  acquaintance  into  true  rela- 
tions witli  him.  lHo  man  would  think  of  speaking  wisely 
vith  him,  or  of  putting  him  off  with  any  chat  of  markets 
or  reading-rooms.  But  every  man  was  constrained  by  so 
niuch  sincerity  to  the  like  plain-dealing,  and  what  love  of 
nature,  what  poetry,  what  symbol  of  truth  he  had,  he 
did  certainly  sliow  bim.  But  to  most  of  us  society  shows 
not  its  face  and  eye,  but  its  side  and  its  back.  To  stand 
in  true  relations  with  men  in  a  false  age  is  worth  a 
fit  of  insanity,  is  it  sot  P  We  can  seldom  go  erect. 
Almost  every  man  we  meet  requires  some  civility,  —  re- 
quires to  be  humored;  be  has  some  fame,  some  talent, 
some  whini  of  religion  or  philanthropy  in  his  bead,  that 
is  not  to  be  questioned,  and  which  spoils  all  conversation 
with  liim.  But  a  friend  is  a  sane  man  who  exercises  not 
my  ingenuity,  but  me.  My  friend  gives  me  entertain- 
ment without  requirii^  any  stipulation  on  my  part.  A 
friend,  therefore,  is  a  sort  of  paradox  in  nature.  I  who 
alone  am,  I  who  see  nothing  in  nature  whose  existence  I 
can  affirm  with  -equal  evidence  to  my  own,  behoH  now 
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the  semblance  of  mj  being,  in  alt  its  height,  Tariet;,  and 
curiosity,  reiterated  in  a  foreign  form ;  so  that  a  friend 
may  well  be  reckoned  the  masterpiece  of  nature. 

The  other  element  of  friendship  is  tenderaeaa.  Wo 
are  holden  to  men  by  every  sort  of  tie,  by  blood,  by 
pride,  by  fear,  hj  hope,  by  lucre,  by  lust,  by  hate,  by  ad- 
miration, by  ever;  circumstance,  and  badge  and  tl^ifle, 
but  we  can  scarce  heliere  that  so  much  chuiacter  can 
subsbt  in  another  as  tc  draw  us  by  love.  Can  another 
be  so  blessed,  and  we  so  pure,  that  we  can  offer  him 
lendeniess?  When  a  man  becomes  dear  to  me,  I  have 
touched  tlie  goal  of  fortune.  I  find  very  little  written 
directly  to  the  heart  of  this  matter  in  books.  And  yet 
I  have  one  (eit  which  I  cannot  choose  but  remember. 
Mj  author  says :  "  I  offer  myself  faintly  and  hlunlly  to 
those  whose  I  eflectually  am,  and  tender  myself  least 
toJiim  to  whom  I  am  the  most  devoted."  I  wish  that 
Iriendship  should  have  feet,  as  well  as  eyes  and  elo- 
quence. It  must  plant  itself  on  the  ground,  before  it 
vaults  over  tlie  moon.  I  wish  it  t«  be  a  little  of  a 
citizen,  before  it  la  quite  a  cherub.  We  chide  the  citi- 
zen because  he  makes  love  a  commodity.  It  is  an  ex- 
change of  gifts,  of  useful  loans;  it  is  good  neighborhood; 
it  watches  with  the  sick  ;  it  holds  the  pall  at  the  funeral; 
and  quite  loses  sight  of  the  delicacies  and  nobility  of  the 
relatioD.  But  though  we  cannot  find  the  god  under  this 
disguise  of  a  sutler,  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  we  cannot 
forgive  the  poet  if  he  spins  his  thread  too  fine,  and  does 
not  substantiate  his  romance  by  the  municipal  virtues  of 
justice,  punctuality,  fidelity,  and  pity.  1  hate  the  pros- 
titution of  the  name  of  friendship  te  signify  modish  and 
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■worldly  alliances.  I  much  prefer  the  company  of  plough- 
boys  aud  tin-pedlers,  to  the  silteu  and  perfumed  amity 
\Fhich  celebrates  its  days  of  eocouuter  by  a  frivolous 
display,  by  rides  iu  a  curricle,  and  diuners  at  the  best 
taierns.  The  end  of  friendship  ia  a  commerce  tbe  most 
strict  and  homely  that  can  be  joined;  more  strict  tbaa  auj 
of  which  we  have  experience.  It  is  for  aid  and  comfort 
through  all  the  rehttious  aud  passages  of  life  and  death. 
It  is  fit  for  serene  days,  and  graceful  gits,  and  country 
rambles,  but  also  for  rough  roads  and  hard  fare,  ship- 
wreck, poverty,  and  persecution.  It  keeps  company 
with  the  sallies  of  the  wit  and  the  trances  of  religion. 
We  are  to  dignify  to  each  other  tbe  daily  needs  and 
offices  of  man's  life,  aud  embellish  it  by  courage,  wisdom, 
and  unity.  It  should  never  fall  into  something  usual 
and  settled,  but  should  be  alert  and  inventive,  and  add 
rhyme  and  reason  to  what  was  drudgery. 

Friendship  may  be  said  to  require  natures  so  rare  and 
costly,  each  so  well  tempered  and  so  happily  adapted, 
and  withal  so  circumstanced  (for  even  in  Eliat  particular, 
a  poet  says,  love  demands  that  the  parties  be  altogether 
paired),  that  its  satisfaction  can  very  seldom  be  assured. 
It  cannot  subsist  in  its  perfection,  say  some  of  those  who 
are  teamed  in  this  warm  lore  of  the  heart,  betwixt  more  . 
than  two.  I  am  not  quite  so  strict  in  mj  terms,  perhaps 
because  I  have  never  known  so  higli  a  fellowship  as 
others.  1  please  my  imt^ioatiou  more  with  a  circle  of 
godlike  men  and  women  variously  related  to  each  other, 
and  between  wbom  subsists  a  lofty  intelligence.  But  I 
find  this  law  of  one  to  orte  peremptory  for  conversation, 
which  is  the  practice  aud  cousummatiou  of  frieudsbip. 
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So  not  mk  waters  too  much.  The  beat  mix  as  ill  as 
good  and  bad.  You  shall  have  very  useful  and  cheering 
discourse  at  several  limes  with  two  several  men,  but  let 
all  three  of  jou  come  together,  and  you  shall  not  have 
one  uew  and  liearly  word.  Two  ma;  talk  and  one  ma; 
bear,  but  three  cauuot  take  part  in  a  conversation  of 
the  most  sincere  aud  aearcliiug  sort.  In  good  compauj, 
tliere  is  never  such  discourse  betweeu  two,  across  the 
table,  OS  takes  place  wlieu  jou  leave  tliem  alone.  In 
good  companj,  the  individuals  merge  their  egotism  into 
a  social  soul  exactly  coexteusive  with  llie  several  con- 
sciousnesses there  preseut.  No  partialities  of  friend  lo 
friend,  no  fondnesses  of  brother  to  sister,  of  wife  to  bus- 
baud,  are  there  pertiuent,  but  quite  otherwise.  Only  he 
may  then  speak  wbo  can  sail  on  the  common  thought  of 
the  party,  aud  not  poorly  limited  to  his  own.  Now  thia 
convention,  which  good  sense  demands,  destroya  the  high 
freedom  of  great  conversation,  which  requires  an  absolute 
Tunning  of  two  souls  into  one. 

No  two  men  but,  being  left  alone  with  each  other, 
enter  into  simpler  relatious.  Yet  it  ia  affinity  tliat  deter- 
mines wiici  two  shall  converse.  Unrelated  men  give 
little  joy  to  each  other;  will  never  suspect  the  latent 
powers  of  each.  We  talk  sometimes  of  a  great  talent 
for  conversation,  aa  if  it  were  a  permaueut  property  in 
some  individuals.  Conversation  is  on  evanescent  rela- 
tion,—  no  more.  A  man  is  reputed  U>  have  Ibought 
and  eloqaence;  he  cannot,  for  all  that,  say  a  word  to 
his  cousin  or  his  uncle.  They  accuse  his  silence  with 
as  much  reason  as  they  would  blame  the  insignifieauce 
of  a  dial  in  the  shade.    In  the  sun  it  will  mark  the  hour. 
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Among  those  who  enjo;  bis  thought,  he  vill  r^ain  hi& 
tongue. 

Friendship  requires  that  rare  nean  betvixt  likeness 
and  nnlikeness,  that  piques  each  with  the  presence  of 
power  and  of  consent  in  tlie  other  party.  Let  me  be 
alone  to  the  end  of  the  world,  rather  than  that  mj  friend 
should  DToratep,  bj  a  word  or  a  look,  his  real  sympathy. 
I  am  equally  balked  by  antagonism  and  by  comphance. 
Let  him  not  cease  an  instant  to  be  himself.  The  ouly 
joy  I  have  in  his  being  mine,  ia  that  the  nol  miw  is 
Mine.  I  hate,  where  I  looked  for  a  manly  furtherance, 
or  at  least  a  manly  resistance,  to  find  a  mush  of  con- 
cession. Better  be  s  nettle  in  the  side  of  your  friend 
than  his  echo.  The  condition  wliich  high  friendship 
demands  is  ability  to  do  without  it.  That  high  office 
requires  great  and  sublime  parta.  There  must  be  very 
two,  before  tbere  can  be  very  one.  Let  it  be  an  alliance 
of  two  large,  formidable  natures  mutually  beheld,  mutu- 
ally feared,  before  yet  thej  recognize  the  deep  identity 
which  beneath  these  disparities  unites  them. 

He  only  is  fit  for  this  society  who  is  mitgnanimous ; 
who  is  sure  that  greatness  and  goodness  are  always  econ- 
omy; who  is  not  swift  to  intermeddle  with  his  fortunes. 
Let  him  not  intermeddle  with  this.  Leave  to  the  dia- 
mond its  ages  to  grow,  nor  expect  to  accelerate  the 
births  of  the  eternal,  Friendsliip  demands  a  rehgious 
treatment.  We  talk  of  choosing  our  friends,  but  friends 
are  self-elected.  Reverence  is  a  great  part  of  it.  Treat 
your  friend  as  a  spectacle.  Of  course  he  has  merits  that 
are  not  yours,  and  that  you  cannot  honor,  if  you  must 
needs  hold  bim  close  to  your  person.    Stand  aside  j  give 
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these  merits  room ;  let  them  monnt  and  eipand.  Are 
you  llie  friend  of  jour  friend's  buttons,  or  of  bis  thought  F 
To  a  great  lieart  he  will  still  be  a  Btranger  in  a  thousand 
particulars,  that  be  maj  come  near  in  the  hntiest  ground. 
Iieare  it  to  girls  and  boys  to  regard  a  friend  as  property, 
aud  to  sack  a  short  and  all-confounding  pleasure,  instead 
of  the  noblest  benefit. 

Let  ns  buy  oor  entrance  to  this  guild  by  a  long  pro- 
bation. Why  should  we  desecrate  noble  and  beautiful 
souls  by  intnidiug  on  themf  Why  insist  on  rash  per- 
sonal relations  with  yonr  friend  F  Why  go  to  his  house, 
and  know  his  mother  and  brotlter  and  sisters  ?  Why  be 
visited  by  him  at  your  own  ?  Are  these  things  material 
to  our  covenant  ?  Leave  this  touching  and  clawing.  Let 
him  be  to  me  a  spirit.  A  message,  a  thought,  a  sincerity, 
a  glance  from  bim,  I  want,  but  not  news,  nor  pottf^e. 
I  can  get  politics,  and  chat,  and  neighborly  conveniences 
from  cheaper  companions.  Should  not  the  society  of  my 
friend  be  to  me  poetic,  pure,  nnivetaal,  and  great  as  na- 
ture itself?  Ought  I  to  feel  that  our  tie  is  profane  in 
comparison  with  yonder  bar  of  cloud  that  sleeps  on  the 
horizon,  or  that  clump  of  waving  grass  that  divides  the 
brook  ?  Let  us  not  viliiy,  but  raise  it  to  tbat  standard. 
That  great,  defying  eye,  that  scornful  beauty  of  his  mien 
and  action,  do  not  pique  yourself  on  reducing,  but  rather 
fortify  and  enliance.  Worship  his  superiorities;  wish 
him  not  less  by  a.  thought,  but  hoard  and  tell  them  all. 
Guard  him  as  thy  counterpart.  Let  him  be  to  thee  for- 
ever a  sort  of  beautiful  enemy,  untamable,  devoutly  re- 
vered, and  not  a  trivial  conveniency  to  he  soon  outgrown 
and  cast  aside.    The  hues  of  the  opal,  the  light  of  the 
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diamond,  nre  not  to  be  seen,  if  the  ejt  U  too  near.  To 
my  friend  I  write  a  letter,  and  from  bim  I  receive  a  let- 
ter.  Tliftt  seems  to  ;ou  a  little.  It  suffices  me.  It  is 
a  spiritual  gift  vorth;  of  liini  to  give,  and  of  me  to  re- 
ceive. It  profanes  nobody.  In  tbese  warm  lines  tlie 
heart,  will  trust  itself,  as  it  will  not  to  the  tongue,  and 
pour  out  the  prophecy  uf  a  godlier  existence  than  all 
the  annals  of  heroism  have  yet  made  good. 

Bespect  BO  far  the  holy  laws  of  this  fellowship  as  not 
to  prejudice  its  perfect  flower  by  your  impatience  for 
ita  opening.  We  must  be  our  own  before  we  can  be 
another's.  Tliere  is  at  least  this  satisfaction  in  crime, 
according  to  the  Latin  proverb :  you  can  speak  to  your 
accomplice  on  even  terms.  Crimgn  quot  inquinat,  aquat. 
To  those  whom  we  admire  and  love,  at  first  we  cannot. 
Yet  the  least  defect  of  self-possession  vitiates,  in  my 
judgment,  the  entire  relation.  There  con  never  be  deep 
peace  between  two  spirits,  never  mutual  respect,  until, 
in  their  dialogue,  each  stands  for  the  whole  world- 

Wliat  is  so  great  as  friendship,  let  us  carry  with  what 
grandeur  of  spirit  we  can.  Let  us  be  silent,  — -  so  we  may 
hear  the  whisper  of  the  gods.  Let  us  not  interfere.  WLo 
aet  you  to  coat  about  what  you  should  saj  to  the  select 
sonls,  or  how  to  say  anything  to  such  ?  No  matter  how 
ingenious,  no  matter  how  ^aceful  and  bhwd.  There  are 
innumerable  degrees  of  folly  and  wisdom,  and  for  you  to 
say  aught  is  to  be  frivolous.  Walt,  and  thy  beart  shall 
speak.  Wait  until  the  necessary  and  everlasting  over- 
powers you,  until  day  and  niglit  avail  themselves  of  your 
lips.  The  only  reward  of  virtue  is  virtue;  the  only  way 
to  have  a  friend  is  to  be  one.    You  shall  not  oome  nearer 
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a  man  by  getting  into  his  house.  If  unlike,  hb  soul 
onlj  flees  tbe  taster  from  you,  aud  you  sliaJl  never  catcli 
a  true  glance  of  liis  eye.  We  see  tlie  nobie  afar  off,  aud 
tbey  repel  us ;  wby  should  we  intrude  ?  Late,  —  very 
late,  —  we  perceive  that  no  ftrraugenieuts,  no  introduc- 
tions, DO  consuetudes  or  babits  of  society,  would  be  of 
aiiy  avail  to  establish  us  in  such  relations  with  Ihem  as 
we  desire,  —  but  solely  tlie  uprise  of  nature  in  ua  to  the 
same  degree  it  is  in  them;  then  shall  we  meet  as  water 
with  water ;  and  if  we  should  not  meet  them  then,  we 
shall  not  want  them,  for  we  are  already  they.  In  the 
last  analysis,  love  is  only  the  reflection  of  a  man's  own 
worthiness  from  other  men.  Ken  have  sometimes  ex- 
changed names  with  their  friends,  as  if  they  would  sig- 
nify that  in  their  friend  each  loved  his  own  soul. 

The  higher  the  style  we  demand  of  friendship,  of  course 
the  less  easy  to  establish  It  with  flesh  and  blood.  We 
walk  alone  in  the  world.  Triends,  such  as  we  desire,  are 
dreams  and  fables.  But  a  sublime  hope  cheers  ever  the 
faithful  heart,  that  elsewhere,  in  other  regions  of  the  uni- 
Tersal  power,  souls  are  now  acting,  enduring,  and  daring, 
which  can  love  us,  and  which  we  can  love.  We  may  con- 
gratulate ourselves  that  the  period  of  nonage,  of  follies, 
of  blunders,  and  of  shame  is  passed  in  solitude,  and 
when  we  are  fiuislied  men,  we  shall  grasp  heroic  hands  in 
heroic  hands.  Only  be  admonished  by  what  you  already 
see,  not  to  strike  leagues  of  friendship  with  cheap  per- 
sons, where  no  friendship  can  be.  Our  impatience  be- 
trays us  into  rash  and  foohsh  alliances  which  no  God 
attends.  By  persifting  in  your  path,  though  you  for- 
feit the  Lttle  yon  gain  the  great.    Yon  demonstrate  your- 
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self,  so  as  to  put  jouTself  out  of  the  reach  of  false 
relations,  and  joa  draw  to  jou  the  first-born  of  the 
world, — those  rare  pilgrims  whereof  only  one  or  two 
wander  in  nature  at  once,  and  before  whom  the  vulgar 
great  show  as  spectres  and  shadows  merely. 

It  is  foolish  to  be  afraid  of  making  our  ties  too  spirit- 
ual, as  if  so  we  could  lose  any  genuine  lo»e.  Wiiatever 
correction  of  our  popular  views  we  make  from  insight, 
nature  will  be  sure  to  bear  us  out  in,  and  though  it  seem 
to  rob  us  of  some  joy,  will  repay  ua  with  a  grealer.  Let 
us  feel,  if  we  will,  the  abaolute  iusulation  oE  man.  We 
are  sure  that  we  have  all  in  us.  We  go  to  Europe,  or 
we  pursue  persons,  or  we  read  hooka,  in  the  ioafiuctiTO 
faith  that  these  will  call  it  out  and  reveal  U9  to  ourselves. 
Beggars  all.  The  persona  are  such  as  we;  the  Europe 
an  old  faded  garment  of  dead  persons ;  the  books  their 
ghosts.  Let  us  drop  thia  idolatry.  Let  us  give  over 
this  mendicancy.  Let  ua  even  bid  our  dearest  friends 
farewell,  and  defy  them,  sajing,  'Who  are  you?  Uq- 
baiid  me:  I  will  be  dependent  no  more.'  Ah!  seest 
thou  not,  0  brother,  that  thus  we  part  only  to  meet 
again  on  a  higher  platform,  and  only  be  more  each 
other's,  because  we  are  more  our  own?  A  friend  is 
Janus-faced  ;  he  looks  to  the  past  and  the  future.  He 
is  the  child  of  all  my  foregoing  hours,  the  prophet  of 
those  to  come,  and  the  harbinger  of  a  greater  friend. 

I  do  then  with  my  friends  as  I  do  with  my  books.  I 
would  have  them  where  I  can  find  them,  but  I  seldom 
use  them.  We  must  have  society  on  our  own  t«rms, 
and  admit  or  exclude  it  on  the  slightest  cause.  I  can- 
not afford  to  speak  much  with  my  friend.    If  he  is  great. 
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he  makes  me  so  great  that  I  cannot  descend  to  eonverse. 
In  the  great  da;s,  presentiments  hover  before  me  in  Ike 
firmament.  I. ought  then  to  dedicate  mjself  to  them. 
I  go  in  that  I  may  seize  them,  I  go  out  that  I  may  seize 
them.  I  fear  only  tbat  I  may  lose  them  receding  iuto 
the  sky  in  which  now  they  are  only  a  patch  of  hrigliter 
light.  Then,  though  I  prize  my  friends,  I  canoot  afford 
to  talk  with  them  and  study  their  risions,  lest  I  lose  my 
own.  It  would  indeed  give  me  a  certain  household  joy 
to  quit  tliis  lofty  seeding,  this  spiritual  astrouomj,  or 
search  of  stars,  and  come  down  to  warm  sjmpatLies  with 
you ;  but  then  I  know  well  I  shall  mourn  always  tlie  van- 
ishing  of  my  mighty  gods.  It  is  true,  next  week  I  shall 
have  languid  moods,  when  I  can  well  afford  t«  occupy 
myself  with  foreign  objenta  ;  then  I  shall  regret  the  lost 
Uterature  of  your  mind,  and  wish  you  were  by  my  side 
again.  But  if  you  come,  perhaps  you  will  All  my  miud 
only  with  new  visions,  not  with  yourself  but  with  jour 
lustres,  and  I  shall  not  he  able  any  more  than  now  to 
converse  with  you.  So  I  will  owe  to  my  friends  this 
evanescent  intercourse.  I  will  receive  from  them,  not 
what  they  have,  but  wliat  they  are.  They  shall  give  me 
that  which  properly  they  cannot  give,  but  which  ema- 
nates from  them.  But  they  shall  not  hold  me  by  any 
relations  less  subtile  and  pure.  We  will  meet  as  though 
we  met  not,  and  part  as  though  we  parted  not. 

It  has  seemed  to  me  lately  more  possible  than  I  knew, 
to  carry  a  friendship  greatly,  on  one  side,  without  due 
correspondence  on  the  other.  Why  should  I  cumber 
myself  with  regrets  that  the  receiver  is  not  capacious  P 
It  never  troubles  the  sun  that  some  of  his  rays  fall  wide 
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and  vain  into  ungrateful  space,  and  only  h  small  part  on 
the  reflecting, planet.  Let  jour  greatness  educate  the 
crude  and  cold  companion.  1(  lie  is  unequal,  he  will 
presently  pass  away;  but  thou  art  enlarged  by  thy  own 
shining,  and,  no  longer  a  mate  for  frogs  and  worms,  dost 
soar  and  burn  with  the  gods  of  the  empyrean.  It  is 
thought  a  disgrace  to  lo?e  unrequited.  But  the  great 
will  see  that  true  love  cannot  be  unrequited.  True  love 
transcends  the  unworthy  object,  and  dwells  and  broods 
on  the  eternal,  and  when  the  pour  iuterposed  mask  crum- 
bles, it  is  not  sad,  but  feels  rid  of  so  much  earth,  and 
feels  its  independency  the  surer.  Yet  these  things  may 
hardly  be  said  without  a  sort  of  treachery  to  the  relalion. 
The  essence  of  friendship  is  cntirencss,  a  total  magna- 
nimity and  trust.  It  must  not  surmise  or  provide  for 
infirmity.  It  treats  its  object  aa  a  god,  that  it  may  deify 
both. 
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Theme  no  poet  glsdl;  sang. 
Fair  to  old  and  foul  to  jroung, 
Scorn  not  thou  the  love  of  parti. 
And  the  articles  of  arts. 
Grandeur  of  the  perfect  sphere 
Tlianka  the  atoms  that  cohere. 
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What  right  have  I  to  write  on  Prudenee,  whereof  I 
have  little,  and  that  of  tlie  negative  sort?  My  prudence 
consists  in  avoiding  and  going  without,  not  in  the  in- 
venting of  means  and  methods,  not  in  adroit  steering,  not 
in  gentle  repairing.  I  liave  no  skill  to  make  money 
spend  well,  no  genius  in  mj  economj,  and  whoever  sees 
mj  garden  discovers  that  I  must  have  some  other  garden. 
Yet  I  love  facts,  and  hate  lubricity,  and  people  without 
perception.  Tlien  I  have  the  same  title  to  write  on  pru- 
dence, that  I  iiave  to  write  on  poetry  or  holiness.  Wo 
write  from  aspiration  and  antagonism,  as  well  as  from 
experience.  We  paint  those  qualities  which  we  do  not 
possess.  Tlie  poet  admires  the  nmn  of  energy  and  tac- 
tics ;  tlie  merchant  breeds  his  son  for  the  church  or  the 
bar;  and  where  a  man  ia  not  vain  and  egotistic,  you 
shall  find  wliat  he  has  not  by  his  praise.  Moreover,  it 
would  be  hardly  honest  in  me  not  to  balance  lliese  fine 
Ijric  words  of  Love  and  Friendship  with  words  of  coarser 
sound,  and,  whilst  my  debt  to  my  senses  is  real  and  con- 
stant, not  to  own  it  in  passing. 

Prudence  jg  the  virtue  of  the  senses.  It  is  the  science 
of  appearances.  It  is  the  oiitinost  action  of  the  inward 
life.     It  is  God  taking  thought  for  oxeu.     It  inoves  mat- 
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ter  after  tlie  lawa  of  matter.  It  is  content  to  seek  health 
of  bodj  by  complying  with  physical  conditions,  and  health 
of  mbd  by  the  ]&W9  of  tlie  intellect. 

The  world  of  the  senses  is  a  woild  of  shows ;  it  does 
not  exist  for  itself,  but  lias  a  symbolic  character;  and  a 
true  prudence  or  law  of  shows  recognizes  the  co-presence 
of  other  hiws,  and  knows  that  its  own  office  is  subaltern ; 
knows  that  it  is  surface  and  not  centre  where  it  works. 
Pmdence  is  false  when  detached.  It  is  legitimate  when 
it  is  the  Natural  History  of  the  soul  incBmat« ;  wben  it 
unfolds  the  beauty  of  lawa  within  the  narrow  scope  oi 
the  senses. 

There  are  all  degrees  of  proficiency  in  knowledge  of 
the  world.  It  is  sufficient,  to  our  present  purpose,  to 
indicate  three.  One  class  live  to  the  utility  of  the  sym- 
bol; esteeming  health  and  wealth  a  final  good.  Another 
class  live  above  this  mark  to  the  beauty  of  the  symbol; 
as  the  poet  and  artist,  and  the  naturalist,  and  man  of 
science.  A  third  class  live  above  the  beauty  of  the  sym- 
bol to  the  beauty  of  tlie  thing  signified;  these  are  wise 
men.  The  first  class  have  common- sense ;  the  second, 
taste;  and  the  third,  spiritual  perception.  Once  in  a 
long  time,  a  man  traverses  the  whole  scale,  and  sees  and 
enjoys  the  symbol  solidly ;  then  also  has  a  clear  eye  for 
its  beauty,  and,  lastly,  whilst  he  pilches  his  tent  on  this 
sacred  volcanic  isle  of  nature,  docs  not  offer  to  build 
houses  and  bams  thereon,  reverencing  the  splendor  of 
the  God  which  be  sees  bursting  through  each  cliiuk  and 
cranny. 

The  world  is  Riled  with  the  proverbs  and  acts  and 
winkings  of  a  base  prudence,  which  b  a  devotion  to 
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matter,  Ba  if  we  possessed  no  other  faculties  tban  the 
palate,  tlie  nose,  tlie  (oucli,  tlie  e;e  and  ear;  a  prudence 
whicli  adores  the  Rule  of  Three,  which  never  aubscribes, 
which  never  gives,  wliich  seldom  lends,  and  asks  but  one 
question  of  any  project,  —  Will  il  bake  bread  ?  This  is 
a  disease  like  a  thickening  of  tbe  skin  until  4fie  vital 
organs  are  destroyed.  But  culture,  tevealiug  tbe  high 
origin  of  tbe  apparent  world,  and  aiming  at  the  perfec- 
tion of  (he  man  as  ihe  end,  degrades  everything  else,  as 
health  and  bodily  life,  iutu  means.  It  sees  prudence  not 
to  he  a  several  faculty,  but  a.  name  for  wisdom  and  virtue 
conversing  with  the  body  and  its  wants.  Cultivated 
men  always  feel  and  speak  so,  as  if  a  great  fortune,  the 
achievement  of  a  civil  or  social  measure,  great  personal 
influence,  a  graceful  and  commanding  address,  had  their 
value  as  proofs  of  tbe  energy  of  tbe  spirit.  If  a  man 
lose  his  balance,  and  immerse  himself  in  any  trades  or 
pleasures  for  their  own  sake,  he  may  be  a  good  wheel 
or  pin,  hut  he  is  not  a  cultivated  man. 

The  spurious  prudence,  making  the  senses  final,  is  the 
god  of  sots  and  cowards,  and  is  the  subject  of  all  comedy. 
It  is  nature's  joke,  and  therefore  literature's.  The  true 
prndence  limits  this  sensualism  by  admitting  tlie  knowl- 
edge of  an  internal  and  real  world.  This  recognition 
once  made,  —  the  order  of  the  world  and  the  distribution 
of  affairs  and  times  being  studied  with  the  co-perception 
of  their  aubonlinate  place,  will  reward  any  degree  of 
attention.  For  our  existence,  thus  apparently  attached 
in  nature  to  tbe  sun  and  the  returning  njoon  and  the 
periods  which  they  mark,  —  so  susceptible  te  climate 
aud  to  country,  so  alive  to  social  good  and  evil,  so  fond 
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of  splendor,  and  so  tender  to  hunger  aud  cold  and  debt, 
—  leada  ali  its  primary  lessons  out  o!  these  books. 

Frudeuce  doea  not  go  behind  natui'e,  aud  ask  nlteuce 
it  is.  It  takea  the  laws  of  the  world,  wlierebj  man's 
being  is  conditioned,  aa  the;  are,  and  keeps  these  laws, 
that  it  «iaj  enjo;  their  proper  good.  It  respects  space 
and  time,  climate,  want,  sleep,  the  law  of  polurit;,  growth 
and  death.  There  revolve  Uj  give  bound  and  period  to 
his  being,  on  all  sides,  the  sun  and  moon,  the  great  for- 
malists in  the  akj ;  liere  lies  stubborn  matter,  aud  will 
not  swerve  from  its  chemical  routine.  Here  is  a  planted 
globe,  pierced  aud  belled  with  natural  laws,  aud  feuced 
and  distributed  eilernally  with  civil  partitions  and  prop- 
erties which  impose  new  restraiuts  on  the  jouug  inliabi- 

We  eat  of  the  bread  which  grows  in  the  field.  We 
live  b;  the  air  which  blows  around  us,  and  we  are  poi- 
soned by  the  Mr  that  is  too  cold  or  too  hot,  too  dry  or 
too  wet.  Time,  which  shows  so  vacant,  indivisible,  aud 
diviue  in  its  coming,  is  slit  aud  peddled  into  trifles  aud 
tatters.  A  door  is  to  be  painted,  a  lock  to  be  repaired. 
I  want  wood,  or  oil,  or  meal,  or  salt;  the  hoase  smokes, 
or  I  have  a  headache ;  then  the  tax ;  aud  au  aflair  to  be 
transacted  with  a  man  without  heart  or  brains;  and  the 
stinging  recollectiou  of  an  iiijarious  or  very  awkward 
word,  —  these  eat  up  the  hours.  Do  what  we  can,  sum- 
mer will  have  its  flies :  if  we  walk  in  the  woods,  wc  must 
feed  mosquitoes ;  if  we  go  a-fishiug,  we  must  expect  a 
wet  coat.  Then  climate  is  a  great  impediment  to  idle 
persons  ;  we  often  resolve  to  give  up  the  care  of  the 
weather,  but  still  we  regard  the  clouds  and  the  rain. 
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We  are  instmoted  by  tbese  petty  experiences  wliicli 
usurp  tbe  bours  and  years,  Tlie  bard  soil  and  four 
nioDlbs  o(  suov  make  tlie  iubabitaut  of  tbe  norllicm 
temperate  zoue  wiser  and  abler  tbau  bis  fellow  vrbo  ea- 
juys  tbe  fixed  smile  of  tbe  tropics.  Tbe  isUudcr  may 
ramble  all  day  at  wdl.  At  niglit,  be  may  sleep  on  a 
mat  under  tbe  moon,  and  wlierever  a  wild  dutc-tree 
grows,  nature  lias,  witbout  a  prayer  even,  spread  a 
table  for  bis  tnoruing  meal.  Tbe  northerner  is  perforce 
a  bousebolder.  He  must  brew,  bake,  salt,  and  preserve 
bis  food,  and  pile  wood  and  coal.  But  as  it  bappeiis 
tliat  not  one  stroke  can  labor  lay  to,  witbout  sniiiE  new 
acquaintance  with  nature;  and  as  nature  is  inexliatistibly 
significant,  tbe  inbabitants  of  tbesc  climates  liave  always 
excelled  tbe  soutlierner  ia  force.  Sucli  is  tbe  value  of 
tbese  matters,  tliat  a  man  who  knows  otber  things  can 
never  know  too  much  of  tbese.  Let  him  have  accurate 
perceptions.  Let  him,  if  he  have  hands,  handle ;  if  eyes, 
measure  and  discriminate;  let  him  accept  and  liive  every 
fact  of  chemistry,  natural  history,  and  economics ;  tbe 
more  be  has,  tbe  less  is  he  willing  to  spare  any  one. 
Time  is  always  bringing  the  occasions  that  disclose  their 
value.  Some  wisdom  conies  out  of  every  natural  and 
innocent  action.  The  domestic  man,  who  loves  no  mu- 
sic so  well  as  bis  kitchen  clock,  and  the  airs  which  the 
logs  sing  to  bim  as  tliey  bum  ou  the  hearth,  lias  solaces 
Vhich  others  never  dream  of,  Tbe  application  of  means 
to  ends  bsures  victory  and  tlie  songs  of  victory,  not  less 
in  a  farm  or  a  shop  than  in  the  lacttcs  of  party  or  of  war, 
Tbe  good  husband  finds  method  as  efficient  in  the  pack- 
ing of  flie-wood  in  a  shed,  or  b  the  harvesting  of  fruits 
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ill  the  ceQar,  ns  in  Peninsular  campaigns  or  the  files  of 
the  Department  of  Stat«.  In  the  raiu^  da;,  he  builds  a 
work-bench,  or  gets  bis  tool-box  set  in  the  comer  of 
the  bam-chamber,  and  stored  with  nails,  ^mlet,  pincers, 
screw-driver,  and  cliisel.  Hereiu  he  tastes  an  old  joj  of 
youth  and  childhood,  the  cat-like  love  of  garrets,  presses, 
and  corn-cliambera,  and  of  the  conveniences  of  long 
housekeeping.  His  garden  or  liis  poullrj-jard  tells  him 
nianj  pleasant  anecdotes.  One  might  find  ailment  for 
optimism  in  the  abundant  flow  of  this  snccliarine  element 
of  pleasure  in  every  suburb  and  eitremity  of  the  good 
world.  Let  a  man  keep  the  law,  —  any  law,  —  and  his 
way  will  be  strown  with  satisfactions.  There  is  more 
difference  in  the  quality  of  our  pleasures  than  in  the 
amount. 

On  the  other  hand,  nature  punishes  any  neglect  of 
prudence.  If  yon  think  the  senses  final,  obey  their  law. 
If  you  believe  in  the  soul,  do  not  cluicli  at  sensual  sweet- 
ness before  it  is  ripe  on  the  slow  tree  of  cause  and  effect. 
It  is  vmegar  io  the  eyes,  to  deal  with  men  of  loose  and 
imperfect  perception.  Dr.  Johnson  is  reported  to  have 
said,  "  If  the  child  says  he  looked  out  of  this  window, 
when  he  looked  out  of  that,  —  whip  him."  Our  Ameri- 
can character  is  marked  by  a  more  than  average  delight 
in  accurate  perception,  which  is  shown  by  the  currency 
of  the  byword,  "  No  mistake."  But  the  discomfort  of 
unpunctuality,  of  confusion  of  thought  about  facts,  of 
inattention  to  the  wants  of  to-morrow,  is  of  no  nation, 
Tlie  beautiful  laws  of  time  and  space,  once  dislocated  by 
our  inaptitude,  are  holes  and  dens.  If  the  hive  be  dis- 
turbed by  rash  and  stupid  hands,  instead  of  honey,  it 
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win  jield  us  bees.  Our  words  and  actions  to  be  fair 
must  be  limely.  A  gay  and  pleasant  sound  is  tbe  wliet- 
ting  of  the  scythe  in  the  mornii^  of  June ;  jet  wliat 
is  more  lonesome  and  sad  tiian  tlie  sound  of  a  whetstone 
or  mower's  rifle,  when  it  is  too  Ute  in  the  season  to  make 
hay  ?  Scatter-brained  and  "  afternoon  men  "  spoil  much 
more  than  their  own  aSair,  in  spoiling  the  temper  of 
those  who  deal  with  them.  I  have  seen  a  criticism  on 
some  paintings,  of  which  I  am  reminded  when  1  see  the 
shiftless  and  unhappy  men  who  are  not  true  to  their 
senses.  Tlie  Grand  Duke  of  Weimar,  Goethe's  friend, -a 
man  of  superior  undersianding,  said;  "I  have  sometimes 
remarked  in  the  presence  of  great  works  of  act,  and  just 
now  especially,  in  Dresden,  how  much  a  certain  property 
contributes  to  the  effect  which  gives  hfe  to  the  figures,  and 
to  the  life  an  irresistible  truth.  This  property  is  the  bit- 
ting, in  all  the  figures  we  draw,  the  right  centre  of  grav- 
ity. I  mean,  the  placing  the  figures  firm  upon  their  feet, 
making  the  hands  grusp,  and  fastening  tbe  eyes  on  the 
spot  where  they  sljould  look.  Kven  lifeless  figures,  as 
vessels  and  stools,  — let  them  be  drawn  ever  so  correctly, 
—  lose  all  effect  so  soon  as  they  lack  the  resting  upon 
their  centre  of  gravity,  and  have  a  certain  swimming  and 
oscillating  appearance.  The  Raphael,  in  the  Dresden 
gallery  (the  only  greatly  affecting  picture  whicii  I  liavs 
seen),  is  the  qnietest  and  most  passionless  piece  you  can 
imaguie;  a  couple  of  saints  who  worship  the  Virgin  and 
Child.  Netertheless,  it  awakens  a  deeper  impression 
than  tbe  contortions  of  ten  crueiSed  martyrs.  For, 
beside  all  tbe  resistless  beauty  of  form,  it  possesses  in  the 
highest  degree  the  property  of  the  perpeiidicubirity  of  all 
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the  figures."  Tliis  perpeudicularily  we  demand  of  nil 
tlie  figures  in  this  picture  of  life.  Let  tlieiii  staud  od 
their  feet,  aud  nut  flcmL  and  swing.  Let  us  know  wliere 
to  flud  them.  Let  them  discrimiuate  between  what  tliej 
renieiiiber  and  wbal  they  dreamed,  use  plain  speecli,  give 
us  facts,  and  bouor  tlieir  own  senses  witb  truat. 

But  wbat  man  sball  dare  tai  auotliet  witli  imprudeuce  ? 
Who  is  prudeutP  Tbc  men  we  call  greatest  are  least 
in  tills  kiugdoin.  Tbere  is  a  certain  fatal  dislocation  in 
our  relation  lo  nature,  distorting  our  modes  of  liviug, 
and  mating  everj  law  our  euejnj,  wiijcli  seems  at  last  to 
Lave  aroused  all  tbe  wit  and  virtue  in  tlie  world  to  pon- 
der tbe  question  of  Reform.  We  must  call  the  highest 
prudeuce  to  counsel,  aud  ask  why  health  and  beauty  and 
genius  should  now  be  the  exception,  rather  than  tlie  rule, 
oflmman  nature?  We  do  not  know  the  properties  of 
plants  aud  animals,  and  tlie  laws  of  nature  through  our 
sympathy  with  tbe  same ;  but  this  remains  the  dream 
of  poets.  Poetry  and  prudence  should  be  coincident. 
Poets  should  be  lawgivers ;  that  is,  tbe  boldest  lyric  in- 
spiration sliould  not  chide  and  insult,  but  should  an- 
nounce and  lead  tbe  civil  code,  aud  tbe  day's  work. 
But  now  the  two  things  seem  irrecoueilably  parted.  We 
have  violated  law  upon  law,  until  we  stand  amidst  ruins, 
and  when  by  cliauce  we  espy  a  coincidence  between  rea- 
son and  tbe  phenomeua,  we  arc  surprised.  Beauty 
should  be  the  dowry  of  every  man  and  woman,  as  inva- 
riably as  sensation ;  but  it  is  rare.  Health  or  sound 
organiiiation  should  be  universal.  Genius  sliould  be  the 
child  of  genius,  and  every  cbild  should  be  inspired ;  but 
now  it  ia  not  lo  be  predicted  oi  any  child,  aud  nowbera 
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ia  it  pure.  We  call  partial  half-lights,  by  courtesy, 
geiiius ;  talent  vhick  cooverta  itself  to  money ;  talent 
wliicb  glitters  to-daj,  that  it  maj  dine  and  sleep  well  to- 
morrow ;  and  societj  is  officered  bj  men  of  partt,  as  they 
are  properl;  called,  and  not  hy  divine  men.  Tliese  use 
their  gifts  to  refine  luxury,  not  to  abolish  it.  Genius 
is  always  ascetic ;  and  piety  and  love.  Appetite  shows 
to  the  finer  soub  as  a  disease,  and  they  find  beauty  in 
rites  and  bounds  tliat  resist  it. 

We  have  found  out  fine  names  to  cover  our  sensuality 
withal,  but  no  gifts  can  raise  intemperance.  The  man 
of  talent  aGfects  to  call  his  transgressions  of  the  laws  of 
the  senses  trivial,  and  to  count  them  nothing  considered 
with  his  devotion  to  his  art.  His  art  never  taught  him 
lewdness,  uor  the  love  of  wine,  nor  the  wish  to  reap 
.  where  he  had  not  sowed.  His  art  is  less  for  every  de- 
duction from  his  holiness,  and  less  for  every  defect  of 
common-sense.  On  hiin  who  scorned  the  world,  as  lie 
said,  the  scorned  world  wreaks  its  revenge.  Ue  that 
despiseth  small  things  will  perish  by  little  and  little. 
Goethe's  Tasso  is  very  likely  to  be  a  pretty  fair  historical 
portrait,  and  that  ia  true  tragedy.  It  does  not  seem  to 
me  so  genuine  grief  when  some  tyrannous  Kichard  the 
Third  oppresses  aud  slays  a  score  of  innocent  persons,  as 
when  Antonio  and  Tasso,  both  apparently  right,  wrong 
each  other.  One  living  after  the  maxims  of  this  world, 
and  consistent  and  true  lo  them,  Ihe  other  fired  with  all 
divine  sentiments,  yet  grasping  also  at  the  pleasures  of 
sense,  without  submitting  to  their  law.  That  is  a  grief 
we  all  feel,  a  knot  we  cannot  untie.  Tasso's  is  no  in- 
frequent case  in  modem  biography.    A  mui  of  genius. 
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of  an  ardeat  temperament,  reckless  of  pliyaical  laws,  self- 
iudulgent,  becomes  presently  unfortunate,  querulous,  a 
"  (liscomforlable  cousin,"  a  tliorn  to  himself  and  to 
otiiers. 

Tlie  scliolar  sliames  us  bj  lijs  bifold  lie.  Whilst  some- 
thing higher  than  prudeuce  Js  active,  he  is  admirable; 
vhen  common-seuse  is  wanted,  he  is  an  encumbrance. 
Yesterday,  Ceesac  was  not  so  great ;  to-day,  the  felon 
at  llie  gallows'  foot  is  not  more  miserable.  Yesterday, 
radiant  with  the  light  of  an  idea)  world,  in  which  he  lives, 
the  first  of  men ;  and  now  oppressed  by  wants  and  by 
sickness,  for  which  he  must  thank  himself.  He  resem- 
bles the  pitiful  drivellers,  whom  travellers  describe  as 
frequenting  the  bazaars  of  Constantinople,  who  skulk 
about  all  day,  jellow,  emaciated,  ragged,  anealting ; 
and  at  evening,  when  the  bazaars  are  open,  slink  lo  the 
opium-sliop,  swallow  their  morsel,  aud  become  tranquil 
and  glorified  seers.  And  who  has  not  seen  the  tragedy 
of  imprudent  genius,  struggling  for  years  with  paltry  pe- 
cuniary difficulties,  at  last  sinking,  chilled,  exhausted,  and 
fruitless,  like  a  giant  slaughtered  by  pins  ? 

Is  it  not  better  that  a  man  should  accept  the  first 
pains  and  mortifications  of  this  sort,  which  natuK  is  not 
slack  in  sending  him,  as  hints  that  he  must  expect  no 
other  good  than  tlie  just  fruit  of  Ins  own  labor  and  self- 
denial  P  Health,  bread,  climate,  social  position,  have 
their  imporUnce,  and  he  will  give  them  their  due.  Let 
him  esteem  Nature  a  perpetual  counsellor,  and  her  per- 
fections the  exact  measure  of  our  deviations.  Let  him 
make  the  night  night,  and  the  day  day.  Let  him  con- 
trol the  habit  of  expense.    Let  him  see  that  as  much 
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visdom  maj  be  expended  on  a  private  ecouorny  as  on  nn 
empire,  and  as  much  wisdom  maj  be  drawn  frota  it. 
Tlie  laws  of  the  world  are  written  out  for  liim  on  every 
piece  of  money  in  his  haud.  There  is  nothing  lie  will 
not  be  the  belter  fur  knowing,  were  it  onlj  the  wisdom 
of  Poor  Richard ;  or  the  Slate  Street  prudence  of  buying 
by  the  acre  to  sell  by  tlie  foot;  or  the  thrift  of  the  agri- 
culturist, Ifl  stict  a  tree  betwcEU  whiles,  because  It  will 
grow  whilst  he  sleeps  ;  or  the  prudence  which  consists 
in  husbanding  little  strokes  of  the  tool,  little  portions  of 
time,  particles  of  stock,  and  smitll  gains.  Tbe  eye  of 
prudence  may  never  shut.  Iron,  if  kept  at  the  iron- 
monger's, will  rust ;  beer,  if  not  brewed  in  the  rigiit  state 
of  the  alinospbere,  will  sour ;  timber  of  ships  will  rot  at 
sea,  or,  if  laid  up  hi^b  and  dry,  will  straiu,  warp,  and 
dry-rot;  money,  if  kept  by  us,  yields  no  rent,  and  is 
liable  to  loss  ;  if  invested,  is  liable  to  depreciation  of  tbe 
particular  kind  of  stock.  Strike,  says  the  smith,  the  iron 
is  white;  keep  the  rake,  says  the  liaymaker,  as  nigh  tlia 
scythe  as  you  can,  and  the  cart  as  nigh  the  rake.  Our 
Yankee  trade  is  reputed  to  be  very  much  on  tlie  extreme 
of  this  prudence.  It  takes  bank-notes,  —  good,  bad, 
clean,  ragged,  —  and  saves  itself  by  the  speed  with  which 
it  passes  them  off.  Iron  cannot  rust,  nor  beer  sour,  nor 
timber  rot,  nor  calicoes  go  out  of  fashion,  nor  money 
stocks  depreciate,  in  the  few  swift  momeuts  iu  which  the 
Tfankee  suffers  any  one  of  them  to  remain  iu  his  possession. 
In  skating  over  thin  ice,  our  safety  is  in  our  speed. 

Let  him  learn  a  prudeuce  of  a  higher  strain.  Let  bim 
leara  that  everything  in  nature,  even  motes  and  feathers, 
goes  by  law  and  not  by  luck,  and  that  what  he  sows  he 
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reapa.  B;  diligence  and  self-comniiuid,  let  bim  pnt  tlie 
bread  be  eats  at  bis  own  disposal,  llml  he  uiaj  not  staud  in 
bitter  and  false  relations  to  other  men;  for  the  best  good 
of  wealth  is  freedom.  Let  him  practise  the  minor  virtues. 
How  much  of  human  life  is  lust  in  waiting !  let  him  not 
make  his  fellow-creatures  wait.  How  man;  words  and 
promises  are  promises  of  conversation !  let  his  be  words 
of  fate.  Wben  he  sees  a  folded  and  sealed  scrap  of  paper 
float  round  the  globe  in  a  pine  ship,  and  come  safe  to  llie 
e;e  for  wbich  it  was  written,  amidst  a  swarming  popu- 
lation, let  bim  likewise  feel  the  admonition  to  integrate 
hb  being  across  all  these  distracting  forces,  and  keep  a 
slender  human  word  among  the  storms,  distances,  and 
accidents  that  drive  us  hither  and  thither,  and,  bj  per- 
sisteiicj,  make  the  paltry  force  of  one  man  reappear  to 
redeem  its  pledge,  after  mouths  and  jears,  in  the  most 
distant  climates. 

We  must  not  trj  to  write  the  laws  of  any  one  virtue, 
looking  at  that  oulj.  Human  nature  loves  no  contra- 
dictious, but  is  symmetrical.  The  prudence  which  se- 
cures an  outward  well-being  is  not  to  be  studied  bj  one 
set  of  men,  wbilst  berobm  and  holiness  are  studied  bj 
another,  but  the;  are  reconcilable.  Prudence  concerns 
the  present  time,  persons,  property,  and  existing  forms. 
But  as  ever;  fiict  hatli  its  roots  in  the  soul,  and,  if  the 
soul  were  changed,  would  cease  to  be,  or  would  becouie 
some  other  thing,  the  proper  admiuistratton  of  outward 
things  will  always  rest  on  a  just  apprehension  of  their 
cause  and  origin,  that  is,  the  good  man  will  be  the  wise 
man,  and  the  single-hearted,  the  politic  man.  Every 
violation  of  truth  is  not  only  a  sort  of  suicide  in  the  bar. 
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but  IS  a  sUb  at  the  health  of  human  society.  On  the 
moat  profitable  lie,_the  course  of  events  presenllj  lajs  a 
destructive  tax;  vliilst  frankness  invites  frankness,  puts 
tlie  parties  on  a  convenient  footing,  and  makes  tlieJr 
business  a  friendship.  Trust  men,  and  tbey  ffill  be  true  to 
you ;  treat  tliem  greatly,  and  they  will  show  tbemselves 
great,  though  they  make  an  exception  in  jour  favor  to 
all  their  rules  of- trade. 

So,  in  regard  to  disagreeable  and  formidable  things, 
prudence  does  not  consist  in  evasion,  or  in  flight,  but  in 
courage.  He  who  wishes  to  walk  in  the  most  peaceful 
parts  of  life  with  any  serenity  must  screw  himself  up  to 
resolution.  Let  liim  front  tlie  object  of  his  worst  appre- 
bension,  and  bis  stoutness  will  commonly  make  his  fear 
groundless.  Tlie  Latin  proverb  sajs,  that  "in  battles 
the  eye  is  first  overcome."  Entire  self-possession  may 
make  a  Mttle  very  little  more  dangerous  to  life  than  a 
match  at  foils  or  at  football.  Examples  are  cited  by  sol- 
diers, of  men  who  have  seen  the  cannon  pointed,  and  the 
fire  given  lo  it,  and  wlio  have  stepped  aside  from  the 
path  of  the  ball.  The  terrors  of  the  storm  are  ehieiy 
confined  to  the  parlor  and  the  cabin.  The  drover,  the 
sailor,  buffets  it  all  day,  and  his  health  tenths  itself  at 
B9  vigorous  a  pulse  under  the  sleet,  as  under  the  sun  of 

In  the  occnrrenee  of  unpleasant  things  among  neigh- 
bors, fear  comes  readily  to  heart,  and  magnifies  the  con- 
sequence of  the  other  party;  hut  it  is  a  bad  counsellor. 
Every  man  is  actually  weak,  and  apparently  strong.  To 
himself,  he  seems  weak ;  to  others,  formidable.  You  are 
aiJraid  of  Grim ;  hut  Grim  also  is  afraid  of  you.    You  are 
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solicitous  of  the  good>wi1l  of  the  meanest  person,  ntieasj 
at  bis  ill-vill.  Bui  the  sturdiest  olTender  of  ;our  peace 
and  of  the  neighborhood,  if  jou  rip  up  Hi  claims,  is  aa 
thill  and  timid  as  any;  and  tlie  peace  of  society  is  often 
kept,  hecause,  as  children  say,  one  is  afraid  and  the 
other  dares  not.  Far  off,  men  swell,  bully,  and  threaten; 
bring  tliem  hand  to  band,  and  they  are  a  feeble  folk. 

It  is  a  proverb,  that  'courtesy  costs  nothing';  but 
calculation  might  come  to  value  lore  for  its  profit.  Love 
is  fabled  to  be  blind ;  but  kudness  is  necessary  to  per- 
ception; love  is  not  a  hood,  but  an  eye-water.  If  you 
meet  a  sectary,  or  a  hostile  partisan,  never  recoguize  the 
ulviding  lines;  but  meet  on  what  common  grouud  re- 
mains,—  if  only  that  the  sun  shines,  and  the  rain  rains 
for  both ;  the  area  will  widen  very  fast,  and  ere  you  know 
it  the  boundary  mountains,  an  which  (he  eye  had  fastened, 
have  melted  into  air.  If  they  set  out  to  contend,  St. 
Paul  will  lie,  and  St.  John  will  hate.  What  low,  poor, 
paltry,  hypocritical  people  an  argument  on  religion  will 
make  of  the  pure  and  chosen  souls !  Tliey  will  shufHe, 
and  crow,  erook,  and  hide,  feign  to  confess  here,  only 
that  tltey  may  brag  and  conquer  there,  and  not  a  than  jht 
has  enriched  either  party,  and  not  an  emotion  of  bravery, 
modesty,  or  hope.  So  neither  should  you  put  yourself 
iu  a  false  position  with  your  contemporaries,  by  indulging 
a  vein  of  hostility  and  bitterness.  Tliough  your  views 
are  in  straight  antagonism  to  theirs,  assume  an  identity 
of  sentiment,  assume  that  you  are  saying  precisely  that 
which  all  think,  and  in  the  flow  of  wit  and  love  roll  out 
your  paradones  in  solid  column,  with  not  the  infirmity  of 
a  doubt.    So  at  least  shall  you  get  an  adequate  deliver- 
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once.  The  nalural  motiona  of  the  soul  are  so  mucli  bet- 
ter tliaa  tlie  voluutary  ones,  that  ;ou  will  never  do  your- 
self justice  in  dispute.  The  thought  is  not  then  taken 
hold  of  b;  tlie  right  liatidie,  does  iiot  show  itself  piopor- 
tiuned,  and  iu  its  true  bearings,  but  gives  extorted, 
lioar^,  and  half  witness.  £ut  assume  a  couseat,  aud 
it  shall  preseutl;  be  granted,  since,  really,  aud  uuder- 
neatli  their  external  diversities,  all  men  are  of  one  heart 
and  mind. 

Wisdom  will  never  let  us  stand  with  any  man  or  mea 
on  an  unfriendly  footing.  We  refuse  sympathy  and  in- 
timacy witb  people,  as  if  we  waited  for  some  better  sym- 
pathy and  intimacy  to  come.  Sut  whence  and  when 't 
To-morrow  will  be  like  lo-day.  Life  wastes  itself  whilst 
we  are  pre|iaring  to  live.  Our  friends  and  fellow- workers 
die  off  from  ua.  Scarcely  can  we  say,  we  see  new  men, 
new  women,  approaching  us.  We  are  too  old  to  regard 
fashion,  too  old  to  expect  patronage  of  any  greater  or 
more  powerful.  Let  us  suck  the  sweetness  of  those  af- 
fections and  consuetudes  that  grow  near  us.  These  old 
shoes  are  easy  to  the  feet.  Undoubtedly,  we  can  easily 
pick  faults  in  our  company,  can  easily  whisper  names 
prouder,  and  that  tickle  the  fancy  more.  Every  man's 
imagination  hath  its  friends;  and  life  would  be  dearer 
with  such  eompanions.  But,  if  you  cannot  have  them 
on  good  mutual  terms,  you  eauiiot  liave  them.  If  not 
the  Deity,  but  our  ambition,  hews  and  shapes  the  new 
relations,  their  virtue  escapes,  as  stvawberries  lose  tlieir 
flavor  in  garden-beds. 

Thus  truth,  frankness,  courage,  love,  linmility,  and  all 
the  virtues,  range  themselves  on  the  side  of  prudence,  or 
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tbe  art  of  securing  a  present  well-being.  I  do  not  know 
if  all  matter  Irill  be  found  to  be  made  of  one  element,  as 
Mjgen  or  hjdrc^n,  at  last,  but  tbe  world  of  manners 
and  actions  is  wrougbt  of  one  stuff,  and,  begin  wliere  \ie 
vill,  we  are  prett;  sure  in  a  sbort  space  to  be  mumbling 
our  ten  commandments. 
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"  FtndiM  b  under  tlie  ihiidov  of  iwordi," 

RuBT  wine  is  drnnk  by  knaves. 
Sugar  apends  to  fatten  alavei, 
Kose  and  vine-leaf  deck  Ijulfoons; 
Thunder-cloiida  arc  Jove's  festoona. 
Drooping  oft  in  wreaths  of  dresd 
Lightning -knotted  round  hia  head; 
The  hero  is  not  fed  on  swe«t8, 
Daily  hia  own  heai-t  he  eats; 
Chambers  of  the  great  are  jails, 
Aud  head-winds  light  for  rojd  sails 
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In  lie  elder  EnglUIi  dramatists,  and  mainl;  in  tlie 
plays  of  Beaumout  and  Fletcher,  tbere  ia  a  constant 
recognition  of  geutilit;,  as  if  a  uoble  behavior  were  as 
easily  marked  ia  tlie  Bociet;  of  ttieir  age,  aa  colot  ia  in 
our  Americau  population.  When  any  Rodrigo,  Pedro, 
or  Valerio  enters,  tliougli  lie  be  a  stranger,  the  duke  or 
governor  exclwins,  Tliis  is  a  gentleman,  —  and  proffers 
civilities  without  end ;  but  all  the  reet  are  slag  and  refuse. 
In  harmony  with  this  delight  in  personal  advantages, 
tliere  is  in  their  plays  a  certain  heroic  cast  of  character 
and  dialogue, — as  in  Bonduca,  Sopliocles,  the  Mad 
Lover,  tlie  Double  Marriage,  —  wherein  the  speaker  is 
so  earnest'  and  cordial,  and  on  such  deep  grounds  of 
character,  that  the  dialogue,  on  the  slightest  additional 
incident  in  the  plot,  rises  naturally  into  poetry.  Among 
many  texts,  take  llie  following  The  Roman  Marlius 
has  conquered  Athens,  —  all  but  the  invincible  spirits  of 
Sopliocles,  the  Duke  of  Athens,  and  Dorigen,  his  wife. 
The  beauty  of  the  latter  inflames  Martina,  and  he  seeks 
to  save  her  husband ;  but  Sophocles  will  not  ask  his  life, 
although  assured  that  a  woi'd  will  save  him,  and  the 
execution  of  both  proceeds. 
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"  Faleriia.    Bid  thy  wife  farewell. 

Sopi.    So,  I  will  lake  no  lenie.     My  Darigea, 
Yonder,  above,  'bout  Arindne's  crown, 
Mj  spirit  shall  bover  for  tbce.     Piitbee,  baate. 

Dor,     Stay,  Sophocles,  —  with  this  tie  up  my  aight ; 
Let  not  soft  natui'e  90  transformed  be. 
And  loae  ber  gentler  seied  bumanitj, 
To  make  me  ice  my  lord  bleed.     So,  't  ia  well ; 
Never  one  object  undemeatb  the  aun 
Will  I  behold  before  my  Sopboclei: 
Farewell ;  now  teach  the  Romnna  how  to  die. 

Mar.    Dost  know  what 't  ia  to  die  ? 

Sopi,    Thou  dost  Dot,  Martius, 
And,  Ibarefore,  not  what  't  is  to  Use  ;  to  die 
Is  to  begio  to  live.      It  is  to  end 

A  newer  and  a  better.      'T  ia  to  leave 
Deceitful  knaves  for  the  society 
Of  gods  aud  goodaesa.     Thou  thyself  must  part 
At  last  from  all  Iby  garlands,  pleasores,  triiuopha. 
And  prove  thy  foititnde  what  then  'twill  do. 

Fa(.    But  art  not  grieved  nor  vexed  to  leave  (by  life  Ibm? 

Sopi.    Why  should  I  grieve  or  vei  for  being  sent 
To  them  I  ever  loved  beat  ?    Now  I  '11  kned. 
But  with  my  back  toward  thee  ;  't  ia  (he  laat  duty 
This  trunk  can  do  the  gods. 

Mar.    Strike,  strike,  Valerius, 
Or  Martius'  heart  wiU  leap  oat  at  his  month  : 
This  is  a  man.  a  woman  I      Kiss  thy  lort. 
And  live  with  alt  the  freedom  yon  were  wont, 
0  love !  Ibgu  doubly  haat  aAictcd  me 
With  virtue  and  with  beauty.     TreacberolW  heart. 
My  hand  ihall  cnst  thpe  quick  into  my  Urn, 
Ere  thou  transgress  this  knot  of  piety. 
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Val.    What  ails  ray  brother? 

Soph.     Mnrtius,  U  Marting, 
Thou  now  hast  Touad  a  way  to  conquer  me. 

Dot.     0  star  of  Borne  I  nEst  gratitude  can  speak 
fit  vorda  to  rollow  auch  a  deed  as  this  1 

Star.     Tbis  admirable  duke,  Valerius, 
With  his  disdain  of  fortune  and  of  death, 
Captived  himseir,  has  cap(iTal«d  me,     ' 
And  (hoi^h  my  arm  hath  ta'en  his  body  here, 
His  soul  hath  salgugated  Martins'  soul. 
By  Romalua,  he  is  all  soul,  I  think  ; 
He  bath  no  flesh,  aud  spirit  cannot  be  gyved  ; 
Then  we  have  vanquished  nothing ;  be  is  free. 
And  Martius  walks  now  in  eaptivity." 

I  do  not  readilj  remember  any  poem,  pin;,  sermon, 
aove),  or  oration,  that  our  press  vents  iu  the  last  few 
years,  vliich  goes  to  the  same  tune.  We  liave  a  great 
many  flutes  and  flageolets,  but  not  often  the  sound  of  any 
fife.  Yet,  Wordsworth's  "  Laodamia,"  and  the  ode  of 
"Dion,"  and  some  sonnets,  have  a  certain  noble  music  ; 
and  Scott  will  sometimes  draw  a  stroke  like  the  portrait 
of  Lord  Evandale,  given  by  Balfour  of  Burlej.  Thomas 
Carljle,  with  his  natural  taste  for  wbat  is  manly  and 
daring  in  character,  has  snifered  no  heroic  trait  in  bis 
favorites  to  drop  from  his  biographical  aud  historical  pic- 
tures. Earlier,  Robert  Bums  has  given  us  a  song  or 
two.  In  the  Harleian  Miscellanies,  there  is  an  account 
of  the  battle  of  Lutzeu,  wbicb  deserves  to  be  read.  Aud 
Simon  Ockley's  History  of  the  Saracens  recounts  the 
prodigies  of  individual  valor  with  admiration,  all  the 
more  evident  on  the  part  of  the  narrator,  that  he  seems 
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to  tliink  tbit  his  place  in  Cliriatian  Oxford  requires  of 
him  SoinB  proper  protestations  of  abhorrence.  But,  if 
ve  explore  the  literature  of  Heroism,  we  shall  quickly 
come  to  Plutarcli,  wbo  is  its  Doctor  and  historian.  To 
him  we  owe  the  Brasidas,  the  Dion,  the  Epamiaondas,  the 
Scipio  of  old,  and  I  must  think  we  are  more  deeply 
indebted  to  liim*than  to  all  the  ancieut  writers.  Each 
of  bis  "  Lives "  is  a  rebuke  to  the  despondeacj  aud 
cowardice  of  onr  religious  and  political  theorists.  A 
wild  courage,  a  Stoicism  not  of  the  schools,  but  of  the 
blood,  shines  iu  ever;  anecdote,  and  bas  given  Ibat  book 
its  immense  fame. 

We  need  books  of  this  tart  catbartjc  virtue,  more  than 
books  of  political  science,  or  of  private  economj.  Life 
is  a  festival  onl;  to  the  wise.  Seen  from  the  nook  and 
chimnej.side  of  prudence,  it  wears  a  rag^  and  danger- 
ous front.  The  violations  of  the  laws  of  nature  b;  our 
predecessors  and  our  contemporaries  are  punished  iu  us 
also.  The  disease  and  deformit;  arouud  us  certif;  the 
infraction  of  natural,  intellectual,  and  moral  laws,  and 
often  violation  on  violation  to  breed  such  compound  mis- 
ery. A  lockjaw  that  benda  a  man^s  head  back  to  his 
heels ;  hydrophobia,  that  makes  him  bark  at  bis  wife  and 
babes ;  insanity,  that  makes  him  eat  grass ;  war,  plague, 
cholera,  famine,  indicate  a  certain  ferocity  in  nature, 
whicli,  as  it  had  its  inlet  by  human  crime,  must  have  its 
outlet  by  human  suffering.  Unhappily,  no  man  exists 
who  has  not  in  his  own  person  become,  to  some  amount, 
a  stockholder  in  the  sin,  and  so  made  bimself  liable  to  a 
share  in  the  expiation. 

Our  culture,  tbei'cfore,  must  not  omit  the  arming  of 
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the  man.  Let  btm  hear  in  seaaon,  tliat  he  is  born  into 
the  state  of  war,  and  that  the  cammon wealth  and  liis  own 
well-bemg  require  that  he  ahould  not  go  dancing  in  the 
ireeds  of  peace,  but  warned,  self-collected,  and  neither 
defjing  nor  dreading  the  thunder,  let  bin)  take  both  repu- 
tation and  life  iu  his  hand,  and,  witli  perfect  urbanitj, 
dare  the  gibbet  and  the  mob  by  the  absolute  truth  of  his 
speech,  and  the  rectitude  of  his  behavior. 

Towards  all  this  estemat  evil,  the  man  within  the 
breast  assumes  a  warlike  attitude,  and  affirms  his  ability 
t«  cope  single-handed  with  the  infinite  army  of  enemies. 
To  this  military  attitude  of  the  sold  we  give  the  name  of 
Heroism.  Its  rudest  form  is  the  contempt  for  safety  and 
ease,  which  makes  the  attractiveness  of  war.  It  is  a  self- 
trust  which  slights  the  restraints  of  prudence,  in  the  plen- 
itude of  its  ene^y  and  power  to  repair  the  harms  it  may 
suffer.  The  hero  is  a  mind  of  such  balance  that  no  dis- 
turbances can  shake  his  will,  but  pleasantly,  and,  as  it 
were,  merrily,  he  advances  to  his  own  music,  alike  iu 
frightful  alarms  and  in  the  tipsy  mirth  of  universal  disso> 
liiteness.  There  is  somewhat  not  philosophical  in  hero- 
ism ;  there  is  somewhat  not  holy  in  it ;  it  seems  not  to 
know  that  other  souls  are  of  one  texture  with  it  -,  it  has 
pride ;  it  is  the  extreme  of  individual  nature.  Neverthe- 
less, we  must  profoundly  revere  it.  There  is  somewhat 
in  great  actions,  which  does  not  allow  us  to  go  behind 
them.  Heroism  feels  and  never  reasons,  and  therefore 
is  always  right ;  and  although  a  different  breeding,  difTer- 
ent  religion,  and  greater  intellectual  activity  would  have 
modified  or  even  reversed  the  particular  action,  yet  for 
the  hero  that  thing  he  does  is  the  highest  deed,  and  ia 
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not  open  to  the  censure  of  pbiloso  pliers  or  divines.  It  is 
llie  avowal  of  the  unschooled  man,  that  Le  finds  a  qnalitj 
in  bim  that  ia  negligent  of  expense,  of  liealth,  of  life,  of 
danger,  of  hatred,  of  reproach,  and  knows  tbat  his  will  ia 
higher  and  more  excellent  tbau  all  actual  and  all  possible 
anlagonbts. 

Heroism  works  in  contradiction  to  the  voice  of  man- 
kind, and  in  contradiction,  for  a  time,  to  the  voice  of  tbe 
great  and  good.  Heroism  is  an  obedience  to  a  secret  im- 
pulse of  an  iadividual's  character.  Now  to  no  other  man 
can  its  wisdom  appear  as  it  does  to  him,  for  every  man 
must  be  supposed  to  see  a  little  farther  on  his  own  proper 
path  than  an;  one  else.  Tlierefore,  just  and  wise  men  take 
umbrage  at  his  act,  until  aft«r  some  little  lime  be  past : 
then  tbe;  see  it  to  be  in  unison  with  their  acts.  All  pru- 
dent men  see  that  the  action  is  cleau  coutrarj  to  a  sensual 
prosperity ;  for  every  heroic  act  measures  itself  by  its 
contempt  of  some  exlernal  good.  But  it  finds  its  own 
success  at  last,  and  then  the  prudent  also  extol. 

Self-trust  is  the  essence  of  heroism.  It  is  the  state  of 
the  soul  at  war,  and  its  idtimate  objects  are  the  last  defi- 
ance of  falsehood  aud  wrong,  and  the  power  to  bear  all 
tbat  can  be  inflicted  b;  evil  ageuts.  It  speaks  tbe  triith, 
and  it  is  just,  generous,  hospitable,  temperate,  scornful 
of  petty  calculations,  and  scornful  of  being  scorned.  It 
persists  i  it  is  of  an  undaunted  boldness,  aud  of  a  forti- 
tude not  to  be  wearied  out.  Its  jest  is  tbe  littleness  of 
common  life.  That  false  prudence  which  dotes  on  health 
and  wealth  is  the  butt  and  merriment  of  heroism.  Hero- 
ism, like  Flotinus,  is  almost  ashamed  of  its  body.  What 
shall  it  say,  then,  to  the  sugarplums  and  cat's-cradles. 
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to  tlie  toilet,  compliments,  quarrels,  cards,  and  custard, 
wliicli  rack  the  wit  of  all  society  ?  What  joj's  has  kind 
□ature  provided  for  us  dear  creatures !  Tiiere  seems  to 
be  no  interval  between  greatness  and  nieauuess.  Whea 
tbe  spirit  IS  not  masler  ol  tlie  world  then  It  is  its  dupe. 
Yet  the  little  man  (jikes  the  great  hoax  so  mnocentlj, 
works  lu  it  so  headlong  aud  btheving  is  born  red  and 
dies  graj,  arranging  his  toilet,  attending  on  his  own, 
health  lajing  traps  tor  sweet  food  and  strong  wme  set- 
ting his  heart  on  a  Lorse  or  a  rifle  made  happy  with  a 
little  gossip  or  a  Lttle  praise,  that  the  great  soul  cannot 
choose  but  laugh  at  such  earnest  nonsense.  "  Indeed, 
these  humble  conEiderations  make  me  out  of  love  with 
greatness.  Wbata  disgrace  is  it  to  me  tu  take  note  how 
many  pairs  of  silk  stockings  thou  hast,  namclj,  tbese  oud 
those  that  were  the  peach.colored  ones ;  or  to  bear  the  in- 
ventoij  of  thy  shirts,  as  one  for  superfluity,  and  one  other 
for  use ! " 

Citizens,  thinking  after  the  laws  of  arithmetic,  consider 
the  inconvenience  of  receiving  strangers  at  their  fireside, 
reckon  narrowly  the  loss  of  time  and  the  unusual  dis- 
play :  the  soul  of  a  better  quality  thrusts  back  tbe  unsea- 
sonable economy  into  the  vaults  of  life,  and  says,  I  will 
obey  the  God,  and  the  sacrifice  and  tlie  fire  he  will  pro- 
vide. Ibu  Hankal,  the  Arabian  geographer,  describes  a 
heroic  extreuie  in  the  hospitality  of  Sogd,  in  Bukliaria, 
"  When  I  waa  in  Sogd,  I  saw  a  great  building,  like  a 
palace,  the  gales  of  which  were  open  and  fixed  back  to 
the  wall  with  large  nails.  I  asked  the  reason,  and  was 
told  tLat  the  house  had  not  been  shut,  njgbt  or  day,  for 
a  hundred  years.  Strangers  may  present  Iheuiselvea  at 
9» 
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an;  bour,  and  in  whatever  number;  tlie  master  lias 
anipl;  provided  for  tite  reception  of  the  men  and  their 
animals,  and  is  never  happier  tliaii  when  thej  tarrj  for 
some  time.  Notliiug  of  tlie  kind  have  I  seen  in  auj 
oiher  country."  Tlie  magnanimous  know  very  well  that 
tliey  who  give  time,  or  money,  or  shelter,  to  the  stranger, 
—30  it  be  done  for  love,  and  not  for  ostentation,  —  do, 
as  it  were,  put  Gud  under  obligation  to  them,  so  perfect 
are  the  compensatious  of  the  universe.  In  some  way  the 
time  they  seem  to  lose  is  redeemed,  and  the  pabs  they 
seem  to  take  remunerate  themselves.  These  men  fan  the 
flame  of  human  love,  and  raise  the  standard  of  civil  virtue 
among  mankind.  But  hospitality  must  be  for  service, 
and  not  for  show,  or  it  pulb  down  the  host.  The  brave 
soul  rates  itself  too  high  to  value  itself  b;  the  splendor 
uf  its  table  and  draperies.  It  gives  what  it  halh,  and  all 
it  hath,  but  its  own  majesty  can  lend  a  better  grace  to 
bannocks  and  fuir  water  than  belong  to  city  feasts. 

The  temperance  of  the  hero  proceeds  from  the  same 
wish  to  do  no  dishonor  to  the  worthiness  he  ^as.  But 
he  loves  it  for  its  elegancy,  not  for  ita  austerity.  It 
seems  not  worth  his  while  to  be  solemn,  and  denounce 
with  bitterness  flesh-eating  or  wine -drinking,  the  use  of 
tobacco,  or  opium,  or  tea,  or  silk,  or  gold.  A  great  man 
scaicelj  knows  how  he  dines,  how  he  dresses ;  hut  with- 
out railing  or  precision,  his  living  is  natural  and  poetic. 
Jolin  Eliot,  the  Indian  Apostle,  drank  water,  and  said  of 
wine,  "It  is  a  noble,  generous  liquor,  and  we  should  bo 
humbly  thankful  for  it,  but,  as  I  remember,  water  was 
made  before  it."  Better  still  is  the  temperance  of  King 
David,  who  poured  out  on  the  ground  unto  the  Lord  tlie 
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ynier  whicli  three  of  bis  warriors  bad  brought  him  to 
dcinli,  at  the  peril  of  their  lives. 

It  is  told  of  Brutus,  that  vlien  be  fell  on  hi}  aword, 
after  tbe  battle  of  Pbilippj,  he  quoted  a  line  of  Euripides, 
"  O  virtue !  I  liave  followed  thee  through  life,  aud  I  find 
thee  at  lost  but  a  ahude."  I  doubt  nut  the  hero  b  slan- 
dered by  this  report.  The  heroic  soul  does  not  sell  its 
justice  and  its  nobleness.  It  does  not  ask  to  dine  moely, 
and  to  sleep  warm.  The  essence  of  greatness  is  the  per- 
ception that  virtue  is  enough.  Poverty  is  its  orna- 
ment. It  does  not  need  plenty,  and  can  very  well  abide 
its  loss. 

Bat  that  which  takes  my  fmicy  most,  in  the  heroic 
class,  is  the  good-humor  and  hilarity  they  exhibit.  It  Is 
B  height  to  whicli  common  duty  can  very  well  attain,  to 
Buffer  and  to  dare  with  solemnity.  Eut  these  rare  souls 
set  opinion,  success,  and  life  at  so  cheap  a  rate,  that  they 
will  not  soothe  their  enemies  by  petitions,  or  the  show  of 
sorrow,  but  wear  their  own  liabitual  greatness.  Scipio, 
charged  with  peculation,  refuses  to  do  himself  so  great  a 
disgrace  as  to  wait  for  justificalion,  though  he  had  the 
scroll  of  his  accounts  in  )iis  hands,  but  tears  it  to  pieces 
before  the  tribunes.  Socrates's  condemnation  of  himself 
to  be  maintaiued  in  all  honor  in  tbe  Prytaneum,  during 
his  life,  and  Sir  Thomas  More's  playfulness  at  the  scaf- 
fold, are  of  the  same  strain.  In  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's 
"Sea  Voyage,"  Juletta  tells  the  stout  captain  and  his 
company,  — 

"  Jul.     Why,  aWea,  't  is  in  our  power  to  hung  ye. 

Mailer-.  Very  likdy, 

'T  is  ia  our  powers,  tken,  (o  be  hanged,  and  Beom  ye." 
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These  replies  are  sound  and  whole.  Sport  is  the  bloom 
aud  glow  of  B,  perfect  healtL.  Tbe  great  will  not  conde- 
scend to  take  anything  seriously;  all  must  be  as  gay 
as  the  song  of  a  canary,  though  it  were  the  building  of 
cities,  or  tiie  eradication  uf  old  and  fooliah  churcbes 
aud  nations,  which  have  cumbered  tlie  earl b  long  tbou- 
saiids  of  years.  Simple  hearts  put  all  the  history  aud 
customs  of  this  world  behind  them,  and  play  their  own 
game  in  innocent  deGance  of  the  Blue-Laws  of  the  world ; 
and  such  would  appear,  could  we  see  tbe  human  race 
assembled  in  vision,  Uke  Uttle  children  frolickit^  to- 
gether; though,  to  the  eyes  of  mankind  at  Ui^,  they 
wear  a  stately   and   solemn   garb   of  works   aud  in£u- 

Tlie  interest  these  fine  stories  have  for  ns,  the  power 
of  a  romance  over  the  boy  who  grasps  the  forbidden  book 
under  his  bench  at  school,  onr  delight  in  the  hero,  is  the 
main  fact  to  our  purpose.  All  these  great  and  transcend- 
ent properties  are  ours.  If  we  dilate  m  beholding  the 
Greek  energy,  the  Roman  pride,  it  is  that  we  are  already 
domesticating  the  same  sentiment.  Let  us  find  room  for 
this  great  guest  in  our  small  houses.  The  first  step  of 
worthiness  will  be  to  disabuse  us  of  our  superstitious  as- 
sociations with  phices  aud  times,  with  number  and  size. 
Why  should  these  words,  Athenian,  Roman,  Asia,  and 
England,  so  tingle  iu  tbe  ear  ?  Where  the  heart  is,  there 
the  muses,  there  the  gods  sojourn,  and  not  in  any  geog- 
raphy of  fame.  Massachusetts,  Connecticut  River,  and 
Boston  Bay,  you  think  paltry  places,  and  the  ear  loves 
names  of  foreign  and  classic  topography.  But  here  we  are; 
and,  if  we  will  tarry  a  little,  we  may  come  to  learn  that 
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heTe  is  best.  See  to  it,  only,  that  thyself  is  here ;  —  and 
art  and  nature,  hope  and  fale,  friends,  angels,  and  the 
Supreme  Being,  shall  not  be  absent  from  the  chamber 
where  thou  sittest.  Epaminondas,  brave  and  affectioa- 
ate,  does  not  aeera  tfl  us  to  need  Oljmpus  to  die  upon, 
nor  the  Syrian  sunshine.  He  lies  very  well  where  he  is. 
The  Jerseys  were  honest  ground  enough  for  Washington 
to  tread,  and  London  streets  for  Ibe  feet  of  Milton.  A 
great  man  makes  his  climate  genial  in  the  imagination  of 
men,  and  its  air  the  beloved  element  of  all  delicate  spirits. 
That  countiy  is  the  furest,  which  is  inhabited  by  the  no- 
blest minda.  The  pictures  which  fill  the  imagination  in 
reading  the  actions  of  Pericles,  Xenophon,  Columbus, 
Bayard,  Sidney,  Hampden,  teach  us  how  needlessly  mean 
our  life  is,  that  we,  by  the  depth  of  our  living,  should 
deck  it  with  more  than  regal  or  national  splendor,  and 
act  on  principles  that  should  interest  man  and  nature  in 
the  length  of  our  days. 

We  have  seen  or  heard  of  many  extraordinary  young 
men,  who  never  ripened,  or  whose  performance  in  actual 
life  was  not  extraordinary.  When  we  see  their  air  and 
mien,  when  we  hear  Ibem  speak  of  society,  of  books,  of 
religion,  we  admire  tlieir  superiority,  they  seem  to  throw 
contempt  on  onr  entire  polity  and  social  state ;  theirs  is 
the  tone  of  a  youthful  giant,  who  is  sent  to  work  revolU' 
tions.  But  they  enter  an  active  profession,  and  the 
forming  Colossus  shrinks  to  the  common  siie  of  man. 
The  magic  they  used  was  the  ideal  tendeficies,  which 
always  make  tlie  Actual  ridiculous ;  but  the  tough  world 
bad  its  revenge  tlie  moment  they  put  their  horses  of  the 
sun  to  plough  in  ite  furrow.     Thej  found  no  example 
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and  no  companion,  and  tbeir  lieart  fainted.  Wbat  then? 
The  lesson  tliey  gare  in  tlieir  first  aspirations  is  yet  true; 
and  a  better  valor  and  a  purer  truth  shall  one  day  organ- 
ize their  belief.  Or  why  should  a  woman  liken  herself 
to  any  historical  woman,  and  think,  because  Sappho,  or 
S^vign^,  or  De  Stael,  or  the  cloistered  souls  who  have 
bad  genius  and  cultivation,  do  not  satisfy  tbe  imagiiiation 
and  the  serene  Themis,  none  can,  —  certainly  not  she. 
Why  notP  She  has  a  new  and  unattempted  problem  to 
solve,  perchance  that  of  the  happiest  nature  that  ever 
bloomed.  Let  tbe  maiden  with  erect  soul  walk  serenely 
on  her  way,  accept  the  hiut  of  each  new  experience, 
scarcli  in  tnm  all  tbe  objects  that  solicit  her  eye,  that  she 
may  learn  tbe  power  and  the  charm  of  her  new-born 
being,  which  is  tbe  kindling  of  a  new  dawn  in  the  re- 
cesses of  space.  The  fair  girl,  who  repels  interference  by 
a  decided  and  proud  choice  of  influences,  ao  careless  of 
pleasing,  so  wilful  aud  lofty,  inspires  every  beholder  with 
somewhat  of  her  own  nobleness.  The  silent  heart  en- 
courages her ;  O  friend,  never  strike  sail  to  a  fear  I 
Come  into  port  greatly,  or  sail  with  Qod  the  seas.  Not 
in  vain  you  live,  for  every  passing  eye  is  cheered  and  re- 
fined by  the  vision. 

The  characteristic  of  heroism  is  its  persistency.  All 
men  havewandering  impulses,  fits,  and  starts  of  generosity. 
But  when  you  have  chosen  your  part,  abide  by  it,  and  do 
not  weakly  try  to  reconcile  yourself  with  tbe  world.  The 
heroic  cannot  be  the  common,  nor  the  common  the  heroic. 
Yet  we  have  the  weakness  to  expect  the  sympathy  of 
people  in  those  actions  whose  excellence  is  that  they 
outrun  sympathy,  and  appeal  to  a  tardy  justice.    If  you 
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vould  serve  your  brother,  because  it  is  fit  for  you  io 
serve  Liin,  do  not  take  back  jour  words  wlien  jou  find 
that  prudent  people  do  not  commend  jou.  Adhere  to 
your  own  act,  and  congratulate  yourself  if  jou  have  done 
something  strange  and  extravagant,  and  broken  the  mo- 
notony of  a  decorous  age.  It  was  a  high  counsel  tliat  I 
oiic»  heard  given  to  a  young  person,  —  "  Always  do  what 
yon  are  afraid  to  do."  A  simple,  manlj  character  need 
never  make  an  apolc^,  but  should  regard  its  past  action 
with  the  calmness  of  Phocion,  when  lie  admitted  that  the 
event  of  the  battle  was  happy,  jet  did  not  regret  his  dis- 
suasion from  the  battle. 

Tliere  is  no  weakness  or  exposure  for  which  we  cannot 
find  consolation  in  the  thought,  —  this  is  a  part  of  my 
constitution,  part  of  mj  rektion  and  office  to  my  fellow- 
creature.  Has  nature  covenanted  with  inc  that  I  should 
never  appear  to  disadvantage,  never  make  a  ridiculous 
figure  P  Let  us  be  t;enerous  of  our  dignity,  as  well  as 
of  our  money.  Greatness  once  and  forerer  has  done 
with  opinion.  We  tell  our  charities,  not  because  we 
wish  io  be  praised  for  them,  not  because  we  think  they 
have  great  merit,  hut  for  our  justiScation.  It  is  a  capital 
blunder;,  as  you  discover,  wheu  another  man  recites  bis 
charities. 

To  speak  the  truth,  even  with  some  austerity,  to  live 
with  some  rigor  of  temperance,  or  some  extremes  of  gen- 
erosity, seems  to  be  an  asceticism  which  common  good- 
nature would  appoint  to  those  who  are  at  ease  and  in 
plenty,  in  sign  that  they  feel  a  brotherhood  with  the 
great  multitude  of  suffering  men.  And  not  only  need 
we  breathe  and  exercise  the  soul  by  assuming  the  pcnal- 
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lies  of  abstinence,  of  debt,  of  solitnde,  of  unpopularity, 
but  it  beliooves  the  wise  man  to  look  witt  a  bold  eye 
into  those  rarer  dangers  which  sometimes  inyade  men, 
and  to  familiarize  himself  with  disgusting  forms  of  dis- 
ease, with  sounds  of  execration,  and  the  vision  of  violent 

Times  of  heroism  are  generally  times  of  terroFf  but  the 
day  never  shines  in  which  tiiis  element  may  not  work. 
The  circumstances  of  man,  we  say,  are  historically  some- 
what better  in  tliis  country,  and  at  this  hour,  than  per- 
liaps  ever  before.  More  freedom  esists  for  culture.  It 
will  not  now  run  against  an  axe  at  the  Gi'st  step  out  of 
the  beaten  track  of  opinion.  But  whoso  is  heroic  will 
always  fiad  crises  to  try  his  edge.  Human  virtue  de- 
mands her  champions  and  martyrs,  and  the  trial  of  per- 
secution always  proceeds.  It  is  but  the  other  day  that 
the  brave  Lovejoy  gave  his  breast  to  the  bullets  of  a 
mob,  for  the  rights  of  free  speech  and  opinion,  and  died 
when  it  was  better  not  to  live. 

I  see  not  any  road  of  perfect  peace  which  a  man  can 
walk,  but  after  the  counsel  of  his  own  bosom.  Let  him 
quit  too  much  association,  let  him  go  home  much,  and 
atablish  himself  in  those  courses  he  approves.  The  un- 
remitting retention  of  simple  and  high  sentiments  in 
obscure  duties  is  hardening  the  character  to  that  temper 
which  will  work  with  honor,  if  need  be,  in  the  tumult, 
or  on  the  scaffold.  Whatever  outrages  have  happened 
to  men  may  befall  a  man  ^ain ;  and  very  easily  in  a 
republic,  if  there  appear  any  signs  of  a  decay  of  religion. 
Coarse  slajider,  lire,  tar  and  feathers,  and  the  gibbet,  the 
youth  may  freely  bring  home  to  his  mind,  and  with  what 
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sweetness  of  temper  he  can,  and  inquire  liow  fitat  he  can 
fix  bis  sense  of  dutj,  braving  such  penalties,  whenerer  it 
inaj  please  the  next  newspaper  and  a  sufficient  number 
of  Iiis  neiglibors  to  pronounce  his  opinions  incendiary. 

It  ma;  calm  the  apprehension  of  cahtniitj  in  tbe  most  ' 
susceptible  Leart  to  see  how  quick  a  bound  nature  has 
set  to  tbe  utmost  infliction  of  malice.  We  rapidly  ap- 
proach a  brink  over  which  no  cneni;  can  follow  us. 

"  Let  them  raTe ; 
Thon  art  quiet  in  thj  grave." 

In  the  gloom  of  our  ignorance  of  what  shall  be,  in  the 
hour  when  we  are  deaf  to  the  higher  voices,  who  does 
not  envy  tiiose  who  have  seen  safely  to  an  end  their 
ful  endeavor  F  Who  that  sees  the  meanness  of  our  poU- 
tics,  but  inly  congratulates  Washington  that  he  is  long 
already  wrapped  in  his  shroud,  and  forerer  safe;  I 
he  was  laid  sweet  iu  his  grave,  the  hope  of  humanity 
yet  subjugated  in  him  ?  Who  does  not  sometimes  e 
the  good  and  brave,  who  are  no  more  to  suffer  from  flie 
tumults  of  the  natural  world,  and  await  with  curious 
complacency  the  speedy  term  of  his  own  conversation 
with  finite  nature?  And  yet  the  love  that  will  be  anni- 
hilated sooner  than  be  treacherous  has  already  made  death 
impossible,  and  affirms  itself  no  mortal,  but  a  native  of 
the  deeps  of  absolute  and  inextinguishable  being. 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


THE    0VEE-80UL. 

"  But  HtnlB  Uut  of  bii  awn  good  life  partake. 
He  lova  u  bii  own  lelf ;  dear  u  hi>  e;g 
The;  an  fa>  Him ;  He'll  never  them  Ibrsate: 
When  The;  >haU  die,  then  Gwl  himMlf  >haU  die  ^ 
Thej  live,  thejr  live  in  hleit  eteinit;." 

Space  is  ample,  east  and  west. 

But  two  canuoC  go  abreast, 

Caanot  tracd  in  it  two : 

Yaader  mBaterrol  cuckoo 

Crowds  every  egg  out  of  the  neat, 

Quick  or  dead,  eicept  its  own ; 

A  spell  ia  laid  on  sod  and  stone. 

Night  and  Day  were  tampered  with. 

Every  quality  and  pith 

Surcharged  and  sultry  with  a  power 

That  works  its  will  od  age  and  hour. 
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There  is  a  difference  between  one  and  another  boat 
of  life,  in  their  authority  and  subsequent  effect.  Our 
faith  comes  in  moments;  our  vice  is  habitual.  Yet 
.  there  is  a  depth  in  those  brief  moments  itliich  constrains 
us  to  tiscribe  more  realitj  to  tlietn  than  to  all  other 
experiences.  For  tbia  reason,  the  argument  whicli  is 
alwajs  forthcoming  to  silence  tliose  wljo  conceive  extraor- 
dinary hopes  of  man,  namely,  the  appeal  to  experience, 
is  forever  invalid  and  vain.  We  give  up  the  past  lo  the 
objector,  and  yet  we  hope.  He  must  explain  thb  hope. 
"We  grant  that  human  life  b  mean ;  but  how  did  we  find 
out  tliat  it  was  mean  P  What  is  the  ground  of  tliis 
uneasiness  of  ours ;  of  this  old  discontent  ?  Wliat  is  the 
universal  sense  of  want  and  ignorance,  but  the  fine  in- 
nuendo by  which  the  soul  makes  its  enormous  claim? 
Why  do  men  feel  that  the  natural  history  of  man  has 
never  been  written,  but  he  is  always  leaving  behind  what 
you  have  said  of  him,  and  it  becomes  old,  and  hooks  of 
melaplijaics  worthless  ?  The  philosophy  of  sis  thousand 
years  has  not  searched  the  chambers  and  magasines  of 
the  soul.  In  its  experiments  there  has  always  remained, 
in  the  last  analysis,  a  residuum  it  could  not  resolve. 
Man  is  a  stream  whose  source  is  hidden.    Our  being  is 
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descending  into  us  from  we  know  not  wlienoe.  The 
most  esact  calculator  has  no  prescience  that  somewhat 
iucalculable  ma;  not  balk  the  very  next  moment.  I  am 
constrained  every  moment  to  acknowledge  a  higher  origin 
for  events  than  the  will  I  call  mine. 

As  with  events,  so  is  it  with  thoughts.  When  I  watch 
that  flowing  river,  which,  out  of  regious  I  aee  not,  pours 
for  a  season  its  streams  into  me,  I  aee  that  I  am  a  pen- 
sioner ;  not  a  cause,  but  a  surprised  spectator  of  this 
ethereal  water ;  that  I  desire  and  look  up,  and  put  my- 
self in  the  attitude  of  reception,  but  from  some  atien 
energy  the  visions  come. 

The  Supreme  Critic  on  the  errors  of  the  past  and  the 
present,  and  the  only  prophet  of  that  which  must  be,  is 
that  great,  nature  in  which  we  rest,  as  the  earth  lies  in 
the  soft  arms  of  the  atmosphere ;  that  Unity,  that  Over- 
soul,  within  which  every  man's  particular  being  is  con- 
tained and  made  one  with  all  other ;  that  common  heart, 
of  which  all  sincere  conversation  is  the  worship,  to 
which  all  right  action  ts  submission;  that  overpowering 
reality  wliich  confutes  our  tricks  and  talents,  and  con- 
strains every  one  to  pass  for  what  he  is,  and  to  speaJc 
from  his  character,  and  not  from  his  tongue,  and  which 
evermore  tends  to  pass  into  onr  thought  and  hand,  and 
become  wisdom,  and  virtue,  and  power,  and  beauty. 
We  live  in  succession,  in  division,  in  parts,  in  particles. 
Meantime  within  man  is  the  soul  of  the  whole ;  the  wise 
silence ;  the  universal  beauty,  to  which  every  part  and 
particle  is  equally  related ;  the  eternal  One.  And  this 
deep  power  in  which  we  exist,  and  whose  beatitude  is  all 
accessible  to  us,  is  not  only  self-sufficing  and  perfect  in 
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every  bour,  bnt  tlie  act  of  seeing  and  the  thing  seen,  tbe 
seer  and  the  spectacle,  the  subject  and  the  object,  are 
one.  We  see  the  world  piece  bj  piece,  as  the  sun,  the 
moon,  the  auimal,  the  tree;  hut  the  whole,  of  which 
these  are  tlie  shining  parts,  is  the  eool.  Only  by  tlie 
vision  of  that  Wisdom  can  tbe  horoscope  of  tlie  ages  be 
read,  and  bj  falling  bock  on  our  better  tlionglits,  by 
yieldiag  to  the  spirit  of  prophecy  wbicb  is  innate  in  every 
man,  wc  can  know  what  it  sailL.  Every  man's  words, 
wbo  speaks  from  that  life,  must  sound  vaiu  to  those 
who  do  not  dwell  in  the  same  thought  on  tbeir  own 
part.  I  dare  not  speak  for  it.  My  words  do  not  carry 
its  august  seuse;  they  fall  sLort  and  cold.  Only  itself 
can  inspire  whom  it  will,  and  behold !  their  speech  shall 
be  lyrical,  and  sweet,  and  universal  as  the  vising  of  tbe 
wind.  Yet  I  desire,  even  by  profane  words,  if  I  may 
not  use  sacred,  to  indicate  tbe  heaven  of  this  deity,  and 
to  report  what  bints  I  have  collected  of  tbe  transcendent  ' 
Bimplicity  and  enet^y  of  (be  Highest  Law. 

If  wc  consider  what  happens  in  conversation,  in  rev- 
eries, in  remorsei  iu  times  of  passion,  in  surprises,  in  tbe 
instructions  of  dreams,  wherein  often  wa  see  ourselves  iu 
masquerade,  —  the  droll  disguises  only  maguifying  aud 
enbanciug  a  real  element,  aud  forcing  it  on  our  distinct 
notice,  —  we  shall  Caleb  many  hints  that  will  broaden  and 
Lgliten  into  knowledge  of  the  secret  of  nature.  All  goes 
to  show  that  the  soul  iu  man  is  not  an  organ,  but  ani- 
mates and  exercises  all  the  organs;  is  not  a  function 
like  tbe  power  of  memory,  of  calculation,  of  comparison, 
but  uses  these  as  bands  aud  feet;  is  not  a  faculty,  but  a  ■ 
light;  is  not  the  intellect  or  tbe  will,  but  tbe  master  of 
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the  intellect  and  tbe  will ;  ia  the  baclcground  of  our  being, 
in  which  thej  lie,  —  an  immensitj  not  possessed  and  that 
caonot  be  possessed.  From  within  or  from  behind,  a 
light  shines  through  us  upon  tbinga,  and  makes  as  awara 
that  we  are  nothing,  hut  the  light  is  all.  A  man  ia  the 
facade  of  a  temple  wherein  all  wisdom  and  all  good  abide. 
What  we  commonlj  eall  man,  the  eating,  drinking,  phtnt- 
ing,  counting  man,  does  not,  aa  we  know  liim,  represent 
himself,  but  misrepresents  himself.    Him  we  do  not  re- 

.  spect,  but  tbe  soul,  whose  oi^an  he  is,  would  he  let  it 
appear  through  his  action,  would  make  our  knees  bend. 

'  When  it  breathes  through  his  intellect,  it  is  geniua; 
when  it  breathes  through  his  will,  it  is  virtue ;  when  it 
flows  through  his  affection,  it  ia  love.  And  the  blind- 
ness of  the  iutellect  begins,  when  it  would  be  some- 
thing of  itself.  The  weakness  of  the  will  begins,  when 
tbe  individual  would  be  something  of  himself.  All  re- 
form aims,  in  some  one  particular,  to  let  the  soul  have 
its  way  through  us;  in  other  words,  to  engage  ns  to 
obej. 

Of  this  pure  nature  every  man  is  at  aome  time  aeusible. 
Language  cannot  paint  it  with  his  colors.  It  is  too  sub- 
tile. It  is  undeGnable,  unmeasurable,  but  we  know  that 
it  pervades  and  contains  us.  We  know  that  all  spiritual 
being  is  in  man.  A  wise  old  proverb  sajs,  "  God  comca 
to  aee  us  without  bell " ;  that  is,  as  tbere  is  no  screen  or 
ceilbg  between  our  heads  and  the  infinite  heavens,  so 
is  tbere  no  bar  or  wall  in  the  soul  where  man,  the  effect, 
ceasea,  and  God,  the  cause,  begina.  The  walla  are  taken 
away.  We  lie  open  on  one  aide  to  the  deeps  of  spiritual 
nature,  to  the  attributes  of  God.    Justice  we  see  and 
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know,  Love,  Freedom,  Tower.    These  natures  do  mao 

ever  got  above,  but  thej  tower  over  us,  and  most  in  tbe 
niom«Lt  when  our  intereets  tempt  ua  to  wound  tbem. 

The  sovereignty  of  this  nature  wlicrcof  we  speak  is 
made  known  by  its  independency  of  tbose  limitations 
wliicli  circumscribe,  us  ou  every  liand.  Tbe  soul  eircum- 
Bcribes  all  things.  Aa  I  have  said,  it  contradicts  all  eX', 
perience.  In  Lke  manner  it  abolishes  time  and  space. 
The  iuflnence  of  the  senses  has,  in  most  men,  overpowered 
the  mind  to  that  degree,  that  the  walls  of  time  and  space 
have  come  to  look  real  and  insurmountable ;  Mid  to 
speal:  with  levity  of  these  limits  is,  in  the  world,  tbe  «gn 
of  insanity.  Tet  time  and  space  are  but  inverse  meas- 
ures of  the  force  of  the  soul.    The  spirit  sports  with 

"  Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour, 
Or  Btrelch  an  honr  to  etaroily." 
We  are  often  nmde  to  feel  that  there  is  another  youth 
and  age  than  that  wliicb  is  meaeuied  from  the  year  of  our 
natural  birth.  Borne  thoughts  always  find  us  young  and 
ke«p  us  BO.  Such  a  thought  is  the  love  of  tbe  universal 
and  eternal  beauty.  Every  man  parts  from  that  contem- 
plation with  the  feeling  that  it  rather  belongs  to  ages 
than  to  mortal  Lte.  The  least  actitfitj  of  the  intellectual 
powers  redeems  us  in  a  degree  from  the  conditions  of 
time.  In  steknese,  in  languor,  give  as  a  strain  of  poetry, 
or  a  profound  sentence,  and  we  are  refreshed ;  or  pro- 
duee  a  Tolume  of  Plato,  or  Shakspeare,  or  remind  us  of 
their  names,  and  instantly  we  oome  into  a  feehng  of  lon- 
gevity. See  how  the  deep,  divine  thought  reduces  cen- 
turies, and  millenniums,  and  makes  itself  present  tbrough 
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all  agea.  Is  the  leBcUing  of  Clirist  less  effective  now 
tban  it  was  wben  first  his  moatli  was  opened  ?  Tlie  em- 
phasis of  facts  and  petsoD  in  m;  tbouglit  has  nothing  to 
do  with  time.  And  so,  alwajs,  the  soul's  scale  is  one ; 
the  scale  of  the  senses  and  the  understaading  b  another. 
Before  the  revelations  of  the  soul.  Time,  Space,  and 
Nature  shrink  away.  In  common  speech,  we  refer  all 
thmgs  to  time,  as  we  habituall;  refer  the  immensely  sun- 
dered stars  to  one  concave  sphere.  And  so  we  say  that 
the  Judgment  is  distant  or  near,  that  the  Uillennium 
approaches,  that  a  day  of  certain  pohtical,  moral,  social 
reforms  is  at  hand,  and  the  tike,  when  we  mean,  that,  in 
the  nature  of  things,  one  of  the  facts  we  coiitcmplate  is 
external  and  fugitive,  and  the  other  is  permanent  and 
CDunate  with  the  soul.  The  things  we  now  esteem  fixed, 
shall,  one  by  one,  detach  themselves,  like  ripe  fruit,  from 
our  experience  atid  fall.  The  wind  shall  hlow  them  none 
knows  whitlier.  The  hindscape,  the  figures,  Boston, 
London,  are  facts  as  fugitive  as  any  institution  past,  or 
any  whifi'of  mist  or  smoke,  and  so  is  society,  and  so  is 
the  world.  The  soul  looketh  steadily  forwards,  creating 
a  world  before  her,  leaving  worlds  behind  her.  She  has 
no  dates,  nor  rites,  nor  persons,  nor  specialties,  nor  men. 
The  soul  knows  only  the  soul ;  the  web  of  evenly  b  the 
flowing  robe  in  which  she  is  clothed. 

After  its  own  law  and  not  by  arithmetic  is  the  rat«  of  its 
progress  to  be  computed.  The  soul's  advances  are  not 
made  by  gradation,  such  as  can  be  represented  by  mo- 
tion in  a  straight  line ;  but  rather  by  ascension  of  state, 
such  OS  can  be  represented  by  metamorphosis,  —  from 
the  egg  to  the  worm,  from  the  worm  to  the  fly.    The 
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growfbs  of  genius  are  of  a  certain  iolal  character,  tliat 
does  not  advance  tlie  elect  individual  first  over  Jobn, 
then  Adam,  then  Eichard,  and  give  to  each  the  pain  of 
discovered  inferiority,  but  by  eveiy  tliroe  of  growth  the 
man  expanda  there  where  he  works,  passing,  at  each  pul- 
sation, classes,  populations,  of  men.  With  eacli  divine 
impulse  the  miud  rends  the  thin  rinds  of  the  visible  and 
finite,  and  comes  out  bto  eternity,  and  inspires  and  ex- 
pires its  air.  It  converses  with  truths  that  have  always 
been  spoken  in  the  world,  and  becomes  conscious  of  a 
closer  sympathy  with  Zeno  and  Arrian,  than  with  persons 
in  the  house. 

Thb  is  the  taw  of  moral  and  of  mental  gain.  The 
simple  rise  as  by  specific  levity,  not  int«  a  particular 
virtue,  but  Into  the  region  of  all  the  virtues.  They  are 
in  the  spirit  which  contains  them  all.  The  soul  requires 
purity,  but  purity  is  not  it ;  requires  justice,  but  justice 
is  not  that ;  requires  beneficence,  but  is  somewliat  better ; 
so  that  there  is  a  kind  of  descent  and  accommodation  felt 
when  we  leave  speaking  of  moral  nature,  to  urge  a  virtue 
which  it  enjoins.  To  the  well-bom  child,  all  the  virtues 
ace  natural,  and  not  painfully  acquired.  Speak  to  bis 
heart,  and  the  man  becomes  suddenly  virtuous. 

Within  the  same  sentiment  is  the  germ  of  intellectual 
growth,  which  obeys  the  same  law.  Those  who  are 
capable  of  humility,  of  justice,  of  love,  of  aspiration, 
stand  already  on  a  platform  that  commands  the  sciences 
and  arts,  speech  and  poetry,  action  and  grace.  For 
whoso  dwells  in  this  moral  beatitude  already  anticipates 
those  special  powers  which  men  prize  so  highly.  The 
lover  has  no  talent,  no  skill,  which  passes  for  quite 
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notLing  with  bia  enamored  nuiden,  however  lilUe  she 
nmj  possess  of  related  r&cult; ;  and  the  heart  vhich 
abandons  itself  to  the  Supreme  Hind  finds  itself  related 
to  all  its  works,  and  wilt  trarel  a  royal  road  to  particular 
knowledges  and  powers.  In  ascending  to  this  primary 
and  aboriginal  sentiment,  we  have  come  from  our  remote 
station  on  the  circomfeience  instantaneously  to  the  centra 
of  the  world,  where,  as  in  the  closet  of  God,  we  see 
cBoses,  and  auticipale  the  universe,  which  is  hut  a  slow 

One  mode  of  the  divine  teaching  is  the  incarnation  of 
the  spirit  in  a  form,  —  in  forms,  like  my  own.  I  live  in 
society  1  with  persons  who  answer  to  thoughts  in  my 
own  mind,  or  express  a  certain  obedience  to  the  great 
instincte  to  which  I  live.  I  see  its  presence  to  them.  I 
am  certiSed  of  a  common  nature ;  and  these  other  bodIs, 
these  separated  selves,  draw  me  as  nothing  else  can. 
They  stir  in  me  the  new  emotions  we  call  passion ;  of 
love,  hatred,  fear,  admiration,  pity;  thence  eome  conver- 
sation, competition,  persuasion,  cities,  and  war.  Persons 
are  supplementary  to  the  primary  teaching  of  the  soul. 
In  youth  we  are  mad  for  persons.  Childhood  and  youth 
see  all  the  world  in  them.  But  the  larger  experience  of 
man  discovers  the  identical  nature  appearing  through 
them  all.  Persons  themselves  acquaint  us  with  the  im- 
personal. In  all  conversation  between  two  persons, 
tacit  reference  is  made,  as  to  a  tliird  party,  to  a  common 
nature.  That  third  party  or  common  nature  is  not 
social;  it  is  impersonal;  is  Qod.  And  so  in  groups 
where  debate  is  earnest,  and  especially  on  high  questions, 
the  company  become  Bwai«  that  the  thought  rises  to  on 
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eqnal  level  in  all  bosoms, -:- that  all  have  a  spiritual 
property  in  what  was  said,  as  veil  as  the  sajer.  Tliej  all 
become  wiser  than  the;  were.  It  arckea  over  them  like 
a  temple,  this  unity  of  tliought,  in  which  every  heart 
beats  with  nobler  sense  of  power  and  duty,  and  thinks 
and  acts  with  nnnsual  solemnity.  All  are  conscious  of 
attaining  to  a  higher  self-possession.  There  is  a  certain 
wisdom  of  humanity  which  is  common  to  the  greatest 
men  with  the  lowest,  and  which  our  ordinary  education 
often  labors  to  silence  and  obstruct.  The  mind  is  one, 
and  the  beat  minds,  who  lofe  truth  for  its  own  sake, 
think  much  less  of  property  in  truth.  They  accept  it 
thankfully  everywhere,  and  do  not  label  or  stamp  it  with 
any  man's  name,  for  it  is  theirs  long  beforehand,  and 
from  eternity.  The  learned  and  the  studious  of  thought 
have  no  monopoly  of  wisdom.  Their  violence  of  direc- 
tion in  some  degree  disqualifies  them  to  think  truly. 
We  owe  many  valuable  observatjooa  to  people  wbo  are 
not  very  acute  or  profound,  and  who  say  the  thing  with- 
out effort,  which  we  want  and  have  long  been  bunting  in 
vain.  The  action  of  the  soul  is  oftener  in  that  which  is 
felt  and  left  unsaid,  than  in  that  which  is  said  in  any 
conversation.  It  broods  over  every  society,  and  they 
unconsciously  seek  for  it  in  each  other.  We  know  better 
than  we  do.  We  do  not  yet  possess  ourselves,  and  we 
know  at  the  same  time  that  we  are  much  more.  I  feel 
tbe  same  truth  bow  often  in  tny  trivial  conversation  wiUi 
my  neighbors,  that  somewhat  higher  in  each  overlooks 
this  by-play,  and  Jove  nods  to  Jove  from  behind  each 

Men  descend  to  meet.    In  their  habitual  and  mean 
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service  to  tbe  world,  for  which  they  forsake  tbeir  native 
nobleness,  Ihej  resemble  those  Arabian  sheiks,  who  dwell 
in  mean  houses,  and  affect  an  external  poverty,  to  escape 
tlie  rapacity  of  tlie  Pacha,  and  reserve  aU  tlieir  display  of 
wealth  for  their  interior  and  guarded  retirements. 

As  it  is  present  in  all  persons,  so  it  b  iu  every  period 
of  life.  It  is  adult  already  in  the  infant  man.  In  my 
dealing  with  my  child,  my  Latin  and  Greek,  my  accooi- 
plisbments  and  my  money,  stead  me  nothing;  but  as 
much  soul  as  I  bave  avails.  If  I  am  wilful,  he  sets  his 
will  against  mine,  one  for  one,  and  leares  me,  if  I  please, 
the  degradation  of  beating  bim  by  my  superiority  of 
strengtii.  But  if  I  renounce  my  will,  and  act  fur  the 
soul,  setting  that  np  as  umpire  between  us  two,  out  of 
his  young  eyes  looks  the  same  soul ;  be  reveres  aud  loves 

The  soul  is  the  perceiver  and  revealer  of  truth.  We 
know  truth  when  we  see  it,  let  sceptic  and  scoffer  say 
what  tbey  clioose.  Foolish  people  ask  you,  when  you 
have  spoken  what  they  do  not  wish  to  hear,  '  How  do 
you  know  it  is  truth,  and  not  an  error  of  your  own  7 ' 
We  know  truth  when  we  see  it,  from  opinion,  as. we 
know  when  we  are  awake  that  we  are  awake.  It  was 
a  grand  sentence  of  Emanuel  Swedenborg,  which  would 
alone  indicate  the  greatness  of  that  man's  perception,  — 
"  It  is  no  proof  of  a  man's  understanding  to  be  able  lo 
confirm  whatever  be  pleases ;  but  to  be  able  to  discern 
that  what  is  true  is  true,  aajj  that  wli&t  is  false  is  false, 
this  is  the  mark  and  character  of  intelligence."  In  the 
book  I  read,  the  good  thought  returns  to  me,  as  eveiy 
truth  will,  tliB  image  of  tbe  whole  soul.    To  the  bad 
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thought  wliicli  I  find  in  it,  the  same  aoul  becomes  >  dis- 
cerning, sepaniting  sword,  ftod  tops  it  avaj.  We  are 
wiser  than  we  know.  If  we  will  not  interfere  with  our 
thought,  but  will  act  entirely,  or  see  how  the  thing  stands 
in  God,  we  know  the  particular  thbg,  ajid  everything, 
and  everj  man.  For  the  Maker  of  all  things  and  all 
persons  stands  behind  us,  and  casts  his  dread  omnis- 
cience through  us  over  things. 

But  bejoud  this  recognition  of  its  own  in  particular 
passages  of  the  individual's  experience,  it  also  reveals 
trnth.  And  here  we  should  seek  to  reinforce  ourselves 
b;  its  rerj  presence,  and  to  speak  with  a  worlliicr,  loftier 
strain  of  that  advent.  For  the  soul's  communication  of 
truth  is  the  highest  event  in  nature,  since  it  then  does 
not  give  somewhat  from  itself,  but  it  g^ves  itself,  or 
passes  into  and  becomes  that  man  whom  it  enlightens ; 
or,  in  proportion  to  that  truth  be  receives,  it  takes  him 
to  itself. 

We  distinguish  the  announcements  of  the  soul,  its 
manifestations  oF  its  owu  nature,  bj  the  term  Sevelation. 
These  are  always  attended  bj  the  emotion  of  tlie  sublime. 
For  this  communication  is  an  influs  of  tlie  Divine  mind  \ 
into  our  mind.  It  is  an  ebb  of  the  individual  rivulet 
before  the  flowing  surges  of  the  sea  of  life.  Every  dis- 
tinct apprehension  of  this  central  commandment  agitates 
men  witb  awe  and  delight.  A  thrill  passes  Ihrough  all 
men  at  the  reception  of  new  truth,  or  at  the  performance 
of  a  great  action,  which  comes  out  of  the  heart  of  nature, 
loalhese  communications,  the  power  to  see  is  not  sepa- 
rated from  the  will  to  do,  but  the  insight  proceeds  from 
obedience,  and  the  obedience  proceeds  from  a  joyful 
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peineptioi).  Every  moment  wlien  the  indiTidtul  feels 
himself  inroded  bj  it  is  memorable.  Bj  the  necesait;  of 
our  oooatitutioD,  a  certuD  enthosiHsm  attGods  the  indi- 
vidual's consciousness  of  that  Divine  presence.  Tba 
character  and  duration  of  this  enthusiasm  variea  with 
the  state  of  the  individual,  from  an  ecstasy  and  trance 
and  prophetic  inspiration, — which  b  its  rarer  appear- 
ance,—to  the  faintest  glow  of  virtuous  emotion,  ia 
which  form  it  warma,  like  our  houseliold  fires,  all  the 
families  and  associations  of  men,  tmd  makes  society  pos- 
sible. A  certain  tendenoj  to  insauit;  has  always  at- 
tended the  opening  of  the  religious  sense  in  men,  as  if 
they  had  beeo  "blasted  with  excess  of  light."  The 
trances  of  Socrates,  the  "  union  "  of  Plotinus,  the  vision 
of  Porphyry,  the  eouversion  of  Paul,  the  aurora  of 
Behmen,  the  convulsions  of  Qeorge  Foi  and  his  Quakers, 
the  illumination  of  Swedenhorg,  are  of  this  kind.  What 
was  in  the  case  of  these  remarkable  persons  a  ravishment 
has,  in  innumerable  instances  in  common  life,  been  ex- 
hibited in  less  striking  manner,  Everywhere  the  history 
of  religion  betrays  a  tendency  to  enthusiasm.  Tlie  rapture 
of  the  Moravian  and  QuJetist ;  the  opening  of  the  inter- 
nal sense  of  tbe  Word,  in  the  language  of  the  New  Jeru- 
salem Clinrch  ;  the  revival  of  the  Calviuistic  churches ; 
the  experience*  of  the  Methodists,  are  varying  forms  of 
that  shudder  of  awe  and  delight  with  which  the  individ- 
ual soul  always  mingles  with  the  universal  aoul. 

The  nature  of  these  revelations  is  the  same ;  they  are 
perceptions  of  the  absolute  law.     Tliey  are  solutions  of  ' 
the   soul's   own   questions.     They   do   not    answer  the 
questions    which  the  understanding   aaks.     The   soul 
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answers  never  bj  words,  but  bj  llie  tbing  itself  tliat  is 
inquired  after. 

Bevelatioa  is  tbe  disclosure  of  tbe  soul.  Tbe  popular 
notion  of  a  rercktion  is,  Ibat  it  is  a  telling  of  fortunes. 
In  past  oracles  of  tbe  soul,  tlie  undersfanding  seeks  to 
find  answers  to  sensual  questions,  and  undertakes  to  tell 
from  God  how  long  men  shall  exist,  what  their  liands 
shall  do,  and  who  shall  be  tbeir  compan;,  adding  names, 
and  dates,  and  places.  But  we  must  pick  no  locks.  We 
must  check  tbis  low  curiosity.  An  answer  in  words  is 
delusive ;  it  is  reall;  no  answer  to  the  questions  yon  ask. 
Do  not  require  a  description  of  the  countries  towards 
which  you  sail.  Tbe  description  does  not  deseribe  them 
to  jbo,  and  to-morrow  jou  arrive  there,  and  know  tbem 
by  inhabiting  tbeoi.  Men  ask  concerning  tbe  immor- 
tality of  tbe  soul,  tbe  employments  of  beaven,  the  state 
of  tbe  sinner,  and  so  forth.  They  even  dream  that  Jesus 
has  left  replies  to  precisely  these  interrogatories .  Never 
'  a  moment  did  that  sublime  spirit  speak  in  their  paioit. 
To  truth,  justice,  love,  the  attributes  of  the  soul,  tbe  idea 
of  immutableness  is  essentially  associated.  Jesus,  living 
in  these  moral  sentiments,  heedless  of  sensual  fortunes, 
heedmg  only  the  manifestations  of  tbese,  never  made  the 
separation  of  tbe  idea  of  duration  from  the  essence  of 
these  attributes,  nor  nttered  a  syllable  concerning  tbe 
duration  of  tbe  soul.  It  was  left  lo  his  disciples  to  sever 
duration  from  the  moral  elements,  and  to  teach  tbe  im- 
mortality of  tlie  soul  as  a  doctrine,  and  maintain  it  by 
evidences.  Tbe  moment  tlie  doctrine  of  tbe  immortality 
is  separately  taught,  man  is  already  fallen.  In  the  flow- 
ing of  love,  in  the  adoration  of  humility,  there   is  no 
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qneslioii  of  continuance.  No  inspired  man  ever  asks 
this  question,  or  condescends  to  these  eTideuces.  For 
tlie  soul  is  true  to  itself,  and  the  man  in  whom  it  is  shed 
abroad  cannot  wander  from  the  present,  which  is  infinite, 
to  a  future  which  would  be  Gnite. 

These  questiaos  which  we  lust  to  asli  about  the  future 
are  a  confession  of  sin.  Grod  has  do  answer  for  them. 
No  answer  in  words  can  reply  to  a  question  of  things.  It 
is  not  in  an  arbitrary  "decree  of  God,"  but  in  the  nature 
of  man,  that  a  veil  shuts  down  on  the  facts  of  to-morrow ; 
for  the  soul  will  not  have  us  read  an;  other  cipher  than, 
that  of  cause  and  effect.  By  this  veil,  which  curtains 
events,  it  instructs  the  children  of  men  to  live  in  to-day. 
The  only  mode  of  obtaming  an  answer  to  these  questions 
of  the  senses  is  to  forego  all  low  curiosity,  aud,  accepting 
the  tide  of  being  wliich  floats  us  into  the  secret  of  nature, 
work  and  live,  work  aud  live,  and  all  unawares  the  ad- 
vancing soul  lias  built  aud  forged  for  itself  a  new  condi- 
tion, and  the  question  and  the  answer  are  one. 

By  the  same  fire,  vital,  consecrating,  celestia],  which 
bums  Qulil  it  shall  dissolve  all  things  into  the  waves  and 
surges  of  an  ocean  of  light,  we  see  and  know  each  other, 
and  what  spirit  each  is  of.  Who  can  tell  the  grounds  ot 
his  knowledge  of  the  character  of  the  several  Individuab 
in  Ilia  circle  of  friends  ?  No  man.  Yet  their  acts  and 
words  do  not  disappoint  him.  In  that  man,  though  be 
knew  no  ill  of  him,  he  put  no  trust.  In  that  other, 
though  they  had  seldom  met,  authentic  signs  had  yet 
-passed,  to  signify  that  he  might  be  trusted  as  one  who 
had  an  interest  in  his  own  character.  We  know  each 
other  very  well,  —  which  of  us  has  been  just  to  himself. 
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and  wliether  that  which  we  teach  or  behold  ia  only  aa 
aspiration,  or  is  our  honest  effort  also. 

We  are  all  discemers  of  spirits.  That  diagiiosia  lies 
aloft  ill  our  life  or  unconscious  power.  Tlie  intercourse 
of  society  —  its  trade,  its  religiuu,  its  friendsliipa,  its 
quarrels  —  is  one  wide,  judicial  investigation  of  ciiarac- 
;r.  In  full  court,  or  in  small  committee,  or  confronted 
ice  to  face,  accuser  and  accused,  men  offer  tliemselves 
)  be  judged.  Against  their  will  tliej  exhibit  those 
decisive  trifles  bj  wliicli  character  is  read.  But  wlio 
judges?  and  what?  Not  our  understanding.  We  do 
not  read  tiiem  hy  learning  or  craft.  No ;  tlie  wisdom  of 
ise  man  consists  herein,  that  lie  does  not  judge 
tliem  ;  he  lets  tlicni  judge  themselves,  and  merely  reads 
and  records  their  own  verdict. 

By  virtue  of  this  inevitable  nature,  priTate  will  is  over- 
powered, and,  maugre  our  efforts  or  our  imperfections, 
your  genius  will  speak  from  you,  and  mine  from  me. 
Tliat  wbicli  we  are,  we  sliall  teacii,  not  voluntarily,  but, 
involuntarily.  Thoughts  come  into  our  minds  by  avenues 
which  we  never  left  open,  and  tliouglits  go  out  of  our 
minds  through  avenues  which  we  never  voluntarily 
opened.  Character  teaches  over  our  head.  The  infallible 
index  of  true  progress  is  found  in  the  tone  the  man  lakes. 
Neither  bis  age,  nor  his  breeding,  nor  coiupauy,  nor 
books,  nor  actions,  nor  talents,  nor  all  together,  can  hin- 
der him  from  being  deferential  to  a  higher  spirit  than  his 
own.  If  he  have  not  found  his  borne  in  God,  his  man- 
ners,  his  forms  of  speech,  the  turn  of  his  sentences,  the 
build,  shall  I  say,  of  all  his  opinions,  will  involuntarily 
confess  it,  let  him  brave  it  out  how  he  will.    If  lie  have 
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found  his  centre,  tlie  Deity  will  sliine  through  hinij 
through  all  tlie  disguises  of  ignorance,  of  uugenial  tem- 
perament, of  unfavorable  circumstance.  The  tone  of 
seeking  is  one,  and  llie  tone  of  having  is  another. 

The  great  distinction  between  teachers  sacred  or  lilcr- 
arj,  —  betweeu  poets  like  Herbert,  and  poets  like  Pope, 
—  between  philosophers  like  Spinoza,  Kant,  and  Cole- 
ridge, and  pbilosuphers  iike  Loeke,  Palej,  Mackintosh, 
and  Stewart,  —  between  men  of  the  world,  who  are  reck- 
oned accomplished  talkers,  and  here  and  there  a  fervent 
mjstic,  prophesying,  half  insane  under  the  infinitude  of 
liis  thoHgiit,  —  is,  that  one  class  speak  from  teilAia,  or 
from  experience,  as  parties  and  possessors  of  the  fact; 
and  the  other  class,  froBi  leilAoul,  as  spectators  merely, 
or  perhaps  as  acqiiaiuled  with  the  Citct  on  the  evidence 
of  third  persons.  It  is  of  no  use  to  preach  to  me  from 
without.  1  can  do  that  too  easily  myself  Jesus  speaks 
always  from  within,  and  in  a  degree  that  tratiscends  all 
others.  In  that  is  the  miracle.  I  believe  beforeliand 
that  it  ought  so  to  he.  All  men  stand  continually  in  the 
expectation  of  the  appearance  of  such  a  teacher.  But  if 
a  man  do  not  speak  from  withiu  the  veil,  where  the  word 
is  one  with  that  it  tells  of,  let  him  lowly  confess  it. 

Tlie  same  Omniscience  flows  into  the  intellect,  and 
makes  what  we  call  genius.  Much  of  the  wisdom  of  tlie 
world  is  not  wisdom,  and  the  most  illuminated  class  of 
men  are  no  doubt  superior  to  literary  fame,  and  are  not 
writers.  Among  the  multitude  of  scholars  and  antliors, 
we  feei  no  hallowing  presence ;  wc  are  sensible  of  a  knack 
and  skill  rather  than  of  inspiration ;  they  have  a  light, 
and  know  not  whence  it  comes,  and  call  it  their  own ; 
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"  their  ialent  is  some  eiag^rated  faftulty,  some  overgrown 
member,  so  that  their  strength  is  a  disease.  In  tliese 
instances  the  intellectual  gifts  do  not  make  the  impres- 
sion of  virtue,  but  almost  of  vice;  and  we  feel  liiat  a 
man's  talents  stand  in  the  waj  of  his  advancenient  in 
tmtli.  But  genius  is  reli^oua.  It  is  a.  larger  imbibing 
of  the  common  heart.  It  is  not  anomalous,  but  nlore 
like,  and  not  less  like  olher  men.  There  is,  in  all  great 
poets,  n  wisdom  of  humanily  which  is  superior  to  an; 
talents  tliej  exercise.  The  author,  the  wit,  the  partisan, 
the  flue  gentleman,  does  not  take  place  of  the  man. 
Humanitj  shines  in  Homer,  in  Chaucer,  in  Spenser,  in 
Shakspeare,  in  Miltou.  Tiiej  are  content  witli  truth. 
Thej  use  the  positive  degree.  Tliej  seem  frigid  and 
phle^atic  to  those  who  have  been  spiced  with  the  fran- 
tic passion  and  violent  coloring  of  interior,  but  popular 
writers.  For  tbej  are  poets  bj  the  free  course  which 
thej  allow  to  the  infonning  soul,  which  through  their 
eyes  beholds  again,  and  blesses  the  things  which  it  hath 
made.  The  soul  is  superior  to  its  knowledge;  wiser 
than  anj  of  its  works.  The  great  poet  makes  ua  feel  our 
own  wealth,  and  then  we  tliink  less  of  his  compositions. 
Hia  best  communication  to  our  nibd  Is  to  teach  us  to 
despise  all  he  has  done.  Shakspeare  carries  us  to  such 
a  lofty  strain  of  intelhgent  activity,  as  to  sn^est  a  wealth 
vliich  be^ars  his  own;  and  we  then  feel  that  the  splen- 
did works  which  he  has  created,  and  which  in  other 
hours  we  extol  as  a  sort  of  self-existent  poetry,  take  no 
stronger  hold  of  real  nature  than  the  shadow  of  a  passuig 
traveller  on  the  rock.  The  inspiration  which  uttered  it- 
self in  Hamlet  and  Lear  could  utter  things  as  good  from 
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daj  to  day,  forever.  Why,  then,  sliould  I  male  acconnt 
of  Hamlet  and  Lear,  as  if  we  had  uot  tlie  soul  fram  which 
tliey  fell  as  syllables  from  the  tongue? 

Thia  energy  does  not  descend  into  individual  life  on 
any  other  condition  than  entire  possession.  It  comes  to 
the  lowly  and  simple ;  it  comes  to  whomsoever  will  put 
off  what  is  foreign  and  proud;  it  comes  as  ius^ht!  it 
comes  as  serenity  and  grandeur.  When  we  see  those 
whom  it  inhabits,  we  are  apprised  of  new  degrees  of 
greatness.  Prom  that  inspiration  the  man  comes  back 
with  a  changed  tone.  He  does  uot  talk  with  men  with 
an  eye  to  their  opinion.  He  tries  them.  It  requires  of  . 
ns  lo  be  plain  and  true.  The  vain  traveller  attempts  to 
enibelhsh  bis  life  by  quoting  my  lord,  and  the  prince,  and 
the  countess,  who  thus  said  or  did  to  Aim.  The  ambi- 
tious vulgar  show  you  their  spoons,  and  brooches,  and 
rings,  and  preserve  their  nards  and  compliments.  The 
more  cultivated,  in  their  account  of  their  own  experience, 
cull  out  tlie  pleasing,  poetic  circumstance,^the  visit  to 
Bome,  the  man  of  genius  they  saw,  the  brilliant  friend 
they  know;  still  further  on,  perhaps,  the  gorgeous  land- 
scape, the  mountain  lights,  the  mountain  thoughts,  they 
enjoyed  yesterday, — and  so  seek  to  throw  a 'romantic 
color  over  their  life.  But  the  soul  that  ascends  to  wor- 
ship the  great  God  is  plain  and  true;  has  no  rose-color, 
no  fine  friends,  no  chivalry,  no  adventures ;  does  not 
want  admiration;  dwells  in  the  hour  that  now  is,  in  the 
earnest  experience  of  the  common  day,  —  by  reason  of 
the  present  moment  and  the  mere  trifle  having  become 
porous  to  thought,  and  bibulous  of  the  sea  of  light. 

Converse  with  a  mind  that  is  grandly  simple,  and  !it- 
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eratuie  lodka  like  word-calching.  The  simplest  utter- 
ances are  wortliiest  to  be  written,  yet  are  they  so  cheap, 
and  ao  things  of  cuurae,  that,  in  the  iDfinite  riches  of  the 
eoul,  it  is  like  gathering  a  fev  pebbles  off  the  groiud,  or 
bottling  a  little  air  in  a  phial,  vben  the  whole  earth  and 
the  whole  atmosphere  are  ours.  Nothing  can  pass  there, 
or  make  you  one  of  the  circle,  but  the  casting  aside  your 
trappings,  and  dealing  man  to  man  in  naked  truth,  plain 
confession,  and  omniscient  affirmation. 

Souls  such  OS  these  treat  you  as  gods  would;  walk  as 
gods  in  the  earth,  accepting  without  any  admiration  your 
wit,  your  bounty,  joar  virtue  even,  —  say  rather  your 
act  of  duty,  for  your  virtue  they  owu  as  their  proper 
blood,  royal  as  themselves,  and  over-royal„  and  the  hther 
of  the  gods.  But  what  rebuke  their  plain  fraternal  bear- 
ing casta  on  tbe  mutual  flattery  with  which  authors  solace 
each  otherand  wound  themselves !  These  flatter  not.  I 
do  not  wonder  that  these  men  go  to  see  Cromwell,  and 
Christina,  and  Charles  the  Second,  and  James  the  First, 
and  the  Grand  Turk.  Tor  they  are,  in  tjieir  own  eleva- 
tion, the  fellows  of  klnge,  and  must  feci  the  servile  tone 
of  conversation  in  the  world.  They  must  always  be  a 
godsend  to  princes,  for  they  confront  them,  a  king  to  a 
king,  without  ducking  or  concession,  and  j^ve  a  high 
nature  tiie  refreshment  and  satiaiaction  of  resistance,  of 
plain  humanity,  of  even  companionship,  and  of  new  ideas. 
Tliey  leave  them  wiser  and  superior  men.  Souls  like 
these  make  us  feel  that  sincerity  is  more  excellent  than 
flattery.  Deal  so  plainly  with  man  and  woman,  as  to 
constrain  the  atmost  sincerity,  and  destroy  all  hope  of 
trifling  with  you.     It  is  the  highest  compliment  you  can 
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pa;.      Their  "  behest  praising,"  said  MJItoa,  "  is  not 
flatteiy,  and  tliejr  plainest  advice  is  a  kind  of  praising." 

Ineffable  Is  the  union  of  man  and  God  in  everj  act 
of  the  soul  Tlie  simplest  person,  nbo  in  bis  integrity 
worsbips  Ood,  beeomes  Qod ;  jet  for  ever  and  ever  tlie 
iiiflui  of  thia  belter  and  univcraol  self  is  new  and  un- 
searcbable.  It  inspii'es  awe  and  astonishmeut.  How 
dear,  bow  sootbing  to  man,  arises  the  idea  of  God,  peo- 
pling the  lonel;  place,  effacing  the  scars  of  our  mistakes 
and  disappointments !  When  we  have  broken  our  god  of 
tradition,  and  ceased  from  our  god  of  rhetoric,  tben  ma; 
God  fire  the  heart  witli  his  presence.  It  is  the  doubling 
of  tJie  heart  itself,  na;,  the  infinite  enUrgement  of  the 
heart  with  a  power  of  growth  to  a  new  inliuit;  on  every 
side.  It  inspires  in  man  an  infallible  trust.  He  has  not 
the  conviction,  but  the  siglit,  that  the  best  is  the  true, 
and  ma;  in  that  thought  easil;  dismiss  all  particuUr  un- 
certainties and  fears,  and  adjourn  to  the  sure  revelation 
of  time,  the  solution  of  his  private  riddles.  He  is  sure 
that  his  welfare  is  dear  to  the  heart  of  being.  In  the 
presence  of  law  to  his  miud,  he  is  overflowed  with  a  reli- 
ance so  universal,  that  it  sweeps  away  all  cherished  hopes 
and  the  most  stable  projects  of  mortal  condition  in  its 
flood.  He  believes  that  he  cannot  escape  from  hb  good. 
Tlie  things  that  are  really  for  thee  gravitate  to  thee.  You 
are  runnbg  to  seek  your  friend.  Let  your  feet  run,  but 
your  mind  need  not.  If  you  do  not  find  him,  will  you 
not  acquiesce  that  it  is  best  you  should  not  find  him  f 
for  there  is  a  power,  which,  as  it  is  in  you,  is  in  bim  also, 
and  could  therefore  ver;  welt  bring  yon  together,  if  it 
were  for  the  b^st.    lou  are  preparing  with  eagerness  to 
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go  and  render  a  service  to  wliicb  jour  talent  and  joor 
taate  invite  jou,  the  love  of  men  and  the  hope  of  fame. 
Has  it  not  occurred  to  ;du,  that  jon  have  no  right  to 
go  unlesa  jou  are  equally  willing  to  be  prevented  from 
going  ?  @,  believe,  aa  thou  livest;  that  everj  sound  that 
is  spoken  over  the  round  world,  which  thou  oughtest  to 
hear,  will  vibrate  on  thine  ear !  Everj  proverb,  every 
book,  everj  bjword  tliat  belongs  to  thee  for  aid  or  com- 
fort, shall  surelj  come  home  through  open  or  winding 
passages.  Every  friend  whom  not  thy  fantastic  will,  but 
the  great  and  tender  lieart  in  thee  craveth,  shall  lock  thee 
in  his  embrace.  And  thia,  because  the  heart  in  thee  is 
the  heart  of  all ;  not  a  valve,  not  a  wall,  not  an  inlcrsec- 
tion  is  there  anywhere  in  nature,  bat  one  blood  rolls  im- 
interniptedlj  an  endless  circulation  through  all  men,  as 
the  water  of  the  globe  is  all  one  sea,  and,  truly  seen,  its 
tide  is  one. 

Let  man,  then,  learn  the  revelation  of  all  nature  and 
all  thought  to  his  heart ;  this,  namely,  that  the  Highest 
dwells  with  him ;  that  the  sources  of  nature  are  in  his 
own  mind,  if  the  sentiment  of  duty  is  there.  Bnt  if  he 
would  know  wiiat  the  great  God  speaketh,  he  must  'go 
into  his  closet  and  shut  the  door,'  as  Jesus  said.  God 
will  not  make  himself  manifest  io  cowards.  He  must 
greatly  listen  to  himself,  withdrawing  himself  from  all  the 
accents  of  otiier  men's  devotion.  Even  their  prayers  are 
hurtful  to  him,  until  he  have  made  his  own.  Our  religion 
vulgarly  stands  on  numbers  of  believers.  Whenever 
the  appeal  is  made — no  matter  how  indirectly — to 
numbers,  proclamation  is  then  and  there  made,  that  re- 
ligion is  not.     He  that  finds  God  a  sweet,  envelopii^ 
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tliougbt  to  him  never  counts  his  company.  Wlien  I  sit 
iu  tliat  presence,  who  sball  dare  to  come  in?  When  I 
rest  in  perfect  liumilily,  when  I  bum  witU  pure  love, 
what  can  Calviu  or  Swedeiiborg  saj? 

It  makes  no  difference  whether  the  appeal  is  to  num- 
bers or  to  one.  The  faith  that  stands  on  authority  is  not 
faitli.  The  reliance  on  authority  measures  the  decline  of 
religion,  the  withdrawal  of  the  soul.  The  position  men 
iiave  giveu  to  Jesus,  now  for  many  centuries  of  bistory, 
is  a  position  of  authority.  It  characterizes  themselves. 
It  couDot  alter  tlie  eternal  facts.  Great  is  the  soul,  and 
plain.  It  is  no  flatterer,  it  is  no  follower ;  it  never 
appeals  from  itself.  It  believes  in  itself.  Before  the 
immense  possibilities  of  man,  all  mere  experience,  all  past 
biography,  however  spotless  and  sainted,  shrinks  away. 
Before  that  lieaven  which  our  presentiments  foreshow  us, 
we  caiiuot  easily  praise  any  form  of  life  we  liave  seen  or 
read  of.  We  not  only  afflnn  that  we  have  few  great  men, 
but,  absolutely  speaking,  that  we  have  none ;  that  we 
have  no  history,  no  record  of  any  character  or  mode  of 
living,  tbat  entirely  contents  us.  The  saints  and  demi- 
gods whom  history  worships  we  are  constrained  to  accept 
with  a  grain  of  allowance.  Though  in  our  lonely  hours 
we  draw  a  new  strength  ont  of  their  memory,  yet,  pressed 
on  our  attention,  as  they  are  by  the  thoughtless  and  cus- 
tomary, they  fatigue  and  invade.  The  soul  gives  itself, 
alone,  original,  and  pure,  to  the  Lonely,  Original,  and 
Pure,  wlio,  on  that  condition,  ghully  inhabits,  leads,  and 
■peaks  through  it.  Then  is  it  glad,  young,  and  nimble. 
It  is  not  wise,  but  it  sees  tlirough  all  things.  It  is  not 
called  religious,  but  it  is  innocent.    It  calls  Ibe  light  its 
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own,  and  feels  tliat  tlie  grass  grows  aod  the  sljDue  falls  bj 
a  law  inferior  to,  and  dependent  od,  its  uatnre.  Bebuld, 
it  aaith,  I  am  bom  into  the  great,  the  universal  mind. 
I,  the  imperfect,  adore  my  own  Perfect.  I  am  somehow 
receptive  of  the  great  soui,  and  tliereby  I  do  overlook 
the  sun  and  the  stars,  and  feel  tbem  to  be  the  fair  acci- 
dents and  effects  wbicb  change  and  pass.  More  and 
more  the  surges  of  everlasting  nature  enter  into  me,  and 
I  become  public  aiid  human  in  my  regards  aud  actions. 
So  come  I  to  live  in  thoughts,  and  act  with  energies, 
which  are  immortaL  Thus  revering  the  soul,  and  learn- 
ing, as  the  ancient  said,  that  "its  beaut;  is  immense," 
man  will  come  to  see  that  the  world  is  the  perennial 
miracle  which  the  soul  worketh,  and  be  less  astonished 
at  particular  wonders;  he  will  Icam  that  there  is  no  pro- 
fane hbtory ;  that  all  history  is  sacred ;  that  tbe  universe 
is  represented  in  an  atom,  in  a  moment  of  time.  He 
will  weave  no  longer  a,  spotted  life  of  shreds  and  patcbes, 
but  he  will  live  with  a  divine  unity.  He  will  cease  from 
what  is  base  and  frivolous  in  his  life,  and  be  content  with 
all  places  and  with  any  service  he  can  render.  He  will 
calmly  front  the  morrow  in  tbe  negligency  of  that  trust 
which  carries  God  with  it,  and  so  hath  already  the  whole 
future  in  the  bottom  of  the  heart. 
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Natube  centres  into  balli. 
And  her  proud  ephemerali. 

Fast  to  sniface  and  outside, 
Sian  tliB  profile  of  tlie  sphcni ; 
Knew  the;  what  that  signified, 
A  new  genesis  wen  here. 
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The  eye  is  tbe  first  circle ;  the  liorizon  wliicli  it  forma 
is  llie  secoud ;  and  tlirougliout  nature  lliis  primary  figure 
is  repeated  without  end.  It  is  the  highest  emblem  in  the 
cipher  of  the  world.  St,  Augustiue  described  the  nature 
of  God  as  a  circle  whose  centre  was  everywhere,  and  ita 
circumference  nowhere.  We  are  all  our  lifetime  reading 
the  copioua  aense  of  this  firat  oF  forms.  One  moral  we 
liave  already  deduced,  in  considering  the  circular  or  com- 
pensatory character  of  every  buman  action.  Anotber 
analogy  we  shall  now  trace ;  that  every  action  admits 
of  being  outdone.  Our  life  is  an  apprenticeship  to  the 
truth,  (hat  around  every  circle  another  can  be  drawn; 
that  there  ia  no  end  in  nature,  but  every  end  is  a  begin- 
ning ;  that  there  is  always  another  dawn  risen  on  mid- 
noon,  and  under  every  deep  a  lower  deep  opens. 

Tbis  fact,  aa  far  as  it  symbolizea  the  moral  fact  of  tbe 
Unattainable,  the  flying  Perfect,  around  which  the  bands 
of  man  can  nercr  meet,  at  once  tbe  Insplrer  and  the  oon- 
demner  of  every  success,  may  conveniently  serre  us  to 
connect  many  illustrations  of  human  power  in  every 
department. 

Tbere  are  no  fixtures  in  nature.  Tlie  universe  is  fluid 
and  volatile.     Permanence  is   but   a  word  of  degrees. 
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Our  globe  seen  b;  Giod  ia  a  transparent  law,  not  a  mass 
of  facts.  The  law  dissolves  the  fact  and  holds  it  fluid. 
Our  culture  is  tbe  predominance  of  an  idea  which  draws 
after  it  this  train  of  cities  and  institutions.  Let  us  rise 
into  another  idea :  the;  will  disappear.  Tlie  Greek 
sculpture  is  all  melted  away,  as  if  it  had  been  statues  of 
ice;  here  and  there  a  solitary  figure  or  fragment  remain- 
ing, as  we  see  flecks  and  scraps  of  snow  left  lu  cold  dells 
and  mountuu  clefts,  in  June  and  July.  For  the  genius 
that  created  it  creates  now  somewhat  else.  Tbe  Greek 
letters  last  a  little  longer,  but  are  already  passing  under 
the  same  sentence,  and  tumbling  into  tbe  inevitable  pit 
which  the  creation  of  new  thought  opens  for  all  that  is 
old.  The  new  continents  are  built  oat  of  tbe  ruins  of  an 
old  planet ;  the  new  races  fed  out  of  the  decomposition 
of  the  foregoing.  New  arts  destroy  the  old.  See  tbe 
inTestment  of  capital  in  aqueducts  made  useless  by  hy- 
draulics i  fortifications,  bj  gunpowder ;  roads  and  canals, 
by  railways ;  sails,  by  steam ;  steam,  by  electricity. 

You  admire  this  tower  of  granite,  weathering  the  hurts 
of  so  many  ages.  Yet  a  little  waving  band  built  this 
buge  wall,  and  that  which  buUds  is  better  than  that 
which  is  built.  The  hand  that  built  can  topple  it  down 
much  faster.  Better  than  the  hand,  and  nimbler,  was 
the  invisible  thought  which  wrought  through  it;  and 
thus  ever,  behind  tbe  coarse  elfect,  is  a  fine  cause,  which, 
being  narrowly  seen,  is  itself  the  effect  of  a  finer  cause. 
Everything  looks  permanent  until  its  secret  is  known. 
A  rich  estate  appears  to  woman  a  firm  and  lasting  fact ; 
to  a  merchant,  one  easily  created  out  of  any  materials, 
and  easily  lost.    Au  orchard,  good  tilhtge,  good  grounds. 
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aeem  a  fixture,  Ute  a  gold-mine,  or  a  river,  to  a  citizen ; 
hut  to  li  large  fanner,  not  niucli  more  fixed  tlian  tbe  state 
of  the  crop.  Nature  looks  provokinglj  stable  and  sec- 
ular, but  it  has  a  cause  like  all  the  rest ;  and  when  once 
I  comprehend  lliat,  will  these  fields  stretch  so  immovably 
wide,  tliese  leaves  hang  so  iudividuallj  considerable  F 
Permanence  is  a  word  of  degrees.  Everything  is  medial. 
Moona  are  no  more  bounds  to  spiritual  power  than  bat- 
balls. 

The  key  to  every  man  is  his  thought.  Sturdy  and 
defying  though  he  look,  he  has  a  helm  which  he  obeys, 
wliich  is  the  idesi  after  whlcli  all  his  facts  are  classified. 
He  can  only  be  reformed  by  showing  blni  a  new  idea 
which  commands  bis  own.  Tlie  life  of  man  is  n  self- 
evolving  circle,  which,  from  a  ring  imperceptibly  small, 
rushes  on  all  sides  outwards  to  new  and  Urger  circles, 
and  that  without  end.  The  extent  to  which  this  gen- 
eration of  circles,  wheel  without  wiieel,  will  go,  depends 
on  tbe  force  or  truth  of  the  individual  soul.  Eor  it  is  the 
inert  effort  of  each  thought,  having  formed  itself  into  a 
circular  wave  of  circumstance,  —  as,  for  instance,  an  em- 
pire, rules  of  an  art,  a  local  usage,  a  religions  rite,  —  to 
Iieap  itself  on  tliat  ridge,  and  to  solidify  and  hem  in  the 
life.  But  if  the  soul  is  quick  and  strong,  it  bursts  over 
that  boundary  on  all  sides,  and  expands  another  orbit  on 
the  great  deep,  which  also  runs  up  intn  a  high  wave, 
with  atfempt  again  to  stop  and  to  bind.  But  the  heart 
refuses  to  be  imprisoned ;  in  its  first  and  narrowest 
pnlses,  it  already  tends  outward  with  a  vast  force,  and  to 
immense  and  iunumeiable  expansions. 

Every  ultimate  fact  is  only  the  first  of  a  new  series. 

VOL.  I.  II  r 
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Every  general  law  only  a  particular  fact  of  some  more 
general  law  presently  to  disclose  itself.  Tliere  is  no  out- 
side, no  enclosing  watl,  no  circumference  to  us.  The 
man  liuishes  liis  story,  —  liow  good!  liow  final!  how  it 
puts  a  new  face  on  all  tbings !  He  Gils  tlie  sky.  Lo  !  on 
tbe  other  aide  rises  also  a  mau,  and  draws  a  circle  around 
the  circle  we  liad  just  pronounced  the  outline  of  the 
sphere.  Then  already  is  our  first  speaker  not  man,  but 
only  a  first  speaker.  His  only  redress  is  fortliwith  to 
draw  a  circle  outside  of  his  antagonist.  And  so  men  do 
by  themselves.  The  result  of  to-day,  which  haunts  the 
mind  and  cannot  be  escaped,  will  presently  be  abridged 
into  a  word,  and  the  principle  that  seemed  to  explain 
nature  will  itself  be  included  as  one  example  of  a  bolder 
general ization.  In  the  thought  of  to-morrow  there  is  a 
power  to  upheave  all  thy  creed,  all  the  creeds,  all  the  lit- 
eratures, of  the  nations,  and  marshal  thee  to  a  Heaven 
which  no  epic  dream  has  yet  depicted.  Erery  man  is  not 
so  much  a  workman  in  the  world,  as  he  is  a  su^^slion 
of  that  he  should  be.  Men  walk  as  prophecies  of  the 
next  age. 

Step  hy  step  we  scale  this  mjst«rious  ladder:  the 
steps  ace  actious;  the  uew  prospect  is  power.  Every 
several  result  is  threatened  and  judged  hy  tliat  which  fol- 
lows. Every  one  seems  to  be  contradicted  by  the  new ; 
it  is  only  limited  by  the  new.  The  new  statement  is 
always  hated  by  the  old,  and,  to  those  dwelling  in  the 
old,  comes  like  on  abyss  of  scepticism.  But  the  eye 
soon  gets  wonted  to  it,  for  the  eye  and  it  are  effects 
of  one  cause ;  then  its  innocency  and  benefit  appear, 
and  presently,  all  its  energy  spent,  it  pales  and  dwindles 
before  the  revelation  of  the  new  hour. 
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Fear  not  the  new  generalization.  Does  the  hct  look 
Class  sua  siaterial,  tlireatening  to  degrade  thy  theoTj  of 
spirit  ?  Resist  tt  not ;  it  goes  to  refine  and  raise  th; 
theory  or  matter  just  as  much. 

Tliere  are  no  iiitures  to  men,  if  we  appeal  to  con- 
Bciousnesa.  Every  man  snpposes  himself  not  to  be  fully 
understood ;  and  if  there  is  any  truth  in  him,  if  he  rests 
at  last  on  the  divine  soul,  I  see  not  how  it  can  be  other- 
wise. The  last  chamber,  the  last  closet,  he  must  feel, 
was  never  opened ;  there  is  always  a  residaum  unknown, 
unanalyzable.  That  is,  every  man  believes  that  he  has  & 
greater  possibility. 

Our  moods  do  not  believe  in  each  other.  To^lay  I  am 
fall  of  thonghts,  and  can  write  what  I  please.  I  see  no 
reason  why  I  should  not  have  the  same  tlionght,  the 
same  power  of  eipressiof,  to-morrow.  What  I  write, 
whilst  I  write  it,  seema  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world ;  but  yesterday  I  mw  a  dreary  vacuity  in  this  di- 
rection in  which  now  I  see  so  much ;  and  a  month  hence, 
I  doubt  not,  I  shall  wonder  who  he  was  that  wrote  so 
many  continuous  pages.  Alas  for  this  infirm  faith,  this 
will  not  strenuous,  this  vast  ebb  of  a  vast  flow !  I  am 
God  in  nature ;  I  am  a  weed  by  the  wall. 

The  continual  eflbrt  to  raise  himself  above  himself,  to 
work  a  pitch  above  his  last  height,  betrays  itself  in  a 
man's  relations.  We  thirst  for  approbation,  jet  cannot 
forgive  lie  approver.  The  sweet  of  nature  is  love  ;  yet, 
if  I  have  a  friend,  I  am  tormented  by  my  imperfections. 
The  love  of  me  accnses  the  other  party.  If  he  were  high 
enon^  to  sli^t  me,  then  eould  I  love  him,  and  rise  by 
my  afieotion  to  new  heights.    A  man's  growth  is  seen  in 
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tlie  succeaaiTe  choirs  of  his  frienda.  For  eveiy  friend 
whom  he  loses  for  Initb,  he  gniiia  &  better.  I  thought  m 
I  walked  in  the  woods  find  mused  on  tnj  frienda,  wh; 
should  I  plaj  with  them  this  g&me  of  idolatry  F  I  know 
and  see  too  well,  when  not  voluntarily  blbd,  the  speedy 
limits  of  persons  called  high  and  worthy.  Rich,  noble, 
and  great  tbey  are  by  the  Lberahty  of  our  speech,  but 
truth  is  sad.  0  blessed  Spirit,  whom  I  forsake  for  these, 
they  art  not  thou  1  Sverj  personal  consideration  that 
we  allow  costs  us  beaveuly  stale.  We  sell  the  thrones  of 
angels  tor  &  short  and  turbulent  pleasure. 

How  often  must  we  learn  this  lesson  ?  Men  cease  to 
interest  ua  when  we  find  their  Umitations.  The  only  sin 
is  limitatioo.  As  soon-as  you  once  come  up  with  a  man's 
limitations,  it  is  all  over  with  him.  Has  he  talents  F  has 
he  enterprise  F  has  lie  kuowledge  F  it  boots  not.  Infinitely 
alluring  and  attractive  was  he  to  you  yesterday,  a  great 
liope,  a  sea  to  swim  in ;  now,  you  have  found  his  shores, 
found  it  a  pond,  and  you  care  not  if  you  never  see  it  again. 

Eiieh  new  step  we  take  in  thought  reconciles  twenty 
seemingly  discordant  facts,  as  expressions  of  one  law. 
Aristotle  and  Plato  are  reckoned  the  respective  beads  of 
two  schools.  A  wise  man  will  see  that  Aristotle  Pla- 
tonizes.  By  going  one  step  farther  back  in  thoaght,  dis- 
cordant opiaioQS  are  reconciled,  by  being  seen  to  be  two 
extremes  of  one  principle,  and  we  can  never  go  so  fix 
back  as  to  preclude  a  still  higher  vision. 

Beware  when  the  great  God  lets  loose  a  thinker  on 
tbb  planet.  Then  all  things  are  at  risk.  It  is  as  when 
a  conflagration  has  broken  out  in  a  great  city,  and  no 
man  knows  what  b  safe,  or  where  it  will  end.    There  is 
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not  B  piece  of  science,  but  its  flank  may  be  turned  to- 
morrow ;  there  is  not  an;  literary  reputation,  not  tbe  so- 
called  eternal  names  of  tame,  that  ma;  not  be  revised 
and  condemned.  The  very  hopes  of  man,  the  thongbts 
of  his  heart,  the  religion  of  nations,  the  manuers  and 
morals  of  mankind,  are  all  at  the  mercy  of  a  new  general- 
ization. Generalization  is  always  a  new  influx  of  the  di- 
vinity into  the  mind.    Hence  the  thrill  that  attends  it. 

Valor  oonskta  in  the  power  of  aelf- recovery,  so  tliat  a 
man  cannot  have  hb  flank  turned,  cannot  be  out-gen- 
eralled,  but  put  liim  where  you  will,  he  stands.  This  can 
only  be  by  his  preferring  truth  to  his  past  apprejjension 
of  truth  ;  and  his  alert  acceptance  of  it,  from  whatever 
quarter;  the  intrepid  conviction  tbat  his  laws,  his  rela- 
tions to  society,  bis  Christianity,  bis  world,  may  at  any 
time  be  superseded  and  decease. 

There  are  degrees  in  idealism.  We  learn  first  to  play 
witb  it  academically,  as  the  magnet  was  once  a  toy. 
Then  we  see  in  the  heyday  of  youth  and  poetry  that  it 
may  be  true,  tliat  it  is  true  in  gleams  and  fragments. 
Tlien,  its  countenance  waxes  stern  and  grand,  and  we 
see  that  it  must  be  true.  It  now  shows  itself  ethical  and 
practical.  We  learn  that  God  is ;  that  he  is  in  me ;  and 
that  all  tilings  are  shadows  of  liim.  The  idealism  of 
Berkeley  is  only  a  crude  statement  of  the  idealism  of 
Jesus,  and  that  again  is  a  crude  statement  of  the  fact, 
that  all  nature  is  tbe  rapid  efllus  of  goodness  executing 
and  organizing  itself  Much  more  obviously  is  history 
and  the  state  of  the  world  at  any  one  time  directly  de- 
pendent on  the  intellectual  classification  then  existing  in 
the  minds  of  men.     The  things  which  are  dear  to  men 
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at  this  hour  are  bo  on  account  of  the  ideas  wliich  han 
emei^d  on  their  mental  horizon,  aud  vhioli  cause  the 
present  order  of  things  as  a  tree  bears  iU  apples.  A  new 
degree  of  culture  would  instantly  revolulioiiize  the  entire 
system  of  human  purauita. 

ConveTsatioQ  is  a  game  of  circles.  In  conversation  we 
pluck  up  the  termni  which  bound  the  common  of  sllenee 
OQ  everj  side.  The  parties  are  not  to  be  judged  bj  tlie 
spirit  they  partake  and  even  eipress  under  this  Pente- 
cost. To-morrow  Ihey  will  have  receded  from  this  high- 
water  mark.  To-morrow  you  shall  find  them  stooping 
under  the  old  pack-saddles.  Yet  let  us  enjoj  the  cloven 
flame  whilst  it  glows  on  our  walls.  When  each  new 
Speaker  strikes  a  new  light,  emancipates  us  from  the  op- 
pression of  the  last  speaker,  to  oppress  us  with  the  great- 
ness and  exclusiveness  of  his  own  thought,  liien  pelds 
us  to  another  redeemer,  we  seem  to  recover  our  rights, 
to  become  men.  0,  what  truths  profound  and  executa- 
ble only  in  ages  and  orbs  are  supposed  in  the  announce- 
ment of  every  truth !  In  common  hours,  society  sita 
cold  and  statnesque.  We  all  stand  waiting,  empty, — 
knowing,  possibly,  that  we  can  be  full,  surrounded  by 
mighty  symbols  which  are  not  symbols  to  us,  but  prose 
and  trivial  toys.  Then  cometh  the  god,  and  converts  tbs 
statues  into  fiery  men,  Mid  by  a  Bash  of  his  eye  bums  up 
the  veil  which  shrouded  all  tliiugs,  and  the  meaning  of 
the  very  furniture,  of  cup  and  saucer,  of  chair  and  clock 
and  (ester,  is  manifest.  The  facta  which  loomed  so  large 
in  the  fogs  of  yesterday  —  property,  climate,  breeding 
personal  beauty,  and  the  like  —  have  strangely  changed 
their  proportions.    All  that  we  reckoned  settled  shakes 
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and  rattles ;  and  literatures,  cities,  climates,  religions, 
leave  tbeir  foundations,  and  danee  before  our  eyea.  And 
jel  here  again  see  tlie  swift  circumspection !  Good  as  is 
discourse,  silence  is  better,  and  sLauies  it.  Tlie  lengtli 
o£  the  discourse  indicates  tlie  distance  of  tUouglit  betwixt 
tbe  speaker  and  the  bearer.  If  tbej  were  at  a  perfect 
understanding  in  auj  part,  no  words  would  be  necessary 
tliereon.     If  at  one  iu  all  parts,  no  words  would  be  suf- 

Ititerature  is  a  point  outside  of  our  hodiernal  cirele, 
through  which  a  new  one  may  be  described.  Tlie  use  of 
literature  is  to  afford  us  a  pUtform  whence  we  may  com- 
mand a  Tiew  of  our  present  life,  a  purchase  bj  which  we 
may  move  it.  We  fill  ourselves  wttb  ancient  learning,  * 
install  ourselves  tbe  best  we  can  in  Greek,  in  Punic,  in 
Koinan  houses,  only  that  we  may  wiselier  ace  Freucb, 
English,  and  American  houses  and  modes  of  living.  In 
Uke  manner,  we  see  literature  best  from  the  midst  of  wild 
nature,  or  from  the  din  of  affairs,  or  from  a  liigli  religion. 
The  field  cannot  be  well  seen  from  within  tbe  field.  The 
astronomer  must  have  his  diameter  of  the  earth's  orbit  as 
a  base  to  find  the  parallax  of  any  star. 

Therefore  we  value  tbe  poet.  All  the  argument  and 
all  the  wisdom  is  not  in  the  encyclopedia,  or  the  treatise 
on  metaphysics,  or  the  Body  of  Divinity,  but  in  tbe  sonnet 
or  the  play.  In  my  daily  work  I  incline  to  repeat  my 
ohi  steps,  and  do  not  believe  in  ren<edial  force,  in  tlie 
power  of  change  and  reform.  But  some  Petrarch  or 
Ariosto,  filled  will  the  new  wine  of  bis  imagination,  writes 
me  an  ode  or  a  brisk  romance,  full  of  daring  thought  and 
action.     He  smites  ana  arun&es  me  witl.  Jiis  shrill  tones. 
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breska  ap  my  whole  chain  of  hsbita,  and  I  open  mj  eje  on 
my  own  posaibilities.  He  cUps  wiaga  to  the  aides  of  all 
the  solid  old  lumber  of  the  world,  and  I  am  capable  once 
mon:  of  choosing  a  straight  path  in  theory  and  practise. 

We  have  the  same  need  to  command  a  view  of  the  re- 
ligion of  the  world.  We  can  never  see  Christianitj  from 
the  catechism  :  — from  the  pastures,  from  a  boat  in  the 
pond,  from  amidst  tlie  songs  of  wood-birds,  we  possiblj 
ma;.  Cleansed  bj  the  elemental  light  and  wind,  steeped 
in  the  sea  of  beaotifal  forms  which  the  field  offers  us,  we 
may  chance  to  cast  a  right  glance  back  upon  biography. 
Christianity  is  rightl;  dear  to  the  best  of  mankind ;  yet 
was  there  never  a  young  philosopher  whose  breeding  had 
fallen  into  the  Christian  church,  by  whom  that  brave  text 
of  Paul's  was  not  specially  prized ;  "  Then  shall  also  the 
Son  be  subject  unto  Him  who  put  all  things  under  him, 
that  God  may  be  all  in  all."  Let  the  claims  and  virtues 
of  persons  be  never  so  great  and  welcome,  the  instinct  of 
nun  presses  eagerly  onward  to  the  impersonal  and  illim- 
itable, and  ghidly  arms  itself  against  the  dogmatism  of 
bigots  with  this  generous  word  out  of  the  book  itself. 

The  natural  world  may  be  conceived  of  as  a  system  of 
concentric  circles,  and  we  now  and  then  detect  in  nature 
shgbt  dislocations,  which  apprise  us  that  this  surface  on 
which  we  now  stand  is  not  filed,  but  sliding.  These 
manifold  tenacious  qualities,  this  chemistry  and  vegeta- 
tion, these  metals  and  animals,  which  seem  to  stand  there 
for  their  own  sake,  are  means  and  methods  only,  —  are 
words  of  God,  and  as  fugitive  as  other  words,  f-fv  the 
natanlist  or  chemist  learned  his  craft,  who  has  explored 
the  gravity  of  atoms  and  the  elective  affinities,  who  has 


not  jet  discerned  tiie  deeper  law  whereof  this  is  onl;  a 
partial  or  approximate  statement,  namely,  that  like  draws 
to  like;  and  that  the  goods  which  belong  to  jou  gravitate 
to  JOU,  and  need  not  be  pursued  with  pains  aud  cost  f 
Yet  is  that  statement  approximate  also,  and  not  final. 
Omnipresence  is  a  higlier  fact.  Not  tbrough  subtle,  sub- 
terranean cliunuels  need  friend  and  fact  be  drawn  to 
their  counterpart,  but,  rightlj  considered,  these  thbgs 
proceed  from  the  eternal  generation  of  the  soul.  Cause 
and  effect  are  two  sides  of  ooe  fact. 

The  same  law  of  eternal  procession  ranges  all  that  we 
call  the  virtues,  and  extinguishes  each  in  the  light  of  a 
better.  Tbe  great  man  will  not  be  prudent  in  the  popu- 
lar sense;  all  hb  prudence  will  be  so  much  deduction 
from  bis  grandeur.  But  it  behooves  each  to  see,  when 
be  sacriliceE  prudence,  to  what  god  be  de?ote9  it ;  if  to 
ease  and  pleasure,  he  had  better  be  prudent  still ;  if  to  a 
great  trust,  he  can  well  spare  his  mule  and  panniers  who 
has  a  winged  chariot  instead.  Oeoffrej  draws  on  hia 
boots  to  go  through  the  woods,  that  his  feet  may  be  safer 
from  tbe  bite  of  snakes;  Aaron  never  thinks  of  such  a 
peril.  In  many  years  neither  is  harmed  bj  such  an  acci- 
dent. Yet  it  seems  to  me,  lliat,  with  everj  precaution 
you  take  against  such  on  evil,  you  put  jourself  into  Ihe 
power  of  the  evil.  I  suppose  thst  the  highest  prudence 
is  the  loMrest  prudence.  la  this  too  sudden  a  rusliing 
from  the  centre  to  tbe  verge  of  our  orbit  F  Think  how 
mauj  times  we  shall  fall  back  into  pitiful  calculations  be- 
fore we  take  up  our  rest  ia  the  great  sentiment,  or  make 
the  verge  of  to-day  the  new  centre.  Besides,  your  brav- 
est sentiment  is  familiar  to  tbe  humblest  men.     The  poor 
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and  the  low  have  tbeir  way  <J  exprasiiig  tiie  last  beta  ctf 
I^ulosopb;  as  well  as  joo.  "  Blessed  be  nothing,"  and 
"  (he  worse  thiitgi  are,  the  better  tbej  arc,"  are  prorerbs 
wbicb  esprass  the  traosceudentalism  of  comiaoQ  life. 

One  nan's  justice  is  another's  injustice ;  one  man's 
beautj,  another's  ngliness ;  one  man's  wisdom,  anotber's 
folly ;  as  one  beholds  the  same  objects  from  a  bi^ier 
point.  One  man  tbinlcs  justice  consists  in  paying  debts, 
and  has  no  measure  in  his  abhorrence  of  another  who  is 
very  remiss  in  this  duty,  and  makes  the  creditor  wait 
tedioosly.  But  that  second  man  has  liia  own  way  of 
looking  at  things ;  asks  himself.  Which  debt  must  I  pay 
first,  —  the  debt  to  the  rich,  or  the  debt  to  the  poor?  the' 
debt  of  money,  or  the  debt  of  thought  to  mankind,  of 
genius  to  nature  ?  For  you,  O  broker !  there  is  no  otlirar 
principle  but  arithmetic.  For  me,  commerce  is  of  trivial 
import ;  love,  &ith,  truth  of  character,  the  aspiration  of 
man,  these  are  sacred ;  nor  can  I  detach  one  duty,  like 
you,  from  all  other  duties,  and  concentrate  my  forces 
mechanically  on  the  payment  of  moneys.  Let  me  live 
onward ;  you  shall  find  that,  though  slower,  the  progress 
of  mj  character  will  liquidate  aU  these  debts  without  in- 
justice to  higher  claims.  If  a  man  should  dedicate  him- 
self to  the  payment  of  notes,  would  not  this  be  injustice? 
Does  he  owe  no  debt  but  money  ?  And  are  all  claims  oa 
him  to  be  postponed  to  a  landlord's  or  a  banker's  P 

There  is  no  virtue  which  is  final ;  all  are  initial.  The 
virtues  of  society  are  vices  of  the  saint.  The  terror  of 
reform  is  the  discovery  that  we  must  cast  away  our  vir- 
tues, or  what  we  have  always  esteemed  such,  into  the 
same  pit  that  has  consumed  our  grosser  vices. 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


CIRCLES.  £51 

"Forgive  Lis  crimes,  forpive  his  virtues  too, 
Those  Bmoller  faults,  hnlf  converti  to  tlie  right" 

It  is  tlie  liigliest  power  of  divine  moments  tliat  tliey 
abolisli  our  cooti'itlous  also.  I  accuse  myself  ot  sloth 
and  unproGtahleness  day  by  day  ;  but  wlien  tliese  waves 
of  God  flow  into  me,  I  uo  longer  reckon  lost  lime.  I  uo 
longer  poorly  compute  my  possible  acliievemcnt  by  wliat 
remains  to  me  of  the  month  or  the  year;  for  these  mo- 
ments confer  a  sort  of  omnipresence  and  omiiipoteuce 
which  asks  nothing  of  duration,  but  sees  tbat  the  energy 
of  the  inbd  is  commensurate  with  the  work  to  be  done, 
without  time. 

And  thus,  0  circular  philosopher,  I  hear  some  reader 
exclaim,  you  have  arrived  at  a  fine  Pynlionism,  at  an. 
equivalence  and  indiiFerency  of  all  actions,  and  would 
fain  teach  us  that,  if  we  are  true,  forsooth,  our  crimes 
may  be  lively  stones  out  of  which  we  shall  construct  the 
temple  of  the  true  God  ' 

I  am  not  careful  to  justify  myself  I  own  I  am  glad 
dened  by  seemg  the  predominance  of  the  sacchanne 
principle  throughout  icgetable  nature  and  not  less  by 
beholding  in  morals  tbat  unrestrained  inundation  of  the 
principle  of  gotd  into  every  chink  and  hole  that  selfish 
ness  has  left  open,  yea,  into  selllsbness  and  sin  itself;  so 
that  no  evil  is  pure,  nor  bell  itself  without  its  extreme 
satisfactions.  But  lest  1  should  mislead  any  when  I 
have  my  own  head  and  obey  my  whims,  let  me  remind 
the  reader  that  I  am  only  an  esperimenler.  Do  not.  set 
the  least  value  on  what  I  do,  or  tbe  least  discredit  on 
wbat  I  do  not,  as  if  I  pretended  to  settle  anything  as 
true  or  false.     I  unsettle  all  things.     No  facts  are  to  me 
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sacred  ;  none  are  profane ;  I  aimply  experiment,  an  end- 
less seeker,  witli  ui^Fast  at  iiiy  bacL. 

Yet  tliis  incessaat  movement  and  progression  wbich 
sU  ttiiugs  partake  cuuld  never  become  sensible  to  us  but 
bj  contrast  to  some  principle  of  fisture  or  stability  iu 
the  soul.  Wliilst  the  eternal  generation  of  circles  |iro- 
ceeds,  tbe  eWnial  generator  abides.  That  central  life  is 
somewhat  superior  to  creation,  superior  to  knowledge 
and  tbought,  and  contains  all  its  circles.  Forever  it 
labors  to  create  a  lite  and  thought  as  large  and  excellent 
BS  itself,  suggesting  to  our  thought  a  certuiu  development, 
as  if  Ibat  whicb  is  made  instr  cis  I  ow  to  n  ake  a  better. 

Thus  there  is  no  sleep,  i  o  pause  no  preservaliou,  but 
all  things  renew,  germinate  a  d  spr  g  Whj  should 
we  import  rags  and  relics  nto  the  new  bo  r  ?  Nature 
abhors  tbe  old,  and  old  age  se  n  s  the  only  disease ;  all 
others  run  into  this  one.  Vi  e  call  t  by  n  any  names,  — 
fever,  intemperance,  insanity,  stupidity,  and  crime;  Ibey 
are  all  forms  of  old  age ;  they  are  rest,  conservatism, 
appropriation,  inertia,  not  newness,  not  tbe  way  onward. 
We  grizile  every  day.  I  see  no  need  of  it.  Whilst  we 
converse  with  what  is  above  us,  we  do  not  grow  old,  but 
grow  young.  Infancy,  youth,  receptive,  aspiring,  with 
religious  eye  looking  upward,  counts  itself  nothing,  and 
abandons  itself  to  the  instruction  flowing  from  all  sides. 
But  the  man  and  woman  of  seventy  assume  to  know  all, 
they  luive  outlived  tiieir  hope,  they  renounce  aspiration, 
accept  tlie  actual  for  tbe  necessary,  and  talk  down  to 
tlie  young.  Let  them,  tben,  become  organs  of  the  Holy 
Gbust ;  let  theiu  be  lovers ;  let  them  bebold  truth ;  and 
their  eyes  are  uplifted,  their  wrinkles  smootbed,  tbey  are 
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perFumed  again  with  tiope  and  power,  Tliis  old  age 
ougiit  uot  to  creep  ou  a  liumau  mitid.  In  uature  every 
niunient  is  new ;  the  past  is  always  swallowed  and  for- 
gotten ;  tbe  coaling  oulj  is  sacred.  Notliiiig  is  secui'e 
but  life,  transition,  tlie  energizing  spirit.  No  love  can 
be  bound  by  oath  or  covenant  to  secure  it  agatust  a 
LJglier  love.  No  truth  so  sublime  but  it  may  be  trivial 
to-morrow  in  llic  liglit  of  new  thoughts.  People  wish  to 
be  settled ;  only  as  far  as  lUey  are  unsettled  is  there  any 
bope  for  them. 

Life  is  a  series  of  surprises.  TVe  do  not  guess  to-Jay 
the  mood,  tbe  pleasure,  tbe  power  of  to-morrow,  when 
we  are  budding  up  our  being.  Of  lower  states,  —  of 
acts  of  routine  and  sense,  —  we  can  tell  soniewbat;  but 
the  masterpieces  of  God,  the  total  growths  and  universal 
movements  of  the  soul,  be  bideth  ;  they  are  incalcuhible. 
I  cau  know  that  truth  is  divine  and  helpful;  but  how  it 
shall  help  me  I  can  have  no  guess,  for  so  to  be  is  the  sole 
inlet  of  io  to  know.  Tbe  new  position  of  the  advancing 
man  has  all  the  powers  a{  the  old,  yet  has  them  all  new. 
It  carries  in  its  bosom  all  the  energies  of  the  past,  yet  is 
itself  an  exhalation  of  the  morning.  1  cast  away  in  this 
new  moment  all  my  once  hoarded  knowledge,  as  vacant 
and  vain.  Now,  for  the  first  time,  seem  I  to  know  any- 
thing rightly.  The  simplest  words,  —  we  do  not  know 
what  they  mean,  except  when  we  love  aud  aspire. 

The  difference  between  talents  and  character  is  adroit- 
ness to  keep  the  old  and  trodden  round,  and  power  aud 
courage  to  make  a  new  road  to  new  and  better  goals. 
Character  makes  an  overpowering  present;  a  cheerful, 
determined  hour,  which  fortifies  all  the  company,  by 
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making  them  see  tbat  much  is  possible  and  excellent  that 
waa  not  thonglit  of.  Cliaracler  dulls  tlie  impressioa  uf 
particular  events.  Wben  ve  see  the  conqueror,  we  do 
not  tliink  much  of  any  one  battle  or  success.  We  see 
tbat  we  bad  exaggerated  the  difficulty.  It  was  easy  to 
him.  The  great  man  is  not  couvulsible  or  tormeatable ; 
events  pass  over  him  without  much  impression.  People 
say  sometimes,  '  See  wljat  I  have  overcome ;  see  how 
cheerful  I  am ;  see  how  completely  I  Iiave  triumphed 
over  these  hlack  events.'  Not  if  tliej  still  remind  me 
of  the  black  eTent.  True  conquest  is  the  causing  the 
calamity  ta  fade  and  disappear,  as  an  early  cloud  of 
insignificant  result  in  a'history  so  large  and  advancing. 
The  one  thing  which  we  seek  with  insatiable  desire  ia 
to  forget  ourselves,  to  be  surprised  out  of  our  propriety, 
to  lose  our  sempiternal  memory,  and  to  do  somethiug 
without  knowing  how  or  why;  in  short,  to  draw  a  new 
circle.  Nothing  great  was  ever  achieved  without  en- 
thusiasm. The  way  of  life  is  wonderful ;  it  is  by  aban- 
donment. The  great  moments  of  history  are  the  facil- 
ities of  performance  through  the  strength  of  ideas,  as  the 
works  of  genius  and  religion.  "A  man,"  said  Oliver 
Cromwell,  "never  rises  so  high  as  when  he  knows  not 
whither  he  is  going."  Dreams  and  drunkenness,  the  use 
.  of  opium  and  alcohol,  are  the  semblance  and  counterfeit 
of  this  oracular  genius,  and  hence  their  dangerous  al' 
traction  for  men.  For  the  like  reason,  they  ask  the  aid 
of  wild  passions,  as  in  gaming  and  war,  to  ape  in  some 
mauDGr  these  flames  and  generosities  of  the  heart. 
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60,  tpeeA  the  Btan  of  Tbought 
On  to  their  shiniDg  goals ;  — - 
The  sower  icsttera  bruad  his  se^ 
The  icbeat  thou  strew'st  be  sools. 
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DvEKT  substance  is  negatively  ctectrio  to  tliat  wliich 
stands  above  it  in  tiie  cliemical  tables,  positively  to  that 
■which  stands  below  it.  Water  dissolves  wood,  and  iron, 
and  salt;  air  dissolves  water;  electric  fire  dissolves  air, 
but  the  intellect  dissolves  fire,  gravity,  laws,  method,  and 
the  subtlest  nnuamed  relations  of  nature.  Id  its  resistless 
Mcnstniuro.  Intellect  lies  behind  genius,  wliich  is  Intel-  ■ 
lect  constructive.  luteliect  is  the  simple  power  anterior 
to  all  action  or  construction.  Gladly  would  I  unfold  ia 
calm  degrees  a  natural  history  of  the  intellect,  but  what 
man  has  yet  been  able  to  mark  the  steps  and  boundaries 
of  that  transparent  essence  ?  The  first  questions  are 
always  to  be  asked,  and  the  wisest  doctor  is  gravelled 
by  the  inquisitiveness  of  a  child.  How  can  we  speak 
of  the  action  of  the  mind  under  any  divisions,  as  of  its 
knowledge,  of  its  ethics,  of  its  works,  and  so  forth,  since 
it  melts  will  into  perception,  knowledge  into  act  P  Each 
becomes  the  other.  Itself  alone  is.  Its  vision  is  not 
like  the  vision  of  the  eye,  but  is  union  with  the  things 

Infclleot  and  intellection  signify  to  the  common  ear 
consideration  of  abstract  truth.  Tlie  considerations  of 
time  and  place,  of  you  and  rae,  of  profit  and  hurt. 
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tyrannize  Over  most  men's  minds.  Intellect  separates 
Uie  fact  considered  from  ^os,  from  all  local  and  per- 
sonal tefeceiice,  and  discerns  it  as  if  it  existed  for  its 
own  sake.  Heraclitus  looked  upon  the  affections  as 
dense  and  colored  niists.  lu  the  fog  of  good  and  evil 
affections,  it  is  hard  for  man  to  walk  forward  in  a 
straight  line.  Intellect  is  void  of  affection,  and  sees  an 
object  as  it  stands  in  tlie  light  of  science,  cool  and  dis- 
engaged. The  intellect  goes  out  of  the  iiidividual,  floats 
over  its  own  personatit;,  and  regards  it  as  a  fact,  and 
not  as  /  and  iiiii>«.  He  wjio  is  immersed  in  what  con- 
cerns person  or  phice  cannot  see  the  problem  of  exist- 
ence. This  the  intellect  alwajs  ponders.  Nature  shows 
all  things  formed  and  buund.  The  intellect  pierces  the 
form,  overleaps  the  wall,  detects  intrinsic  likeness  be- 
tween remote  things,  and  reduces  all  things  into  a  few 
principles. 

The  making  a  bet  the  subject  of  tbought  nuses  it. 
All  that  mass  of  mental  and  moral  phenomena,  which 
we  do  not  make  objects  of  voluntary  thought,  come 
within  the  power  of  fortune;  thej  constitute  the  circum- 
stance of  daily  life ;  they  are  subject  to  change,  to  fear, 
and  hope.  Ever;  man  beholds  his  human  condition 
with  a  degree  of  tnekncholy.  As  a  ship  i^rouud  is 
battered  by  the  waves,  so  man,  imprisoned  in  mortjil 
life,  ties  open  to  the  mercy  of  coming  events.  But  a 
truth,  separated  bj  the  intellect,  is  no  longer  a  subject 
of  destiny.  We  behold  it  as  a  god  upraised  above  care 
and  fear.  And  so  any  fact  in  our  life,  or  any  recoi-d  of 
our  fancies  or  reflections,  disentangled  from  the  web  of 
our  uncoosciousuess,  becomes  an  object  impersonal  and 
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immortal.  It  is  the  past  restored,  but  embalmed.  A 
better  art  than  that  of  Egjpt  has  taken  fear  and  cor- 
ruptiou  ont  of  it.  It  is  eviscerated  of  care.  It  a  of- 
fered for  Bcieoce.  What  is  addressed  to  us  for  contem' 
phition  does  not  threaten  us,  but  makes  us  intellectual 
beiugs. 

Tlie  growth  of  the  intellect  is  spontaneous  in  eyery 
expansion.  Tlie  mind  that  grows  could  not  predict  the 
times,  the  meaus,  the  mode  of  that  spontaneity.  God 
enters  bj  a  private  door  into  erery  individual.  Long 
prior  to  the  so-called  age  of  reflection  is  the  thinking  of 
tlie  mind.  Out  of  darkness,  it  came  inaenaiblj  into  tlie 
marvellous  light  of  to-daj.  In  tlie  period  of  infancy  it 
accepted  and  disposed  of  al!  impressions  from  the  sur- 
rounding creation  after  its  own  way.  Whatever  any 
mind  doth  or  saith  is  after  a  law ;  and  this  native  law 
remains  over  it  after  it  has  come  to  reflection  or  conscious 
thought.  In  the  most  worn,  pedantic,  introverted  self- 
tormentor's  life,  the  greatest  part  is  incalculable  by  him, 
unforeseen,  unimaginable,  and  must  be,  until  he  can  take 
himself  up  by  his  own  ears.  What  am  I  ?  What  has 
IDJ  will  done  to  make  me  that  I  am  P  Nothing.  I  have 
been  floated  into  this  thought,  tliis  hour,  this  connec- 
tion of  events,  bj  secret  currents  of  might  and  mind,  and 
my  ingenuity  and  wilfulness  have  not  thwarted,  have 
not  aided  to  an  appreciable  degree. 

Our  spontaneous  action  is  always  the  best.  You  can- 
not, with  your  best  deliberation  and  heed,  come  so  close 
to  any  question  as  your  spontaneous  glance  shall  bring 
you,  whilst  you  rise  from  your  bed,  or  walk  abroad  in 
the  morning  after  meditating  the  matter  before  sleep  on 
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the  previoos  night.  Out  tlibkiug  is  a  pious  receptioa 
Our  truth  of  thought  is  therefore  vitiated  as  much  bj  too 
■  Tioleot  direction  given  by  our  will,  as  by  too  great  negli- 
gence. We  do  not  determine  what  we  will  think.  We 
only  open  our  senses,  clear  away,  as  we  can,  all  obstruc- 
tion from  the  (act,  and  suffer  the  intellect  to  see.  We  have 
liltle  control  over  our  thoughts.  We  are  the  prisoners 
of  ideas.  They  ea(eh  us  up  for  momenta  into  their 
heaven,  and  so  fully  engage  us  that  we  take  no  heed 
for  the  morrow,  gaze  like  children,  without  an  effort  to 
make  them  our  own.  By  and  by  we  fall  out  of  lliat 
rapture,  bethink  us  where  we  have  been,  what  we  have 
aecn,  and  repeat,  as  truly  as  we  can,  what  we  have  be- 
held. As  far  as  we  can  recall  these  ecstasies,  we  carry 
away  in  the  ineflaceable  memory  the  result,  and  all  men 
and  all  the  ages  confirm  it.  It  is  called  TnitL  But 
the  moment  we  cease  to  report,  and  attempt  to  correct 
and  contrive,  it  is  not  Truth. 

If  we  consider  what  persons  have  stimulated  and  prof- 
ited us,  we  shall  perceive  the  superiority  of  the  sponta- 
neous or  intuitive  principle  over  the  arithmetical  or  logi- 
cal. The  first  contains  the  second,  but  virtual  and  latent. 
We  want,  in  every  man,  a  long  logic ;  we  cannot  pardon 
the  absence  of  it,  but  it  must  not  be  spoken.  Logic  b 
the  procession  or  proportionate  unfolding  of  the  inlui- 
tion ;  but  its  virtue  is  as  silent  method ;  the  mfiment  it 
would  appear  as  propositions,  and  have  a  separate  value, 
it  is  worthless. 

In  every  man's  mind,  some  images,  words,  and  fticts 
remain,  without  effort  on  his  part  to  imprint  them,  which 
others  forget,  and  afterwards  these  illustrale  to  him  im- 
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portaat  laws.  All  our  progress  is  an  unfolding,  Lke  tbe 
Tegetftble  bud.  You  liave  first  an  iusLiiict,  tbea  aii  opia- 
iou,  tbea  a  knowledge,  as  the  plant  baa  root,  bud,  aud 
fruit.  Trust  the  instinct  to  the  end,  though  you  can 
render  uo  reason.  It  is  vaiu  to  burry  it.  By  trusting  it 
to  the  eud,  it  shall  ripen  into  truth,  and  you  shall  kaov 
wby  you  believe. 

Each  mind  has  its  own  metbod.  A  true  man  never 
acquires  after  college  rules.  What  you  have  aggregated 
in  a.  natural  manner  surprises  and  delights  when  it  is 
produced.  For  we  canuot  oversee  each  other's  secret. 
And  hence  the  ditfereiiees  between  men  in  natural  endow- 
ment are  insignificant  in  comparison  with  their  common 
wealth.  Do  you  think  the  porter  and  the  cook  have  no 
anecdotes,' no  experiences,  no  wondera  for  youP  Every- 
body knows  as  much  as  the  savant.  Tbe  walls  of  rude 
minds  are  scrawled  all  over  with  facts,  with  tboughts. 
Tliey  shall  one  day  bring  a  lautern  and  read  the  ioscrip- 
tious.  Every  niau,  in  tbe  degi-eo  in  which  he  has  wit  and 
culture,  finds  his  curiosity  iiifiained  conccrDiDg  the  modes 
of  living  and  tbiuking  of  other  men,  and  especially  of 
those  classes  whose  minds  liave  not  been  subdued  by  the 
drill  of  school  education. 

This  instinctive  action  never  ceases  in  a  healthy  mind, 
but  becomes  richer  and  more  frequent  in  its  informations 
through  all  states  of  culture.  At  last  comes  the  era  of 
reflection,  when  we  not  only  observe,  but  take  pains  to 
observe ;  when  we  of  set  purpose  sit  down  to  consider 
an  abstract  trutli ;  wbeu  we  keep  the  mind's  eye  open, 
whilst  we  converse,  whilst  we  read,  whilst  we  act,  intent 
to  learn  the  secret  law  of  some  chiss  of  facts. 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


262  IHTELLBCT. 

What  is  the  bardest  tail  in  the  world?  To  thiuk.  I 
wouU  put  mjielf  ia  the  attitude  to  look  in  -the  eye  an 
abatract  trutb,  and  I  conaot.  I  bleucli  and  trilhdrav  on 
tliis  aide  and  on  that.  I  seem  to  kuow  what  be  meant 
who  said.  No  maa  can  see  God  lace  to  face  and  live. 
For  example,  a  man  explor«s  the  basis  of  civil  govera- 
meot.  Let  him  iuteud  his  miud  without  respite,  without 
rest,  in  one  directiou.  Hia  best  heed  long  time  avails 
Lioi  nothing.  Yet  thoughts  are  flitting  before  liim.  We 
all  but  apprebeud,  we  *dunlj  forebode  the  truth.  We 
saj,  I  will  walk  abroad,  and  the  truth  will  take  form  and 
clearness  to  me.  We  go  fortli,  but  cannot  find  it.  It 
■eema  as  if  we  needed  onl;  tbe  stilbiess  and  composed 
attitude  of  tbe  Ubrar;  to  seize  the  thought.  But  we 
come  in,  and  are  as  far  from  it  as  at  first.  Then,  in  a 
moment,  and  ntianuounced,  the  truth  appears.  A  certain 
wandering  light  glimmers,  and  is  tlie  distinction,  the  prin- 
ciple, we  wanted.  £ul  the  oi'acle  comes,  because  we  had 
previonslj  laid  siege  to  the  shrine.  It  aeems  aa  if  the 
law  of  the  intellect  resembled  that  law  of  nature  b;  which 
we  now  inspire,  now  expire  the  breath ;  b;  which  the 
heart  now  draws  in,  then  hurls  out  the  blood,  — tbe  law 
of  undulation.  So  now  you  must  labor  with  jour  brains, 
and  now  jou  mast  forbear  your  activity,  aud  see  wbat 
the  great  Soul  showeth. 

The  immortality  of  man  is  as  legitimately  preached 
from  the  intellections  as  from  the  moral  volitions.  Kvery 
intellection  is  mainly  proapective.  Its  present  value  is 
ita  least,  Iiisjtect  what  delights  you  in  Plutarch,  in 
Shakspeare,  in  Cervantes,  Each  truth  that  a  writer 
acquires  is  a  lantern,  which  he  turns  full  on  vriiat  facta 
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and  tbouglits  lay  elread;  in  hU  mind,  and  beliold,  all  the 
mats,  and  nibbisli  which  had  littered  his  garret  become 
precious.  Every  triviil  fact  iu  his  private  biograpliy 
becomes  an  illustration  of  this  new  principle,  revisits  the 
iiv,  and  delighls  all  men  by  its  piquancy  and  new  charm. 
M^n  say,  Where  did  he  get  this?  and  think  there  was 
something  divine  in  his  life.  But  no ;  tliey  have  myriads 
of  facts  just  as  good,  would  they  only  get  a  lamp  to  ran- 
sack their  attics  withal. 

We  are  all  wise.  T!ie  difference  between  persons  is 
not  in  wisdom  but  in  art.  I  knew,  in  an  academical  club, 
a  person  who  always  deferred  to  me,  who,  seeing  my 
whim  for  writing,  fencied  that  my  experiences  bad  some- 
what superior;  whilst  1  saw  that  his  experiences  were  as 
good  as  mine.  Give  them  to  me,  and  I  would  make  the 
same  use  of  them.  He  held  the  old;  he  holds  the 
new ;  1  had  the  habit  of  tacking  together  the  old  and 
the  new,  which  he  did  not  use  to  exercise.  This  may  hold 
in  the  great  examples.  Perhaps  if  we  should  meet 
Shakspeare,  we  should  not  be  conscious  of  any  steep 
inferiority;  no  :  but  of  a  great  equality,  — only  that  be 
possessed  astrange  skill  of  using,  of  classifying,  his  facts, 
which  we  lacked.  For,  notwithstanding  our  utter  inca- 
pacity to  produce  anything  like  Hamlet  and  Othello,  see 
the  perfect  reception  this  wit,  and  immense  knowledge  of 
life,  and  liquid  eloquence  And  la  us  all. 

If  you  gather  apples  in  the  sunshine,  or  make  hay,  or 
hoe  corn,  and  then  retire  within  dnors,  and  shut  your 
eyes,  and  press  your  eyes  with  yonr  hand,  you  shall  still 
see  apples  hanging  in  the  bright  light,  with  boughs  and 
leaves  thereto,  or  the  tasselled  grass,  or  the  corn-flogs. 
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and  tliis  for  five  or  six  bouts  aflenrards.    There  lie  the 

impressioiks  on  (lie  reteiilive  organ,  though  jou  knev  it 
not.  So  lies  the  whole  series  of  natural  images  with 
wliich  your  life  has  made  you  aeqoaiuted  in  jour  memnrj, 
though  JOU  know  it  not,  and  a  iLrill  of  passion  flashes 
light  on  their  darfc  chamber,  and  the  active  power  seizes 
instantl;  the  fit  image,  as  the  word  of  its  niomeutar; 
thouglit. 

It  is  long  ere  we  discover  how  ricli  we  are.  Our  lis- 
tor;,  ne  are  sure,  is  quite  tame :  we  haTe  nothing  to 
write,  nothing  to  infer.  But  our  wiser  jeara  stili  run 
back  to  the  despised  recollections  of  cliildhood,  and  al- 
ways we  are  fishing  up  some  wonderful  article  out  of  tliat 
pond ;  untU,  by  and  by,  we  begin  to  suspect  that  the  bi- 
ography of  the  one  foolish  person  we  know  is,  in  reality, 
nothing  less  than  tLe  miniature  paraplirase  of  the  hun- 
dred volumes  of  the  Universal  History. 

In  (be  intellect  constructive,  which  we  popularly  des- 
ignate by  (he  word  Genius,  we  observe  the  same  balance 
of  two  elements  as  in  intellect  receptive.  Tlie  con- 
structive intellect  produces  tLoughCs,  sentences,  poems, 
plans,  designs,  systems.  It  is  the  generation  of  the  mind, 
the  marriage  of  (Imnght  with  nature.  To  genius  must 
always  go  two  gifts,  tbe  thought  and  the  publication. 
The  Erst  is  revelation,  always  a  miracle,  which  no  fre- 
quency of  oceuiTCiice  or  incessant  study  can  ever  famil- 
iarize, but,  which  must  always  leave  the  inquirer  stupid 
with  wonder.  It  is  (he  advent  of  truth  inio  the  world, 
a  form  of  thou<;ht  now,  for  the  first  time,  bursting  into 
the  universe,  a  rhild  of  the  old  eternal  soul,  a  piece  of 
genuine  and  iunneasurable  greatness.    It  seems,  for  the 
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time,  to  inlieril  all  that  has  yet  existed,  and  to  dictate  to 
tbe  uubom.  It  affects  everj  thought  of  man,  and  goes 
to  fasbiou  ever;  institution.  But  to  make  it  available,  it 
Deeds  a  vehicle  or  art  by  wliich  it  ia  conveyed  to  men. 
To  be' communicable,  it  must  become  picture  or  sensible 
object.  We  must  leurn  the  Iniiguage  of  facts.  The  most 
wouderful  inspirations  die  with  their  subject,  if  he  has 
no  baud  to  paint  tbem  to  the  senses.  The  ray  of  light 
passes  invisible  through  space,  and  only  when  it  falls  ou 
an  object  is  it  seen.  When  tbe  spiritual  energy  is  di- 
rected on  something  outward,  then  it  is  a  thought.  The 
relation  between  it  and  you  Itrst  makes  you,  the  value  of 
you,  apparent  to  me.  The  rich,  inventive  genius  of  tlie 
painter  must  be  smothered  and  lost  for  want  of  the  power 
of  drawing,  and  in  our  happy  hours  we  should  be  in- 
exhaustible poelj,  if  OLiee  we  could  break  through  tbe 
silence  into  adequate  rhyme.  As  all  men  have  some 
access  to  primary  truth,  so  all  bave  gome  art  or  power  of 
communication  in  their  head,  but  only  in  tbe  artist  does 
it  descend  into  the  baud.  There  is  an  inequality,  whose 
laws  we  do  not  yet  know,  between  two  men  and  between 
two  moments  of  the  same  man,  in  respect  to  this  faculty. 
In  common  hours  we  hare  the  same  facts  as  in  the  un- 
common or  inspired,  but  they  do  not  sit  for  tbeir  por- 
traits; they  are  not  detached,  but  lie  in  a  web.  TIm 
thought  of  genius  is  spontaneous  ;  but  the  power  of  pic- 
ture or  expression,  in  tbe  most  enriched  and  flowing 
nature,  implies  a  mixture  of  will,  a  certain  control  over 
the  spontaneous  stales,  without  which  do  production  is 
possible.  Lt  is  a  conversion  of  all  nature  into  (lie  rhet- 
oric of  thought,  under  the  eye  of  judgment,  with  a  stren- 
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U0U9  exercise  of  choice.  And  jet  tlie  iniaginalive  vocab- 
ulary seema  to  be  spontaneous  also.  It  dues  uot  flow 
from  experience  ou!j  or  niaiuly,  but  from  a  richer  source. 
Not  by  any  conscious  imitation  of  particular  forms  are 
tbe  graud  atrokea  of  t)ie  painter  executed,  but  by  repair- 
iug  to  tlie  fount aiii-licad  of  all  forms  iu  Ms  miud.  Wbo 
is  tlie  first  drawing-master?  Williout  iustruction  we 
know  very  well  tbe  ideal  of  tbe  liumau  funii.  A  child 
kuows  if  an  arcii  or  a  leg  be  distorted  in  a  piclui'e,  if  tbe 
attitude  be  natural,  or  grand,  or  mean,  though  he  has 
uever  received  any  instruction  in  drawing,  or  heard  any 
CoDversatLon  ou  the  subject,  nor  can  bimself  draw  cor- 
rectly a  single  feature.  A  good  form  strikes  all  eyes 
pleasantly,  long  before  they  bave  any  science  ou  the  sub- 
ject ;  and  a  beautiful  face  sets  twenty  hearts  in  paljiita- 
tion,  prior  to  all  consideration  of  (he  mechanical  propor- 
tions of  tbe  features  and  head.  We  may  owe  to  dreams 
some  light  on  the  fountain  of  this  skill ;  for,  as  soon  as 
we  let  our  will  go,  and  let  tlie  unconscious  states  ensue, 
see  what  cunning  di-augblsnien  we  are !  We  entertain 
ourselves  with  wonderful  forms  of  men,  of  women,  of 
animals,  of  gardens,  of  woods,  and  of  monsters,  and  the 
mystic  pencil  wherewith  we  llien  draw  has  no  awkward- 
ness or  iuexperience,  no  meagreuess  or  poverty  ;  it  can 
design  well,  and  group  well;  its  composition  is  full  of  art, 
iis  colors  are  well  laid  on,  and  tlie  whole  canvas  which  it 
paints  is  lifelike,  and  apt  to  touch  us  with  terror,  with 
tenderness,  with  desire,  and  wilh  grief.  Neither  are  tbe 
artist's  copies  froni  ex|>erience  ever  mere  copies,  but 
always  toucbed  and  softened  by  tints  from  this  ideal 
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The  conditious  essential  to  a  constructive  mind  do  not 
appear  to  be  ao  oft«u  combined  but  that  s  good  seutence 
or  verse  remaina  fresii  and  memorable  for  a  long  time. 
Yet  when  we  write  witli  ease,  and  come  oat  into  tlie  free 
air  of  tliouglit,  we  seem  to  be  assured  tliat  nothing  is 
easier  than  to  continue  tliis  communication  at  pleasni'e. 
Up,  down,  around,  tlie  kingdom  of  tbouglit  lias  no  en- 
closures, but  tbe  Muse  makes  us  free  of  ber  city.  Weil, 
tlie  world  liaa  a  million  writers.  One  would  tliink,  tben, 
tliat  good  tliouglit  would  be  as  familiar  as  air  and  water, 
and  tlie  gifts  of  eaeli  new  bour  would  exclude  tlie  last. 
Yet  we  can  count  all  our  good  books;  nay,  I  remember 
any  beautiful  verse  for  twenty  years.  It  is  true  tliat  tbe 
discerning  intellect  of  tbe  world  is  always  mncb  in  ad- 
vance of  tlie  creative,  so  tliat  tbere  ai'e<many  competent 
judges  of  tbe  best  book,  and  few  writers  of  tbe  best 
books.  But  some  of  tlie  conditions  of  intellectual  con- 
struction are  of  rare  occurrence.  Tlie  intellect  is  a 
wbole,  and  demands  integrity  in  every  work.  Tliis  is 
resisted  equally  by  a  man's  devotion  to  a  single  tbought, 
and  by  bis  ambition  to  combine  too  many. 

TriiHi  is  our  element  of  life,  yet  if  a  man  fasten  hia 
attention  on  a  single  aspect  of  truth,  and  apply  himself 
to  that  alone  for  a  long  lime,  the  truth  becomes  distorted 
and  not  itself,  but  falsebood ;  herein  resembling  the  air, 
which  is  our  natural  element,  and  the  breath  of  our 
nostrils,  but  if  a  stream  of  the  same  be  directed  on  llie 
body  for  a  time,  it  causes  cold,  fever,  and  even  death. 
How  wearisome  the  grammarian,  the  phrenologist,  the 
political  or  religious  fanatic,  or  indeed  any  possessed 
mortal  whose  bahince  is  lost  by  the  exaggeration  of  a 
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single  topic.  It  is  incipieut  insanity.  Every  thougtit  it 
a  prison  also.  I  CBunot  see  wbat  you  see,  because  I  am 
caught  up  by  a  strong  wind,  and  blown  bo  far  in  one 
direction  tliat  I  am  out  of  tlie  hoop  of  jour  horizon. 

Is  it  any  better,  if  the  student,  to  avoid  this  offtiice, 
and  to  liberalise  bimself,  aims  to  make  a  mechanical 
whole  of  bislory,  or  science,  or  pbilosopliy,  by  a  numeri- 
cal addition  of  all  tbe  facts  that  fall  within  his  vision  ? 
The  world  refuses  to  be  analyzed  by  addilion  and  sub- 
traction. When  we  ate  young,  we  spend  niucL  time  and 
pains  in  filling  our  nole-books  wilb  all  definitions  of  Be- 
ligion,  Love,  Poetiy,  Politics,  Art,  in  Ihe  hope  liiat,  in 
the  course  of  a  few  years,  we  sliall  have  coudensfd  into 
onr  eiicjolopiedia  the  net  value  of  all  ;lie  theories  at 
which  the  world  has  jet  arrived.  But  year  after  year 
our  tables  get  no  completeness,  and  at  last  we  discover 
that  our  curve  is  a  parabola,  whose  arcs  wQI  never  meet. 

Neither  by  detachment,  neither  by  aggregation,  is  the 
integrity  of  the  intellect  transmitted  to  its  works,  but  by 
a  vigilance  whioli  brings  (he  intellect  in  its  greatness  and 
best  state  to  operate  everj  moment.  It  must  liave  Ihe 
same  wholeness  which  nature  has.  Altliough  no  dili- 
gence can  rebuild  the  universe  in  a  model,  by  the  best 
accumulation  or  disposition  of  details,  yet  does  the  world 
reappear  in  miniature  in  every  event,  so  that  all  the  laws 
of  nature  may  be  read  in  tbe  smallest  fact.  The  intel- 
lect must  have  the  like  perfection  in  ita  apprehension 
and  in  its  works.  For  this  reason,  an  index  or  mercury 
of  iutellectnal  pmficieney  is  the  perception  of  identity. 
We  talk  with  accomplished  persons  who  appear  to  be 
strangers  in  nature.     The  cloud,  the  tree,  the  turf,  the 
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bird,  are  not  tWrg,  have  nothing  of  them  :  ilie  world  is 
only  tlieir  lodging  and  lable.  £ut  the  poet,  whose  verses 
are  to  be  spheral  and  complete,  ia  one  wbom  Nature  can- 
not deceive,  vliatsoever  face  of  atrangeneas  she  may  put 
on.  He  reels  a  strict  consauguinitj,  and  detecta  more 
hkenesa  than  variety  iu  all  tier  cliangea.  We  are  Gtuug 
b;  the  desire  for  new  tliouglit ;  but  wben  we  receive  a 
new  tliouglit,  it  is  only  the  old  thought  with  a  new  face, 
and  though  we  make  it  our  own,  we  instantly  crave 
another ;  we  are  not  really  enriched.  For  the  truth  was 
in  ua  before  it  was  reflected  to  ua  from  natural  ohjecta  ; 
and  the  profound  genina  will  cast  the  hkcness  of  all 
creatures  into  every  product  of  his  wit. 

But  if  the  coustructive  powers  are  rare,  and  it  ia  given 
to  few  men  to  be  poets,  yet  every  man  ia  a  receiver  of 
this  deacendiug  lioly  ghost,  and  may  well  stud;  the  lawa 
of  its  influx.  Exactly  parallel  is  tlie  whole  rule  of  intel- 
lectual duty  to  the  rule  of  moral  duty.  A  self-denial,  no 
less  austere  than  the  saint'a,  is  demanded  of  the  scholar. 
He  must  worship  truth,  and  forego  al!  things  for  that, 
and  choose  defeat  and  pain,  so  that  his  treasure  iu  thought 
is  thereby  augmented. 

God  offers  to  every  mind  its  choice  between  truth  and 
repose.  Take  which  you  please,  —  you  can  never  have 
both.  Between  these,  as  a  pendulum,  man  oscillates. 
He  in  whom  the  love  of  repose  predominates  will  accept 
the  first  creed,  the  Brst  philosophy,  the  flrst  political 
party  he  meets,  —  most  likely  his  father's.  He  geU 
'rest,  commodity,  and  reputation;  but  he  shuts  the  door 
of  truth.  He  in  whom  the  love  of  truth  predominates 
will  keep  himaelC  aloof  from  all  moorings,  and  afloat.   He 
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will  abstain  Trora  dogmalism,  and  reco^ize  all  tlie  oppo- 
site neg-jtiona,  between  wUioli,  as  walla,  liis  being  is 
swung.  He  submits  to  tlie  inconveoieace  of  suspense 
and  iniperfect  opinion,  but  be  is  a  candidate  for  truth, 
as  Ibe  other  la  not,  and  respects  the  highest  law  of  bis 

Tbe  circle  of  the  green  eartli  he  must  measure  with  his 
shoes,  lo  find  the  iiiau  who  can  jield  him  truth.  He 
siiall  tliei)  know  that  there  is  somewhat  more  blessed  and 
great  ia  iieariiig  than  in  apeakiiig.  Happy  is  the  hearing 
man ;  unhapp;  the  speaking  man.  As  long  as  I  liear 
trutli,  I  am  bathed  by  a  beautiful  element,  and  am  not 
conscious  of  any  limits  to  my  nature.  The  su^estions 
are  thousand-fold  that  I  hear  and  see.  The  waters  of 
the  great  deep  have  ingress  and  egress  to  the  soul.  But 
if  I  speak,  I  define,  I  confine,  and  am  less.  When  Soc- 
rates speaks.  Lysis  and  Menexenus  are  aSlieted  bj  no 
shame  that  they  do  not  speak.  They  also  are  good.  He 
likewise  defers  to  them,  ioves  them  whilst  he  speaks. 
Because  a  true  and  natural  man  cuiitoius  and  ia  the  same 
trulii  which  an  eloquent  man  articulates  :  but  iu  the  elo- 
quent man,  because  he  can  articulate  it,  it  seems  some- 
tiling  the  less  to  reside,  and  he  turns  lo  these  silent  beau- 
tiful with  the  more  inclination  and  respect.  The  ancient 
sentence  said,  "  Let  us  be  silent,  for  so  are  the  gods." 
Silence  is  a  solveut  that  destroys  personalilj,  and  givea 
us  leave  to  be  great  and  universal.  Every  man's  prog- 
ress is  through  a  succession  of  teachers,  each  of  wlioin 
seems  at  the  time  to  have  a  superlative  influence,  but  it  at . 
last  gives  place  to  a  new.  Frankly  let  him  accept  it  all. 
Jesus  says.  Leave  father,  mother,  house,  and  lands,  and 
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follow  me.  Who  leaves  all,  receiTes  more.  Tliia  is  aa 
true  intellectual);  as  morallj.  £ach  new  mind  we  ap- 
proach seems  to  require  an  abdication  of  all  our  past  and 
present  possessions.  A  new  doctrine  seemB,  at  first,  a 
Bubrersion  of  all  our  oplitions,  tastes,  and  manner  of  liv- 
ing. Such,  lias  Swederiborg,  such  has  Kant,  such  has 
Coleridge,  such  lias  Hegel  or  his  interpreter  Cousin, 
seemed  to  manj  joung  men  in  this  countrj.  Take 
thankfully  and  heartily  all  they  oaa  give.  Exhaust  them, 
wrestle  with  them,  let  them  not  go  until  their  blessing  be 
won,  and,  after  a  short  season,  the  dismay  will  be  over- 
past, the  eiccess  of  influence  withdrawn,  and  they  will  be 
no  longer  an  alarming  meteor,  but  one  more  bright  star 
shining  serenely  in  your  heaven,  and  blending  its  l^ht 
with  all  your  day. 

But  whilst  he  gives  himself  up  unreservedly  to  that 
which  draws  iiim,  because  that  is  his  own,  he  is  to  refuse 
himself  to  that  which  draws  him  not,  whatsoever  fame 
and  authority  may  attend  it,  because  it  is  not  his  own. 
Entire  self-reliance  belongs  to  the  intellect.  One  soul  is 
a  counterpoise  of  all  souls,  as  a  capillary  column  of  wa'er 
is  a  balance  for  the  sea.  It  must  treat  things,  and  hooks, 
and  sovereign  genius,  as  itself  also  a  sovereign.  If 
.£schylus  be  that  man  he  is  taken  for,  he  has  not  yet 
done  his  office,  when  he  has  educated  the  learned  of 
Europe  for  a  thousand  years.  He  is  now  to  approve 
himself  a  master  of  del^ht  to  me  also.  If  he  cannot  do 
that,  all  his  fume  shall  avail  him  nothing  with  me,  I 
were  a  tool  not  to  saeriflee  a  thousand  jEschyluses  to  mj 
intellectual  integrity.  Especially  take  the  same  ground 
in  regard  to  abstract  truth,  the  science  of  the  mind.  The 
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Bacon,  the  Spinoia,  the  Hume,  SchelUng,  Kani,  or  who. 
MCTcr  propound!  to  jou  a  philosoplij  of  the  miud,  is 
OdI?  a  mora  or  lesa  awkward  translator  of  things  in  ;our 
cooscioasness,  which  you  have  also  jour  way  of  seeing, 
perhaps  of  denomioating.  Saj,  then,  instead  of  too  tim- 
idly poring  into  bis  obscure  sense,  that  be  has  not  suc- 
ceeded in  rendering  back  to  jou  jour  consciousness.  He 
has  not  succeeded ;  now  let  another  tcj.  If  Plato  can- 
not, perhaps  Spinoza  will.  If  Spinoza  cannot,  then  per- 
haps Kant.  Anyhow,  when  at  last  it  is  done,  you  will 
find  it  is  no  recondite,  but  a  simple,  oatnr^,  common 
state,  which  the  writer  restores  to  jou. 

But  let  us  end  these  didactics.,  I  will  not,  though  the 
inbject  might  provoke  it,  speak  to  the  open  question 
between  Truth  and  Lore.  I  shall  not  presume  to  inter- 
fere in  the  old  politics  of  the  skies;  —  "The  cherubim 
know  most;  the  seraphim  love  moat."  Tbe  gods  sliall 
settle  their  own  quarrels.  But  I  cannot  recite,  eren 
thus  rudely,  laws  of  the  intellect,  without  remembering 
tluit  lofty  and  sequestered  class  who  have  been  its 
prophets  and  oracles,  the  high-priesthood  of  the  pure 
reason,  the  TrUmegUti,  the  expounders  of  the  principles 
of  tliought  from  age  to  age.  When,  at  long  intervals, 
we  turn  over  tlieir  abstruse  pages,  wonderi'ul  seems  the 
calm  and  graud  air  of  these  few,  these  great  spiritual 
lords,  who  have  walked  in  the  worid,  —  these  of  tlie  old 
religion,  —  dwelling  in  a  worship  which  makes  tlie  sanc- 
tities of  Cbrislianity  look  parvemiei  and  popular;  for 
"  persuasion  is  in  soul,  but  necessity  is  in  intellect."  This 
band  of  grandees,  Hermes,  Heraclitus,  £mpedoc!cs,  Flato, 
Flotiuus,  Olympiodpnis,  Froclus,  Synesius,  and  the  rest. 
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have  somewliat  ao  vast  in  their  logic,  so  primarj  in  tlieir 
tlitnkiiig,  tliat  it  »eems  antecedeut  to  all  tbe  ordiuar; 
distiuctious  of  rbetoric  and  literature,  and  to  be  at  once 
poetrj,  aiid  music,  and  dancing,  aud  astronomj,  and 
matlieniatics.  I  am  present  at  the  sowing  of  the  seed 
of  tbe  world.  With  a  geometrj  of  sunbeams,  the  soul 
laya  the  foundations  of  nature.  The  truth  and  grandeur 
of  their  thought  is  proved  by  its  sco]>e  and  applicabihtj, 
for  it  commands  the  entire  schedule  and  inventorj  of 
things  for  its  illustration.  But  what  marks  its  elevation, 
and  lias  eveu  a  comic  look  to  us,  is  the  inuoceut  serenity 
with  which  these  bahc-like  Jupiters  sit  in  their  clouds, 
and  from  age  to  age  prattle  to  each  other,  and  to  no  con- 
temporarj.  Well  assured  tliat  their  speech  is  intelligible, 
ftnd  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world,  thej  odd  thesis 
to  thesis,  witliont  a  moment's  heed  of  the  universal 
astonishment  of  the  human  race  belov,  who  do  not  com- 
prehend their  plainest  argument ;  nor  do  thej  ever  relent 
so  much  as  to  insert  a  popular  or  explaining  sentence ; 
Dor  testify  the  least  displeasure  or  petulance  at  the 
dulness  of  their  amazed  auditory.  The  angels  are  so 
enamored  of  the  language  that  is  Epoken  in  heaven,  that 
they  vill  not  distort  their  lips  with  the  bissbg  and  un- 
musical dialects  of  men,  but  speak  their  own,  whether 
there  be  any  who  understand  it  or  not. 
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Becadsb  the  soul  is  prt^ressive,  it  never  qnite  repeatt 
itself,  but  in  ever;  act  attempts  the  prodaction  of  a  new 
and  [airer  whole.  Thia  appears  in  works  both  of  the  use- 
ful and  the  fine  arts,  if  we  employ  the  popular  distinction 
of  works  according  to  their  aim  either  at  use  or  beaut;. 
Thus  in  our  fine  arts,  not  imitation,  but  creation,  is  the 
aim.  In  landscapes,  the  painter  should  give  the  sugges- 
tion of  a  fairer  creation  tlian  we  know.  The  details,  the 
prose  of  nature  he  should  omit,  and  give  us  only  the  spirit 
and  splendor.  lie  should  know  that  the  landscape  baa 
beaut;  for  his  eye,  because  it  expresses  a  thought  wliich  is 
to  him  good:  and  this,  because  the  sarne  power  which  sees 
through  his  eyes  is  seen  in  that  spectacle ;  and  be  will 
come  to  value  tlie  expression  of  nature,  and  not  nature 
itself,  and  so  exalt  in  his  copy  the  features  that  please 
him.  He  will  give  the  gloom  of  gloom,  and  the  sunshine 
of  sunshine.  In  a  portrait,  he  must  inscribe  the  charac- 
ter, and  not  the  features,  and  must  esteem  the  man  who 
sits  io  him  as  bimself  nnly  an  imperfect  picture  or  like- 
ness of  the  aspiring  original  within. 

What  is  that  abridgmeut  and  selection  we  observe  in 
all  spiritual  activity,  but  itself  tlie  creative  impulse  f  for 
it  is  tbe  inlet  of  that  biglier  illumination  which  teaches  to 
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eonvej  a  larger  sense  bj  Bimpler  symbols.  What  is  > 
man  but  nature's  &ier  success  in  self-explication  ?  What 
is  a  man  but  ft  finer  and  compocter  landscape  Iban  the 
horizon  figures,  —  nature's  eclecticism?  and  what  is  bis 
speech,  his  love  of  painting,  love  at  nature,  but  a  still 
finer  success  ?  ail  the  wear;  miles  and  tons  at  space  sod 
bulk  left  out,  and  tbe  spirit  or  moral  of  it  contracted 
into  s  nfusical  word,  or  the  most  cunning  stroke  of  the 

But  the  artist  most  employ  tbe  symbols  la  use  in  his 
day  and  nation,  to  convey  his  enlarged  sense  to  his  fel- 
low-men. Thus  tbe  new  in  art  is  always  formed  ont  of 
tbe  old.  The  Genias  of  the  Hour  seta  his  ineffaceable 
seal  on  the  work,  and  gives  it  an  ineipresaibte  charm  for 
the  imagination.  As  far  as  the  spiritual  character  of  the 
period  overpowers  the  artist,  and  finds  expression  in  his 
work,  so  far  it  will  letain  a  certain  grandeur,  and  will 
represent  to  future  beholders  the  Unknown,  the  Inevita- 
ble, tbe  Divine.  No  man  can  quite  exclude  this  element 
of  Necessity  from  his  labor.  No  man  can  quite  emauoi- 
pate  himself  from  hia  age  and  country,  or  produce  & 
model  in  which  the  education,  the  religion,  the  politics, 
usages,  and  arts  of  his  times  shall  have  no  share. 
Though  he  were  never  so  original,  never  so  wilful  and 
fantastic,  he  cannot  wipe  out  of  hia  work  every  trace  of 
the  thoughts  amidst  which  it  grew.  The  very  avoidance 
betrays  the  usage  he  avoids.  Above  his  will,  and  out  of 
his  sight,  be  is  necessitated,  by  the  air  he  breathes,  and 
the  idea  on  which  he  and  hia  contemporaries  live  and 
toil,  to  sliare  the  manner  of  his  times,  without  knowing 
what  that  manner  is.     Now  that  which  is  inevitable  ia 
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the  work  haa  a  Ligher  cliarm  than  individual  talent  can 
ever  give,  inasniucli  as  the  artist's  pen  or  chisel  seems 
to  have  beeu  held  and  guided  b;  a  gigantic  hand  ta 
inscribe  a  line  in  the  history  of  the  huLiiao  race.  This 
circurasUiice  givea  a  value  to  the  Egyptian  liierogijpb. 
ica,  to  the  Indian,  Chinese,  and  Mexican  id<Js,  how- 
ever gross  and  shapeless.  They  denote  the  height  of  the 
huniaa  soul  in  that  hour,  and  were  not  fantastic,  but 
sprung  from  a  necessity  as  deep  as  the  world.  Shall  I 
now  add,  that  the  whole  extant  product  of  the  plastic 
arts  has  herein  its  highest  value,  at  hislorg ,-  as  a  stroke 
drawn  in  the  portrait  of  that  fate,  perfect  and  beautiful, 
according  to  whose  ordinations  all  beluga  advance  to 
their  beatitude  ? 

Thua,  histoncally  viewed,  it  has  been  the  office  of  art 
to  educate  the  perception  of  beauty.  We  are  imroersed 
in  beauty,  but  our  eyes  have  no  clear  vision.  It  needs, 
by  the  exhibition  of  single  traits,  to  assist  and  lead  the 
dormant  taste.  We  carve  and  paint,  or  we  behold  what 
is  carved  and  painted,  as  students  of  the  mysterj  of 
Form.  The  virtue  of  art  lies  iu  detachment,  in  seques- 
tering one  object  from  the  embarrassing  variety.  Until 
one  thing  comes  out  from  the  connection  of  things,  there 
can  be  enjoyment,  contemplation,  but  no  thouglit.  Our 
happiness  and  unhappincsa  are  unproductive.  The  in- 
fant lies  in  a  pleasing  trance,  but  his  individual  charac- 
ter and  his  practical  power  depend  on  his  daily  progress 
in  the  separation  of  things,  and  dealing  with  one  at  a 
time.  Love  and  all  the  passions  concentrate  all  existence 
around  a  single  form.  It  is  the  habit  of  certain  minds  to 
give  an  all-ezcludbg  fulness  lo  the  object,  the  thought. 
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the  word,  lliej  alight  upon,  and  to  make  that  for  the 
tiiite  the  deputy  of  the  world.  Tlicse  are  the  artists,  the 
orators,  tbe  leaders  of  socielj.  The  power  to  detacii, 
and  to  mogutly  by  detacliiu);,  is  the  essence  of  rhetoric 
in  the  hands  of  the  orator  and  the  poet.  This  rhetoric,  or 
power  to  fix  the  momeiitarj  eiuiuency  of  an  object,  —  so 
temarkable  iu  Burke,  in  Byron,  in  Carlyle,  —  the  pabter 
and  sculptor  exhibit  in  color  and  in  stone.  Tlie  power 
depends  on  the  depth  of  tlie  artist's  insight  of  that  object 
he  contemplates.  For  every  object  has  its  roots  iu  ceutnil 
nature,  and  may  of  coui'se  be  ao  exhibited  to  us  as  to 
represent  the  world.  Therefore,  each  work  of  genius  ia 
the  tyrant  of  tbe  hour,  aud  concentrates  attention  on  it- 
self. For  the  lime,  it  is  the  only  thing  worth  naming  to 
do  that,  —  be  it  a  somiet,  an  opera,  a  landscape,  a  statue, 
an  oration,  the  plan  of  a  temple,  of  a  campaign,  or  of  a 
voyage  of  discovery.  Presently  we  pass  to  some  other 
object,  which  rounds  itself  into  a  whole,  bs  did  the  first; 
for  example,  a  well-laid  garden  ;  and  nothing  seems  worth 
doing  but  the  lading  out  of  gardens.  1  should  think  Gre 
the  beat  thing  in  the  world,  if  I  were  not  acquainted 
with  air,  and  water,  and  earth.  For  it  is  the  right  a!oi 
property  of  all  natural  objects,  of  all  genuine  talents,  oi 
all  Dative  properties  whatsoever,  to  be  for  their  moment 
the  top  of  tlie  world.  A  squirrel  leaping  from  bough  to 
bough,  and  makiiig  the  wood  but  one  wide  tree  for  his 
pleasure,  Gils  the  eye  not  less  tlian  a  lion,  —  is  beautiful, 
self-su (Being,  and  stands  then  and  there  for  nature.  A. 
good  ballad  draws  my  ear  and  heart  wlijlst  I  listen,  as 
niucli  as  an  epic  has  done  before.  A  dog,  drawn  bj  a 
masl«r,  or  a  litter  of  pigs,  aatisGes,  and  is  a  reality  not 
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less  than  the  frescos  of  Angelo.  From  this  succession 
of  excellent  objects,  we  learn  at  last  ike  immensity  of  the 
world,  the  opulence  of  human  nature,  which  can  run  out 
to  infinitude  in  anj  direction.  Bat  I  also  learn  that  what 
astonished  and  fascinated  me  in  tjie  first  work  astonislied 
me  in  the  second  work  also ;  that  ezcelleace  of  all  things 

The  office  of  painting  and  acalpture  aeema  to  be  merely 
initial.  The  best  pictures  can  easily  tell  us  their  last 
secret.  Tlie  best  pictures  are  rude  draughts  of  a  few  of 
the  miracnlona  dots  and  lines  and  djes  which  make  np 
the  ever-ohan^ng  "  hindscape  with  figures  "  amidst  which 
we  dwell.  Painting  seems  to  be  to  the  eye  what  dancing 
ia  to  the  limbs.  When  that  has  educated  the  frame  to 
self-possession,  to  nimbleness,  to  grace,  the  steps  of  the 
danciiig-niaater  are  better  foi^tten ;  so  painting  teaches 
me  the  splendor  of  color  and  the  expression  of  form,  and, 
aa  I  see  many  pictures  and  higher  genius  in  the  art, 
I  see  the  boundless  opulence  of  the  pencil,  the  indifier- 
eacy  in  which  the  artist  stands  free  to  choose  out  of  the 
possible  forms.  If  he  can  draw  everything,  why  draw 
anything?  and  then  is  my  eye  opened  to  the  eternal  pic- 
ture which  nature  paints  in  the  street  with  moving  men 
and  children,  beggars,  and  fine  ladles,  draped  in  red, 
and  green,  and  blue,  and  gray ;  long-Iiaited,  griizled, 
white-faced,  black-faced,  wrinkled,  giant,  dwarf,  expanded, 
elfish,  —  capped  nnd  based  by  heaven,  earth,  and  sea. 

A  galleiy  of  aculplurc  teaches  more  austerely  the  same 
lesson.  Aa  picture  teaches  the  coloring,  so  sculpture  the 
anatomy  of  form.  Wiien  I  have  seen  line  statues,  and 
afterwards  enter  a  pubUo  assembly,  I  understand  well 


what  he  meant  who  said,  "  Wlieu  I  lave  been  reading 
Homer,  all  men  look  like  giants."  1  too  see  tliat  paint- 
ing and  sculpture  are  gjmnastics  of  the  eye,  its  training 
to  the  niceties  and  cnciosities  of  its  function.  Tliere  is 
no  statue  like  this  living  iimn,  with  his  iuKnite  advan- 
tage over  all  ideal  sculpture,  of  peqwtual  variety.  What 
a  gallery  of  art  have  I  here !  No  mannerist  made  these 
varied  groups  and  diverse  original  single  figures.  Hei'e 
is  the  artist  himself  improvising,  grim  and  glad,  at  his 
block.  Now  one  thought  strikes  him,  now  another,  and 
with  e.acli  moment  he  alters  the  whole  air,  attitude,  and 
expression  of  his  elay.  Away  with  your  nonsense  of  oil 
and  easels,  of  marble  and  chisels :  except  to  open  your 
eyes  to  the  masteries  of  eternal  art,  tbey  are  hypo- 
critical rubbish. 

Ilie  reference  of  all  production  at  last  to  an  aboriginal 
Power  explains  the  traits  common  to  all  works  of  the 
highest  art,  —  that  they  are  universally  intelligible  ;  that 
they  restore  to  us  tlie  simplest  states  of  mind ;  and  are 
reli^ous.  Since  what  skill  is  therein  shown  is  the 
Teappearance  of  the  original  soul,  a  jet  of  pure  light,  it 
should  produce  a  similar  impression  to  that  made  by 
natural  objects.  In  happy  hours,  nature  appears  to  us 
one  with  art ;  art  perfected,  —  the  work  of  genius,  kni 
the  individual,  in  whom  simple  tastes  and  snsceplihility 
to  all  the  gi-eat  human  influences  overpower  the  acci- 
dents of  a  local  and  special  culture,  is  (he  beat  critic 
of  art.  Though  we  travel  the  world  over  to  find  the 
beauliful,  we  must  cariy  it  with  us,  or  we  fiud  it  not. 
The  best  of  beauty  is  a  finer  charm  than  skill  in  surfaces, 
in  outlines,  or  rules  of  art  can  ever  teach,  namely,  a 
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radiation  from  tlie  work  of  urt  of  huinaii  character,  —  a 
wonderful  eiLpressioii  tlirnugb  stone,  or  cauvm,  or  musi- 
cal aouud,  of  tlie  deepest  and  simplest  attributea  of  our 
nature,  and  therefore  moGt  intelligible  at  last  to  tbose 
souU  wliich  have  these  attributes.  In  the  sculptures  of 
the  Greeks,  in  the  tnasoorj  of  the  Homaiu,  and  in  the 
pictures  of  tbe  Tuscan  and  Venetian  masters,  the  high- 
est charm  is  tbe  universal  language  tbey  speak.  A  con- 
fession of  moral  nature,  of  puritj,  love,  and  bope,  breathes 
from  them  all.  That  wbicb  we  carry  to  them,  the  sunie 
we  bring  back  more  fairl;  illustrated  in  the  memory. 
The  truTeller  who  visits  the  Vatican,  and  passes  from 
chamber  to  cliamber  through  galleries  of  statues,  vases, 
sarcophagi,  and  candelabra,  through  all  forms  of  beauty, 
cut  in  the  richest  materials,  is  in  danger  of  forgetting  tlis 
simplicity  of  the  principles  out  of  which  they  all  sprung, 
and  that  they  had  their  origin  from  tbouglits  and  laws 
in  his  own  breast.  He  studies  the  technical  rules  on 
these  wonderful  remains,  but  forgets  that  these  works 
were  not  always  thus  constellated  j  that  they  are  the 
contributions  of  many  ages  and  many  countries;  that 
each  came  cut  of  the  solitary  workshop  of  one  artist, 
who  tailed  perhaps  in  ignorance  of  the  existence  of  other 
sculpture,  created  bis  work  without  other  model,  save 
life,  household  life,  and  the  sweet  and  smart  of  personal 
rehitioos,  of  beating  hearts,  and  meeting  eyes,  of  poverty, 
and  necessity,  and  hope,  and  fear.  These  were  his  in- 
spirations, and  these  are  the  efiects  he  carries  home  to 
your  heart  and  mind.  In  proportion  to  bis  force,  the 
artist  will  find  in  his  work  an  outlet  for  his  proper 
character.    He  must  not  be  in  any  manner  pinched  or 
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hindered  b;  Ms  materUI,  but  through  bis  necessity  of 
imparting  bimselC  the  adamant  -will  be  wax  in  bis  bands, 
and  will  allow  an  adequate  comniuaication  of  himself,  in 
his  full  stature  and  proportion.  He  need  not  cumber 
himself  with  a  conTentional  nature  and  cultare,  nor  ask 
what  is  the  mode  in  Rome  or  in  Paris,  but  that  house, 
aad  weather,  and  maimer  of  living  which  poverty  and  the 
fate  of  birth  have  made  at  once  so  odious  and  so  dear, 
in  the  gray,  nnpainted  wood  cabin,  on  the  comer  of  a 
New  Hampshire  fiirm,  or  in  the  log-hut  of  the  back- 
woods, or  in  the  narrow  lodging  where  he  has  endured 
the  constraints  and  seeming  of  a  citj  poverty,  will  serve 
as  well  as  any  other  condition  as  the  symbol  of  a  tbougiit 
which  pours  itself  indifferently  through  all. 

I  remember,  when  in  m;  younger  days  I  had  heard  of 
the  wonders  of  Italian  painting,  I  fancied  the  great 
pictures  would  be  great  strangers ;  some  surprising  com- 
bination of  color  and  form ;  a  foreign  wonder,  barbaric 
pearl  and  gold,  like  the  sponloons  and  standards  of  the 
militia,  which  play  such  pranks  in  the  eyes  and  imagi' 
nations  of  scbool-bojs.  I  was  to  see  and  acquire  1  knew 
not  what.  When  I  came  at  last  to  Rome,  and  saw  with 
eyes  the  pictures,  I  found  that  genius  left  to  novices  the 
gay  and  fantastic  and  ostentatious,  and  itself  pierced 
dii-ectly  to  the  simple  and  true ;  that  it  was  familiar  and 
sincere ;  that  it  was  the  old,  eternal  fact  I  had  met  al- 
ready in  so  niany  forms,  —  unto  which  I  lived ;  that  it  was 
the  plain  yom  and  me  I  knew  so  well, -~  had  left  at  home 
in  so  many  conversations.  I  had  had  the  same  experi- 
ence already  in  a  church  at  Naples.  There  1  saw  that  noth- 
ing was  changed  with  me  but  the  place,  and  said  to  myself 
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'  Thou  foolisli  child,  hast  thou  come  out  hither,  over  four 
thousand  miles  of  salt  water,  to  find  that  which  was  per- 
fect to  thee  there  at  home  ? '  —  that  fact  I  saw  agata  in 
the  Acadeinraia  at  Naples,  in  the  chambers  of  sculpture, 
aud  jet  again  when  I  came  ta  Rome,  and  to  the  paintings 
of  Baphael,  Angelo,  Saccbi,  Titian,  and  Leonardo  d& 
Vinci.  "  What,  old  mole !  workest  thou  in  the  earth  m 
bat?"  It  had  travelled  bj  mj  side:  that  which  I  fan- 
cied I  had  left  in  Boston  was  here  in  the  Vatioan,  and 
again  at  Mihin,  and  at  Paris,  and  made  all  travelling 
ridioulous  as  a  treadmill.  I  dow  requite  this  of  all  pic- 
tures, that  thej  domesticate  me,  not  that  thej  dazxle 
me.  Pictures  must  not  be  too  picturesqne.  Nothing 
astonishes  men  so  much  as  common-sense  and  plain  deal- 
ing. All  great  actions  have  been  simple,  and  all  great 
pictures  are. 

The  Transfiguration,  b;  Raphael,  is  an  eminent  exam- 
ple of  this  peculiar  merit.  A  calm,  benigiiant  beautjr 
shines  over  all  tliis  picture,  and  goes  directlj  to  the 
heart.  It  seems  almost  to  call  jou  by  name.  Tlie  sweet 
and  sublime  face  of  Jesus  is  bejond  praise,  jet  bow  it 
disappoints  all  florid  expectations  I  Tliis  familiar,  sim- 
ple, home-speaking  countenance  is  as  if  one  should  meet 
a  friend.  The  knowledge  of  picture-dealers  has  its  value, 
but  listen  not  to  their  criticism  wlien  your  heart  is 
touched  by  genius.  It  was  not  painted  for  tliera,  it  was 
painted  for  you ;  for  such  as  had  eyes  capable  of  being 
touched  by  airaplicitj  and  lofty  emotions. 

Yet  when  we  have  said  all  our  fine  things  about  the 
arts,  we  must  end  with  a  frank  confession,  that  the  arts, 
u  we  know  them,  are  but  initial.    Our  beat  praise  ia 
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given  to  wliat  they  aimed  and  promised,  not  to  the  actnal 
result.  He  hu  conceived  meaol;  of  tbe  retourcea  of 
man,  who  believes  that  tbe  beat  age  of  prodactioa  is  past. 
The  Teal  value  of  the  Iliad,  or  tbe  Transfiguration,  is  ns 
signs  of  power ;  biUows  or  ripples  the;  are  of  the  stream 
of  tendencj  ;  tokens  of  the  everlasting  effort  to  produce, 
which  even  in  its  worst  estate  the  bouI  betrays.  Art  has 
not  yet  come  to  its  maturity,  if  it  do  not  put  itself  abreast 
with  the  most  potent  iofluences  of  the  world,  if  it  is  not 
practical  and  moral,  if  It  do  not  stand  in  coiinection  with 
the  conscience,  if  it  do  not  make  the  poor  and  unculti- 
Tated  feel  that  it  addresses  them  with  a  voice  of  lofty 
cheer.  There  is  higher  work  for  Art  than  tbe  arts.  They 
are  abortive  births  of  an  imperfect  or  vitiated  instinct. 
A.rt  is  the  need  to  create ;  but  in  its  essence,  immense 
and  universal,  it  is  impatient  of  working  with  lame  or 
tied  hands,  and  of  making  cripples  and  monsters,  sucli  as 
all  pictures  and  statues  are.  Nothing  less  than  the  crea- 
tion  of  man  and  nature  is  its  cud.  A  man  should  find  in 
it  an  outlet  for  his  whole  enei^.  He  ma;  paint  and 
carve  only  as  long  as  he  can  do  that.  Art  should  exhil- 
arate, and  throw  down  the  walls  of  circumstance  on  every 
side,  awakening  in  the  beholder  the  same  sense  of  uni- 
versal relation  and  power  which  the  work  evinced  in  the 
artist,  and  its  highest  effect  is  to  make  new  artists. 

Already  History  ia  old  enou|rh  to  witness  the  old  age 
and  disappearance  of  particular  arts.  The  art  of  sculp- 
ture bas  long  ago  perished  to  any  real  effect.  It  was  origi- 
nally a  useful  art,  a  mode  of  writing,  a  savage's  record  of 
gratitude  or  devotion,  and  among  a  people  possessed  of  a 
wonderful  perception  of  form  this  childish  carving  was 
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lefined  to  the  utmost  splendor  of  effect.  Sut  it  is  the 
game  of  a  rude  and  youthful  people,  and  not  tLe  manlj 
labor  of  a  wise  and  spiritual  nation.  Under  an  oak-tree 
loaded  witli  leaves  and  uuta,  under  a  skj  full  of  eternal 
ejes,  I  stand  iu  a  tliorougLl'arc  ;  but  in  tlie  works  of  our 
plastic  arts,  and  especiallj  of  sculpture,  creation  is  driren 
into  a  comer.  1  cannot  lijde  from  mjself  tliat  there  a 
a  certain  appearance  of  paltriness,  as  of  toys,  and  the 
trumpery  of  a  theatre,  in  sculpture.  Nature  trauscends 
all  our  moods  of  thought,  and  its  secret  we  do  not  yet 
find.  But  the  gallery  stands  at  the  mercy  of  our  moods, 
and  there  is  a  moment  when  it  becomes  frivolous.  I  do 
not  wonder  that  Newton,  with  an  attention  habitually 
engaged  ou  the  paths  of  planets  and  suns,  should  have 
wondered  what  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  fouud  to  adnijre  iu 
"  stone  dolls,"  Sculpture  ma;  serve  to  tcacli  the  pupil 
how  deep  is  the  secret  of  form,  how  purely  the  spirit  can 
translate  its  meauiugs  into  that  eloquent  dialect.  But 
the  statue  will  look  cold  and  fobe  before  that  new  activity 
which  needs  to  roll  through  all  things,  and  is  impatient 
of  counterfeits,  and  things  not  alive.  Picture  and  sculp- 
ture are  the  celebrations  and  festivities  of  form.  But  true 
art  is  never  fixed,  but  always  flowing.  Tlie  sweetest 
musie  is  not  in  the  oratorio,  but  in  the  human  voice  when 
it  speaks  from  its  instaut  life  tones  of  lendemesa,  truth, 
or  courage.  The  oratorio  has  already  lost  its  relation  to 
the  morning,  to  the  sun,  and  the  eartli,  but  that  persuad- 
ing voice  is  in  tune  with  these.  All  works  of  art  should 
not  be  detached,  but  extempore  performances.  A  great 
man  is  a  new  statue  in  every  attitude  and  action.  A 
beautiful  woman  is  a  picture  which  drives  all  beholders 
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uoblj  laad.    Life  may  be  lyric  or  epic,  u  well  as  a  poem 


A  true  announcement  of  the  law  of  creatiou,  if  a  man 
vere  found  worth;  to  declare  it,  would  carry  art  up  iuto 
tlie  kiDgdom  of  nature,  and  destroy  ita  separate  and  con- 
trasted existence.  The  fountains  of  invention  and  beauty 
in  modern  society  are  all  but  dried  up.  A.  popular  novel, 
a  theatre,  or  a  ball-room  makes  us  feel  that  we  are  all 
paupers  in  the  almshouse  of  this  world,  without  dignity, 
without  skill,  or  industry.  Art  is  as  poor  and  low.  The 
old  tragic  Necessity,  which  bwers  on  the  brows  even  of 
the  Veuuses  and  the  Cupids  of  the  antique,  and  furnishes 
the  sole  apology  for  the  intrusion  of  snch  anomalous 
figures  into  nature,  — namely,  that  they  were  inevitable; 
that  the  artist  was  drunk  with  a  passion  for  form  which 
he  could  not  resist,  and  whicli  venled  itself  in  Uiese  fine 
eitravagances,  —  no  longer  dignifies  the  chisel  or  the 
pencil.  Sut  the  artist  and  the  connoiasenr  now  seek  in 
art  the  exhibition  of  their  talent,  or  an  asylum  from  the 
evils  of  life.  Men  are  not  well  pleased,  with  the  figure 
t)iey  make  in  their  own  imaginations,  and  they  Qee  to  art, 
and  convey  their  better  sense  in  an  oratorio,  a  statue,  or 
a  picture.  Art  makes  the  same  effort  which  a  sensual 
prosperity  makes;  namely,  to  detach  the  beautiful  from 
the  useful,  to  do  up  tlie  work  as  unavoidable,  and,  hatiug 
it,  pass  on  to  enjoyment.  These  solaces  aud  compensa- 
tions, this  division  of  beauty  from  use,  the  laws  of  nature 
do  not  permit.  As  Boon  as  beauty  is  sought,  not  from 
religion  and  love,  but  for  pleasure,  it  degrades  the  seeker. 
High  beauty  is  no  longer  attainable  by  him  in  canvas  or 
iu  atone,  in  sound,  or  in  lyrical  coustructiou ;  au  effewi- 
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nate,  prudent,  sickl;  beantj,  which  is  not  beauty,  ia  all 
that  can  be  fonned  ;  fnr  the  hand  can  never  execute  aoy- 
thJDg  higher  than  the  chiiractcr  can  inspire. 

The  art  that  thua  separatea  is  itself  firat  separated. 
Art  must  not  be  a  auperficia]  talent,  but  must  begin 
further  back  in  man.  Now  men  do  not  see  nature  to 
he  beautiful,  aud  they  go  to  make  a  statne  which  ahall 
be.  They  abhor  men  as  taBteiess,  dull,  and  incon- 
vertible, and  console  themsclvea  with  color-baga,  and 
blocks  of  marble.  They  reject  iife  aa  prosaic,  and  create 
a  death  which  they  caU  poetic.  They  despatch  the  day's 
weary  chores,  and  fly  to  voluptuous  reveries.  They  eat 
and  drink,  that  they  may  afterwards  execnte  the  ideal. 
Thua  is  art  vilified ;  the  name  conveys  to  the  mind  its 
secondary  and  bad  senses;  it  stands  in  the  imagination 
■s  somewhat  contrary  to  natnre,  and  struck  with  death 
from  the  first.  Would  it  not  be  better  to  begin  higher 
up, — to  serve  the  ideal  before  they  eat  and  drink;  M 
serve  the  ideal  in  eating  and  drinking,  in  drawing  tht 
breath,  and  in  the  functions  of  life  F  Beauty  must  come 
back  to  the  useful  aria,  and  the  distinction  between  the 
fine  and  the  useful  aria  be  forgotten.  If  history  were 
truly  told,  if  life  were  nobly  spent,  it  would  be  no  longer 
easy  or  possible  to  distinguish  the  one  from  the  other. 
In  nature,  all  ia  useful,  all  is  beautiful.  It  is  therefore 
beautiful,  because  it  is  alive,  moving,  reproductive ;  it 
is  therefore  useful,  because  It  Is  symmetrical  and  (air. 
Beauty  will  not  come  at  the  call  of  a  legislature,  nor  will 
it  repeat  in  England  or  America  its  history  In  Greece. 
It  will  come,  as  always,  unannounced,  and  spring  up 
between  the  feet  of  brave  and  earnest  men.    It  ia  In  vain 
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that  we  look  for  geiii«s  to  rcilMvIe  its  tnlrMdeB  in  iht  old 
aria ;  it  is  its  instinct  to  find  beaut;  and  boliness  in  new 
and  necessarj  bets,  in  tbe  Geld  and  roadside,  in  the  shop 
and  mill.  Proceeding  from  a  religions  heart  it  will  raise 
to  a  divine  use  the  railroad,  the  insnrance  office,  the 
joint-stock  company,  our  law,  onr  primary  assemblies, 
our  commerce,  the  galvanic  battery,  the  electric  jar,  the 
prism,  and  the  chemist's  retort,  in  which  we  seek  now 
only  an  ecoDomical  use.  Is  not  tbe  selfish  and  even 
cruel  aspect  which  belongs  to  our  great  niechanieal 
works — to  mills,  railways,  and  machinery — tbe  effect 
of  the  mercenary  impulses  which  these  works  obey  F 
When  its  errands  are  noble  and  adequate,  a  steamboat 
bridging  the  Atlantic  between  Old  and  New  England, 
and  arriying  at  its  ports  with  the  punctuality  of  a  planet, 
is  a  step  of  man  into  harmony  with  nature.  The  boat  at 
St.  Petersbn^,  which  plies  along  the  Lena  by  magnet- 
ism, needs  little  to  make  it  sublime.  When  science  is 
learned  in  love,  and  its  powers  are  wielded  by  love,  they 
will  appear  the  supplements  and  continuations  of  the 
material  creation. 
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A  HOODT  cbiM  and  niUl;  wise 

PurBued  the  game  with  jajful  ejm, 

'Which  chose,  like  metrorB,  their  way. 

And  rived  the  dark  with  priTate  rayi 

They  QTerleapt  the  horizon's  edge. 

Searched  with  Apollo's  privilege ; 

Throi^b  iDBD,  Bod  woman,  and  sea,  and  »t«r. 

Saw  the  dance  of  nature  forward  far ; 

Through  vrorlda,  aod  racea.  and  terma,  and  tim 

Saw  muaieal  order,  and  pairing  rbymes. 
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Those  who  are  BBteemed  umpires  of  taste  are  often 
persons  wbo  bave  acquired  some  knowled^  of  admired 
pictures  or  sculptures,  aud  liave  an  ioclination  for  what- 
ever is  elegant;  but  if  you  iuquire  whether  they  ara 
beautiful  souls,  and  whether  their  own  acts  are  like  &ir 
pictures,  you  learu  that  thej  are  selfish  and  sensual. 
Their  cultivation  is  local,  as  if  you  should  rub  a  log  of 
dry  wood  in  one  spot  to  produce  fire,  ail  the  rest  leoioin- 
ing  cold.  Their  knowledge  of  the  fine  arts  is  some  stadj 
of  rules  and  i>articuhii9,  or  some  limited  judgment  of 
color  or  form,  which  is  exercised  for  amnsemcut  or  for 
show.  It  is  B  proof  of  the  shallowness  of  the  doctrine 
of  beauty,  as  it  lies  in  the  minds  of  our  amateurs,  that 
men  seem  to  have  lost  the  perception  of  the  instant  de- 
pendence of  form  npon  soul.  Tbere  is  no  doctrine  of 
forms  in  our  philosophy.  We  were  put  into  our  bodies, 
as  fire  is  put  into  a  pan,  to  be  carried  aboat ;  but  there 
is  no  accurate  adjustment  between  the  spirit  and  the 
organ,  much  less  is  the  latter  the  germination  of  the 
former.  So  in  regard  to  other  forms,  the  iulellectual 
men  do  not  believe  in  any  essential  dependence  of  the 
material  world  aa  thought  and  volition.  Theologians 
thiuk  it  a  pretty  air-castle  to  talk  of  the  spiritual  mean- 


12  THE    POKT. 

ing  of  a  ship  or  &  doad,  of  a  cit;  or  a  contract,  but  they 
prefer  to  come  again  to  the  solid  ground  of  historical  evi- 
dence ;  and  CTcn  the  poets  are  contented  with  a  civil  aikd 
confonned  manner  of  living,  and  to  write  poems  from  the 
fancj,  at  a  aale  distance  from  their  own  experience.  Bnt 
the  highest  minds  of  the  world  have  never  ceased  to  ex- 
plore the  double  meaning,  or,  shall  I  saj,  the  quitdruple, 
or  the  centuple,  or  much  more  manifold  meaning,  of 
ever;  sensuous  fact:  Oipheiu,  £mpedocles,  Heraclitus, 
Plato,  Plutarch,  Dante,  Swedenborg,  and  the  masters  of 
sculpture,  picture,  and  poetry.  For  we  are  not  pans 
and  barrows,  nor  even  porters  of  the  fire  and  torch- 
bearers,  bat  children  of  the  fire,  made  of  it,  and  onlj  the 
same  divinitj  transmuted,  and  at  two  or  three  removes, 
wbcD  we  know  least  about  it.  And  this  hidden  truth, 
that  the  fountains  whence  all  this  river  of  Time,  and  its 
creatures,  floweth,  are  intrinsically  ideal  and  beautifol, 
draws  us  to  the  eonsideretioa  of  the  nature  and  fiinotiona 
of  the  Poet^  or  the  man  of  Beauty,  to  the  means  and 
materials  he  uses,  and  to  the  gcoeral  aspect  of  the  art 
in  the  present  time. 

The  breadth  of  the  problem  is  gnat,  for  the  poet  is 
representative.  Be  stands  among  partial  men  for  the 
complete  man,  ami  apprises  us  not  of  his  wealth,  but  of 
the  commonwealth.  The  yoang  man  reveres  men  of 
genius,  because,  to  speak  truly,  they  are  more  himself 
than  he  is.  The;  receive  of  the  soul  as  he  also  receives, 
but  they  more,  fjature  enhances  her  beauty  to  the  eye 
of  loving  men,  from  their  belief  that  the  poet  is  behold- 
ing her  shows  at  the  same  time.  He  is  isolated  among 
his  contemporaries,  by  truth  and  by  his  art,  but  with  this 
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coQSoktioii  in  his  pursuits,  that  the;  will  draw  all  men 
sooner  or  later.  For  alt  men  live  by  truth,  and  stand  in 
need  of  expression.  In  love,  in  art,  in  avarice,  in  poli- 
tics, in  labor,  in  games,  we  studj  to  utter  our  painful 
secret. "  The  man  is  only  half  himself,  the  other  half  is 
his  expression. 

Notwithstanding  this  necessity  to  be  published,  ade- 
quate expression  is  rare.  I  know  not  how  it  is  that  we 
need  an  interpreter ;  but  the  great  majority  of  men  seem 
to  be  minora,  who  have  not  yet  come  into  possession  of 
their  own,  or  mutca,  wbo  cannot  report  the  conversation 
they  have  had  with  nature.  There  is  no  man  who  does 
not  anticipate  a  supersensnal  utibty  in  the  sun,  and  stars, 
earth  and  water.  These  stand  and  wait  to  render  him  a 
peculiar  service.  But  there  is  some  obstruction,  or  some 
excess  of  phlegm  in  our  constitution,  which  does  not 
suiTer  them  to  yield  the  due  effect.  Too  feeble  fall  the 
impressions  of  nature  on  us  to  make  ua  artists.  EveiJ 
touch  should  thrill.  Every  man  should  be  so  much  aa 
artist,  that  he  could  report  in  conversatioo  what  had 
befallen  him.  Yet,  in  our  experience,  the  rays  or  ap- 
pulsea  have  sufficient  force  to  arrive  at  the  senses,  but 
not  enough  to  reach  the  quick,  and  compel  the  repro- 
duction of  themselves  in  speech.  The  poet  is  the  person 
in  whom  these  powers  are  in  balance,  the  man  without 
impediment,  who  sees  and  handles  that  which  others 
dream  of,  traverses  the  whole  scale  of  expericoce,  and  is 
represeutative  of  man,  in  virtue  of  heing  the  largest 
power  to  receive  and  to  impart. 

Tor  the  Universe  has  three  children,  born  at  one  time, 
which  reappear,  under  different  names,  in  eveij  system 
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of  thonglit,  wletber  tUej  be  called  cause,  operation,  and 
effect ;  or,  more  poetically,  Jove,  Pluto,  Neptune ;  or,  llie- 
ologicallj,  tbe  Fatber,  the  Spirit,  and  tlie  Son ;  but  vrliicb 
we  will  call  bere,  tiie  Knower,  tbe  Doer,  and  the  Saycr. 
These  slaud  respectively  for  tbe  love  of  truth,  for  the  love 
of  good,  and  for  the  love  of  beauty.  These  three  are 
equal.  Each  is  tbat  wbicli  he  is  essentially,  so  tliat  be 
cannot  be  surniounted  or  analyzed,  and  each  of  these 
three  has  tbe  power  of  the  others  lal^ut  in  him,  and  his 
own  patent. 

The  poet  is  tbe  sajer,  the  namer,  and  representa  beauty. 
He  is  a  sovereign,  and  stands  on  the  centre.  For  tbe 
world. is  not  paiuted,  or  adorned,  but  is  from  the  begin- 
DLUg  beautiful ;  and  God  has  not  made  some  beautiful 
things,  but  Beauty  is  tbe  creator  of  tbe  universe.  There- 
fore the  poet  is  not  any  permissive  potentaf«,  but  is  em- 
peror in  his  own  right.  Criticism  is  infested  with  a  cant 
of  materialisJn,  wliJch  assumes  that  manual  skill  and  ac- 
tivity is  the  first  merit  of  all  men,  and  disparages  such 
as  say  and  do  not,  overlooking  the  fact,  that  some  men, 
namely,  poets,  are  natural  sayers,  sent  into  the  world  to 
the  end  of  expression,  and  confounds  tbem  with  those 
whose  province  is  action,  but  who  quit  it  to  imitate  Ihe 
sayers.  But  Homer's  words  are  as  costly  and  admirable 
to  Homer,  as  Agamemnon's  victories  are  to  Agamemnon. 
The  poet  does  not  wait  for  the  hero  or  tbe  sage,  but,  as 
they  act  and  think  primarily,  so  he  writes  primarily  what  * 
will  and  must  be  spoken,  reckoning  tbe  others,  tliough 
primaries  also,  yet,  in  respect  to  him,  secondaries  and  ser- 
vants ;  as  sitters  or  models  in  the  studio  of  a  painter,  or 
as  assistants  who  bring  building  materials  to  an  archi- 
tect. 
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For  poetry  was  all  written  before  time  was,  and  when- 
ever we  are  so  finely  organized  that  we  can  peuelvate 
into  that  region  where  the  air  is  music,  we  hear  those 
primal  warbtings,  and  attempt  to  write  (hem  down,  but 
we  iose  ever  and  anon  a  word,  or  a  verse,  and  substitute 
something  of  our  own,  and  thus  miswrile  the  poem.  Tiie 
men  of  more  delicate  ear  writedown  tliese  cadences  more 
faith  fully,  and  these  transcripts,  though  imperfect,  become 
(he  songs  of  the  nations.  For  nature  is  as  truly  beauti- 
ful as  it  is  good,  or  as  it  ts  reasonable,-  and  niust  as  much 
appear,  as  it  must  be  done,  or  be-known.  Words  and 
deeds  are  quite  indiflerent  modes  of  the  divine  energy. 
Words  are  also  actions,  and  actions  are  a  kind  of  words. 

The  sign  and  credentials  of  the  poet  are,  that  he  an- 
nounces that  which  no  man  foretold.  He  is  the  true  and 
only  doctor ;  he  knows  and  tells ;  lie  is  the  only  teller  of 
news,  for  he  was  present  and  privy  to  the  appearance 
which  he  describes.  He  is  a  beholder  of  ideas,  and  an 
utterer  of  the  necessary  and  casual.  For  we  do  not  speak 
now  of  men  of  poetical  talents,  or  of  industry  and  skill  in 
metre,  bat  of  the  true  poet.  I  took  part  in  a  conversa- 
IJon,  the  other  day,  concerning  a  recent  writer  of  lyrics, a 
man  of  subtle  mind,  whose  head  appeared  to  be  a  music- 
bon  of  delicate  tunes  and  rhythms,  and  whose  skill  and 
command  of  language  we  could  not  sufficiently  praise. 
But  when  the  question  arose,  whether  he  was  not  only  a 
lyrist,  but  a  poet,  we  were  obliged  to  confess  that  he  is 
plainly  a  contemporary,  not  an  eternal  man.  He  docs 
not  stand  out  of  our  low  limitations,  like  a  Chimborazo 
under  the  line,  running  up  from  a  torrid  base  through  all 
the  climates  of  the  globe,  with  belts  of  the  herbage  oC 
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every  latitude  on  ita  high  and  mottled  sides ;  but  this  gen- 
ius is  the  landscape-garden  of  a  modem  house,  sdomed 
with  fountains  and  statues,  with  well-bred  meaandirotnen 
staudug  and  sitting  in  the  valks  and  terraces.  We  hear, 
through  all  the  varied  music,  the  ground-tone  of  conven- 
tional life.  Oiu  poeta  are  meu  of  talents  who  sing,  and 
not  tlie  children  of  music.  The  argument  is  secoudar;, 
the  finish  of  the  verses  is  prtmaiy. 

For  it  is  not  metres,  but  a  metrC'making  argument, 
that  makes  a  poem,  — a  thought  so  passionate  and  alive, 
that,  like  the  spirit  of  a  plant  or  an  animal,  it  has  an 
architecture  of  its  own,  and  adorns  nature  with  a  new 
thing.  The  thought  and  the  form  are  equal  in  the  order 
of  time,  but  in  the  order  of  genesis  the  thought  is  prior 
to  the  form.  The  poet  has  a  new  thought :  he  has  a 
whole  new  experience  to  unfold ;  he  will  tell  us  how  it 
was  with  him,  and  all  men  will  be  the  richer  in  his  for- 
tune. For  the  experience  of  each  new  age  requires  a 
new  confession,  and  the  world  seems  always  waiting  for 
its  poet.  I  remember,  when  I  was  joung,  l)ow  much  I 
was  moved  one  morning  b;  tidings  that  genius  had  ap- 
peared in  a  youth  who  sat  near  me  at  table.  He  had 
left  his  work,  and  gone  rambling  none  knew  whither,  and 
had  written  hundreds  of  lines,  but  could  not  tell  whether 
that  which  was  in  him  was  therein  told :  he  could  tell 
nothing  but  that  all  was  changed,  —  mau,  beft.st,  lieaven, 
earth,  and  sea.  How  gladlj  we  listened !  how  credu- 
lous !  Society  seemed  to  be  compromised.  We  sat  in 
the  aurora  of  a  sunrise  which  was  to  put  out  all  the  stars. 
Boston  seemed  to  be  at  twice  the  distance  it  had  the 
night  before,  or  was  much  farther  than  that.    BAme,  — 
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wbatr  was  Home  F  Plutarch  and  Sliakspeare  were  in  tbe 
jellow  leaf,  and  Homer  no  more  should  be  heard  of.  It  is 
much  to  know  that  poetry  has  been  written  thb  verj  day, 
under  this  very  root,  by  your  aide.  What !  that  wonder- 
ful spirit  has  not  expired!  These  atony  moments  are 
still  sparkhug  and  animated !  I  had  fancied  that  the  ora- 
cles were  all  silent,  and  nature  had  spent  her  fires,  and 
behold  !  all  night,  from  every  pore,  these  fine  auroras 
hare  been  streaming.  Every  one  has  some  interest  in 
the  advent  of  the  poet,  and  no  one  knows  how  much  it 
may  concern  him.  We  know  that  the  secret  of  the  world 
b  profound,  bat  who  or  what  sliall  be  our  interpreter,  we 
know  not.  A  mountain  ramble,  a  new  style  of  face,  a 
new  person,  may  put  the  key  into  our  bands.  Of  course, 
the  value  of  genius  to  us  is  in  the  veracity  of  its  report. 
Talent  may  frolic  ajid  juggle;  genius  realizes  and  adds. 
Uankind,  in  good  earnest,  have  arrived  so  far  in  under- 
standing themselves  and  their  work,  that  the  foremost 
watebman  on  the  peak  announces  his  news.  It  is  the 
truest  word  ever  spoken,  and  the  phrase  will  he  the  fit- 
test, most  musical,  and  the  unerring  voice  of  the  world 
for  that  time. 

All  that  we  call  sacred  history  attests  that  the  birth  of 
a  poet  is  the  principal  event  in  chronology.  Man,  never 
so  often  deceived,  still  watches  for  the  arrival  of  a  brother 
who  can  hold  him  steady  to  a  truth,  until  he  has  made  it 
hb  own.  With  what  joy  I  begin  to  read  a  poem,  which 
I  confide  in  as  au  inspiration !  -  And  now  my  chains  are 
to  be  broken ;  I  shall  mount  above  these  clouds  and 
opaque  airs  in  which  I  Uve,  —  opaque,  though  they  seem 
transparent, — and  from  the  heaven  of  truth  I  shall  see 
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and  comprehend  my  relations.  That  will  reconcile  me  to 
life,  and  renovate  fiatare,  t«  see  trifles  animated  by  a 
tendency,  and  to  know  what  I  am  doing.  Life  will  no 
more  be  a  noise ;  now  I  sball  see  men  and  women,  and 
know  the  aigns  by  which  they  may  be  discerned  from 
fools  and  satans.  This  day  shall  be  better  than  my  birth- 
day :  tbcn  I  became  an  animal :  now  t  am  iuvited  into 
the  science  of  the  real.  Such  is  the  hope,  but  the  fruition 
is  postponed.  Ofteuer  it  falls  that  this  win;^  man,  who 
■will  carry  roe  into  the  heaven,  whirls  me  into  mists,  then 
leaps  and  frisks  about  vith  me  as  it  were  from  cloud  to 
cloud,  still  affirming  that  he  is  bound  heavenward  ;  and 
I,  being  myself  a  novice,  am  slow  in  perceiving  that  be 
does  not  know  the  way  into  the  heavens,  and  is  merely 
bent  tiiat  I  should  admire  liis  skill  to  rise,  like  a  foul  or 
a  flying-fish,  a  little  way  from  the  ground  or  the  water; 
bn(  the  all-piercing,  all-feeding,  and  ocular  air  of  heavcD, 
that  man  shall  never  inhabit.  I  tumble  down  again  soon 
into  my  old  nooks,  and  lead  the  life  of  esaggerstions  as 
before,  and  liave  lost  my  faith  in  the  possibility  of  any 
guide  who  can  lead  me  thither  where  I  would  be. 

But,  leaving  these  victims  of  vanity,  let  us,  with  new 
hope,  observe  how  nature,  by  worthier  impulses,  has  in- 
sured the  poet's  fidelity  to  his  office  of  announcement  and 
affirming,  namely,  by  the  beauty  of  things,  wliich  becomes 
a  new  and  higher  beauty,  when  expressed.  Nature  ofers 
all  her  creatures  to  him  as  a  picture-language.  Being 
used  as  a  type,  a  second  wonderful  value  appears  in  the 
object,  far  better  than  its  old  value,  as  the  carpenter's 
stretched  cord,  if  jou  hold  your  ear  close  enough,  is  mu- 
sical ill  the  breeze.     "  Things  more  escellent  than  every 
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imnge,"  Mjs  Jamblidius,  "are  expressed  tlirougli  im- 
ages." Tbmgs  admit  of  being  used  as  symbols,  became 
nAtare  is  a  symbol,  in  the  wbole,  and  !□  every  part. 
Every  line  ve  can  draw  in  the  sand  baa  eipreasion ;  and 
there  is  nobody  without  its  spirit  or  geniua.  All  form  ia 
an  effect  of  character ;  all  condition,  of  the  quality  of  the 
life ;  all  harmony,  of  health ;  (and,  for  this  reason,  a  per- 
ception of  beauty  ahould  be  sympathetic,  or  proper  only 
to  the  good.)  The  beautiful  rests  on  the  foundatioua  of 
the  necessary.  The  soul  makes  the  body,  as  the  wise 
Spenser  teaches :  — 

"So  every  spirit,  es  iti»  more  pure, 
Aud  hath  ill  ;t  the  more  of  heavenly  light. 
So  it  the  fairer  body  doth  procure 
To  habit  in.  and  it  more  fairlj  dight. 
With  cheerful  grace  and  amiable  Bight. 
For,  of  the  soul,  the  body  form  doth  lake. 
For  soul  is  form,  and  doth  the  body  make." 

Here  we  find  ourselves,  suddenly,  not  in  a  critical  specn- 
ktion,  but  in  a  holy  place,  and  should  go  very  warily  and 
reverently.  We  stand  before  the  secret  of  the  world, 
there  where  Being  passes  into  Appearance,  and  Unity 
into  Variety. 

The  Universe  is  the  eit«rnization  of  the  aonl.  Wlier- 
cver  the  life  is,  tliat  bursts  into  appearance  around  it. 
Our  science  is  sensual,  and  therefore  superficial.  The 
earth  and  the  heavenly  bodies,  physics,  and  chemistry, 
we  aensually  treat,  as  if  they  were  self-existent ;  but  tliese 
are  the  retinue  of  that  Being  we  have.  "Tlie  mighty 
heaveu,"  said  Proclus,  "exhibits,  in  its  tranafiga rations. 
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clear  images  of  the  splendor  of  iutellectn&I  perceptions ; 
being  moved  in  conjunction  wMx  the  unapparent  periods 
of  intellectual  natures."  Tlierefore,  Bcieace  alwaja-goea 
•breast  with  the  just  elevation  of  the  man,  keeping  step 
vith  religion  and  metaphysics ;  or,  the  state  of  science  is 
an  index  of  our  self-knowledge.  Suice  everything  in 
nature  answers  to  a  moral  power,  if  any  phenomenon 
remains  brute  and  dark,  it  is  because  the  corresponding 
faculty  in  the  observer  is  not  yet  active. 

No  wonder,  then,  if  these  waters  be  so  deep,  that  we 
hover  over  tliem  with  a  religions  regard.  The  beauty  of 
the  fable  proves  the  importance  of  the  sense;  to  the  poet, 
and  to  all  others;  or,  if  you  please,  every  man  is  so  far  a 
poet  as  to  be  susceptible  of  tliese  enchantments  of  nature ; 
for  all  men  have  the  thoughts  whereof  the  universe  is 
the  celebration.  I  find  that  the  fascination  resides  in  the 
symbol.  Who  loves  nature?  Who  does  not?  Is  it 
only  poets,  and  men  of  leisure  and  cultivation,  who  live 
with  herF  No;  but  also  hunters,  farmers,  grooms,  and 
butchers,  though  they  express  their  affection  in  their  choice 
of  life,  and  not  in  their  choice  of  words.  The  writer 
wonders  what  the  coachman  or  the  hunter  values  in  rid- 
ing, in  horses,  and  dogs.  It  is  not  superficial  qualities. 
When  yon  talk  with  him,  he  holds  these  at  as  slight  a 
rate  as  you.  His  worship  is  sympathetic;  be  has  no  defi- 
nitions, but  he  is  commanded  in  nature,  by  the  living 
power  which  he  feels  to  be  there  present.  No  imitation, 
or  phijing  of  these  things,  would  content  him;  he  loves 
the  earnest  of  the  north-wind,  of  rain,  of  stone,  and  wood, 
and  iron.  A  beauty  not  explicable  is  dearer  than  a 
beauty  which  we  can  see  to  the  end  of.    It  is  nature  the 
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■jmhol,  nature  certifjbg  the  supernatural,  bodj  over- 
flowed by  life,  vliich  lie  worships,  with  coarse  but  sincere 

Tlie  inwardness  and  mystery  of  tliia  attacLment  drive 
men  of  every  class  to  the  use  of  emblems.  The  scliools 
of  poets  and  philosophers  are  not  more  intoxicated  vith 
their  symbols,  tban  the  populace  with  theirs.  In  our 
political  parties,  compute  the  power  of  badges  and  em- 
blems. See  the  huge  wooden  ball  rolled  by  successive 
ardent  crowds  from  Baltimore  to  Bunker  Hill !  In  the 
political  processions,  Lowell  goes  in  a  loom,  and  Ljnn  in 
a  shoe,  and  Salem  in  a  ship.  Witness  the  cider-barrel,  tlie 
log-cabin,  the  hickory-sticV,  the  palmetto,  and  all  the  cog- 
nizances of  party.  See  the  power  of  national  emblems. 
Some  stars,  lilies,  leopards,  a  crescent,  a  lioo,  an  e«gle,  or 
other  figure,  which  came  into  credit  God  knows  bow,  on 
an  old  rag  of  bunting,  blowing  in  the  wind,  on  a  fort,  at 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  shall  make  the  hlood  tingle  under 
the  rudest  or  the  most  conventional  exterior.  Tiie  people 
foncytbey  hale  poetry,  and  they  are  all  poets  and  mystics ! 

Beyoud  this  universality  uf  the  symbolic  language,  we 
are  apprised  of  the  divineness  of  this  superior  use  of  things, 
whereby  the  world  is  a  temple,  whose  walls  are  covered 
with  emblems,  pictures,  and  commandments  of  the  Deity, 
in  this,  that  there  is  uo  fact  in  nature  which  does  not  carry 
the  wliole  sense  of  nature;  and  the  distinctions  which  we 
make  in  events,  and  in  aSairs,  of  low  and  high,  honest 
and  base,  disappear  when  nature  is  used  as  a  symbol. 
Thought  makes  everything  fit  for  use.  The  vocabulaiy 
of  an  omniscient  man  would  embrace  words  and  images 
excluded  Fi«m  polite  conversation.    What  would  be  base. 
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or  even  obscene,  to  the  obscene,  becomes  tQastcioDs,  spo- 
ken in  a  new  connectioa  of  thoa^ht,  Tbe  pietj  of  tlie 
Hebrew  prophets  pui^a  their  groaaness.  The  circom- 
ciston  ia  an  eiample  of  the  power  of  poetry  to  raise  tbe 
bw  and  offensive.  Small  and  mean  things  serve  as  well 
as  great  symbola.  The  meaner  tbe  tjpe  b;  which  a  kw 
is  expressed,  the  more  pungent  it  is,  and  tbe  more  hist- 
ing  in  tbe  oiemoriea  of  men :  just  as  we  choose  the  small- 
est box,  or  case,  in  which  any  needful  ntensil  can  be 
carried.  Bare  lists  of  words  are  found  su^estive,  to  on 
imaginatiiB  and  excited  miod ;  as  it  is  related  of  Lord 
Chatham,  that  he  was  accustomed  to  read  in  Bailee's 
Dictionary,  when  be  was  preparing  to  apeak  in  Parlia- 
ment. The  poorest  eiperieoce  is  rich  enough  for  all  the 
purposes  of  expressing  thought.  Why  covet  a  knowl- 
edge of  new  facts  F  Da;  and  night,  house  and  garden,  a 
few  books,  a  few  actions,  serve  us  as  well  as  would  all 
traded  and  all  spectacles.  We  are  &r  from  having  ex- 
hausted the  sigaiflconce  of  the  few  symbols  \re  use.  We 
oan  come  to  use  tbem  yet  with  a  terrible  simplicity.  It 
does  not  need  that  a  poem  should  be  long.  Every  word 
was  once  a  poem.  Every  new  relation  is  a  new  word. 
Abo,  we  use  defects  and  deformities  to  a  sacred  purpose, 
so  expressing  our  sense  that  the  evils  of  the  world  are 
aucb  only  to  the  evil  eye.  In  the  old  mythology,  mylhol- 
Ogists  observe,  defects  are  ascribed  to  divine  natures, 
as  lameness  to  Vulcan,  blindness  to  Cupid,  and  tbe  like, 
to  signify  einheraQces. 

For,  as  it  is  dislocation  and  detachment  from  the  life 
of  God,  that  makes  things  ugly,  the  poet,  who  reattaches 
tilings  to  nature  and  the  Whole,  —  reattaching  even  arti- 
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fioial  things,  and  violations  of  nature,  to  nature,  bj  ft 
deeper  insight,  —  disposes  very  easily  of  the  most  disa- 
greeable facts.  Readers  of  poetry  see  the  factory  village 
and  the  railway,  and  fancy  that  the  poetry  of  the  land- 
scape is  broken  up  by  these ;  for  these  works  of  art  are 
not  yet  consecrated  in  their  reading;  but  the  poet  sees 
them  fidl  within  the  great  Order  not  less  than  the  bee- 
hive, or  the  spider's  geometrical  web.  Knhirc  adopts 
them  very  fost  into  ber  vital  circles,  and  the  gliding  train 
of  cars  she  loves  like  her  own.  Besides,  in  a  centred 
mind,  it  signifies  nothing  hov  many  mechanical  inven- 
tions you  exhibit.  Though  you  add  millions,  and  never 
BO  surprising,  the  (act  of  mechanics  has  not  gained  ft 
grain's  weight.  The  spiritual  fact  remains  unalterable, 
by  many  or  by  few  particulars ;  as  no  mountain  is  of  any 
appreciable  height  to  break  the  curve  of  the  sphere.  A 
sbrewd  country  boj  goes  to  the  city  for  the  first  time, 
and  the  complacent  citizen  is  not  satisfied  with  his  little 
wonder.  It  is  not  that  he  does  not  see  idl  the  fine  bouses, 
and  know  that  he  never  saw  such  before,  bnt  he  disposes 
of  tbem  as  easily  as  the  poet  finds  place  for  the  ndiway. 
The  chief  value  of  the  new  fact,  is  to  enhance  the  great 
and  constant  fact  of  Life,  which  can  dwarf  any  and  every 
circumstance,  and  to  which  the  belt  of  wampum,  and  Ibe 
commerce  of  America,  are  alike. 

The  world  being  thus  put  under  the  mind  for  verb  and 
noun,  the  poet  is  he  who  can  articulate  it.  For,  though 
life  is  great,  and  fascinates,  and  absorbs, —  and  though 
all  men  are  int«lligent  of  the  symbols  through  which  it 
is  named, — yet  they  cannot  originally  use  them.  We 
are  symbols,  and  inhabit  symbols ;  workmen,  work,  and 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


24  THE    TOET. 

tools,  words  and  things,  birth  and  death,  all  are  em- 
blems ;  but  ve  sympathize  with  the  symbols,  and,  being 
infatuated  with  tbe  economical  uses  of  things,  we  do  not 
know  tbat  thej  aie  thouglits.  Tbe  poet,  b;  an  ulterior 
intellectual  perception,  gives  them  a  power  which  makes 
their  old  use  forgotten,  and  puts  ejes,  and  a  tongue,  into 
every  dumb  and  inanimate  object.  He  perceives  the 
tlioDgbt's  independence  of  the  symbol,  the  stability  of 
Uie  thought,  tbe  accideocy  and  fugacity  of  the  symbol. 
As  the  eyes  of  Lynceus  were  said  to  sea  through  the 
earth,  so  tbe  poet  turns  the  world  to  glass,  and  shows 
ns  all  things  in  their  right  series  and  processioa.  Far, 
through  that  better  perception,  he  stands  one  step  ue&rer 
to  things,  and  sees  the  flowing  or  metamorphosis ;  per- 
ceives that  thought  is  multiform ;  that  within  the  form  of 
every  creature  is  a  force  impelling  it  to  ascend  into  a 
higher  form ;  and,  following  with  bis  eyes  the  life,  uses 
the  forms  which  express  that  life,  and  so  his  speech  flows 
with  the  flowing  of  nature.  All  the  bets  of  the  animal 
economy  —  sex,  nutriment,  gestation,  birth,  growth  — 
are  symbols  of  the  passage  of  the  world  into  tbe  soul  of 
man,  to  suffer  there  a  change,  and  reappear  a  new  and 
higher  fact.  He  uses  forms  according  to  the  life,  and  not 
according  to  tbe  form.  This  is  true  science.  The  poet 
alone  knows  astronomy,  chemistry,  vegetation,  and  apx- 
tnation,  for  he  does  not  stop  at  these  iacts,  but  employs 
them  as  signs.  He  knows  why  the  plain  or  meadow  of 
apace  was  strown  with  these  flowers  we  call  suns,  and 
moons,  and  stars ;  why  tbe  great  deep  is  adorned  with 
animals,  with  men,  and  gods;  for,  in  every  word  he 
speaks  he  rides  on  them  as  the  horses  of  thought. 
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B;  virtue  of  this  science  the  poet  is  the  Namer,  or 
Language-insker,  naming  things  sometimes  aftec  their 
appearance,  sometimes  after  their  essence,  and  giving  to 
everj  one  its  own  name  and  not  another's,  tliereb;  re- 
joicbg  tlie  intellect,  wliieli  deligbis  in  detachment  or 
boundary.  Tlie  poets  made  all  the  words,  and  therefore 
language  is  the  archives  of  history,  and,  if  we  must  say  it, 
a  sort  of  tonib  of  the  muses,  for,  tlioi^h  the  origin  of 
most  of  our  words  is  forgotten,  each  word  was  at  firat  a 
stroke  of  genius,  and  obtained  currency,  because  for  the 
moment  it  symbolized  the  world  to  the  first  speaker  and 
to  the  hearer.  The  etymologist  finds  the  deadest  word 
to  hare  been  ouce  a  brilliant  picture.  Language  is  fossil 
poetry.  As  the  limestone  of  the  continent  consists  of 
infinite  masses  of  the  shells  of  animalcules,  so  language 
is  made  up  of  images,  or  tropes,  which  now,  in  their  sec- 
ondary use,  have  long  ceased  to  remind  us  of  their  poetic 
origin.  But  the  poet  names  the  thing  because  be  sees 
it,  or  comes  one  step  nearer  to  it  than  any  other.  This 
expression,  or  naming,  is  not  art,  but  a  second  nature, 
grown  out  of  the  first,  as  a  leaf  out  of  a  tree.  What  we 
caJl  nature,  is  a  certain  self-regulated  motion,  or  change ; 
and  Nature  does  all  things  by  ber  own  hands,  and  does 
not  leave  another  to  baptize  ber,  but  baptizes  herself; 
and  this  through  the  metamorphosis  again.  I  remember 
that  a  certain  poet  described  it  to  me  thus :  — 

Genius  is  the  activity  which  repairs  the  decays  of 
things,  whether  wholly  or  partly  of  a  material  and  finite 
kbd.  Nature,  tlirougb  all  ber  kingdoms,  insuies  herself. 
Nobody  cares  for  planting  the  poor  fungus :  so  she 
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shakes  down  from  the  gills  of  one  agajio  countless 
spores,  Bny  one  of  vhich,  being  preserved,  transDiiU  new 
billions  of  spores  tO;morrow  or  next  day.  TUe  new  agaric 
of  this  hone  has  a  chance  wliich  the  old  one  had  not.  This 
atom  of  seed  is  thrown,  into  a  new  place,  not  subject  to 
the  accidents  which  destroyed  its  parent  two  rods  off. 
She  makes  a  man ;  and  having  brought  him  to  ripe  age, 
she  will  no  longer  run  the  risk  of  loaing  this  wonder  at  a 
blow,  but  she  detaches  from  him  a  new  self,  that  the 
kind  may  he  safe  from  accidents  to  which  the  indiridanl 
is  exposed.  So  when  the  sonl  of  the  poet  has  come  to 
ripeness  of  thought,  she  detaches  and  sends  away  from  it 
its  poems  or  songs,  — -  a  fearless,  sleepless,  deathless  pro- 
geny, which  is  not  exposed  to  the  accidents  of  the  weaiy 
kingdom  of  time ;  a  fearless,  Tivacious  o&pring,  clad 
with  wings  (such  was  the  virtue  of  the  soul  out  of  which 
they  came),  which  carr;  them  fast  and  Bu,  and  '"flr 
them  irrecoTerablj  into  the  hearts  of  men.  These  wings 
are  the  beauty  of  the  poet's  soul.  The  songs,  thus  flying 
immortal  from  their  mortal  parent,  are  pursued  by  clam- 
orous flights  of  censures,  which  swarm  in  for  greater 
numbers,  and  threaten  to  devour  them ;  but  these  last 
aie  not  winged.  At  the  end  of  a  very  short  leap  they  fall 
plump  down,  and  rot,  having  received  from  the  souls  out 
of  which  they  came  no  beautiful  wings.  But  the  melo- 
dies of  the  poet  ascend,  and  leap,  and  pierce  into  the 
deeps  of  infinite  time. 

So  far  the  bard  tanght  me,  using  his  freer  speech. 
But  nature  has  a  higher  end,  in  tlie  production  of  new 
individuals,  than  security,  namely,  lucemioa,  or.  the  paa- 
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sage  of  the  soul  into  higher  forms.  I  knew,  in  my 
younger  dajs,  the  sculptor  who  made  the  statue  of  the 
youth  which  stands  in  tlie  public  garden.  He  was,  as  I 
remember,  unable  to  tell  directly  mUat  made  him  happy, 
or  uuliappy,  but  by  wonderful  indirectious  he  could  tell. 
He  rose  one  day,  according  to  his  habit,  before  the  dawn, 
and  e&w  the  moiTtin^  break,  grand  as  tlie  eternity  out 
of  which  it  came,  and,  for  many  days  after,  he  strode  to 
express  this  tranquillity,  and,  lo  !  his  chisel  had  fashioned 
out  of  marble  the  farm  of  a  beautiful  youtii.  Phosphorus, 
whose  aspect  is  snch,  that,  it  is  said,  all  persons  who  look 
on  it  become  silent.  The  poet  also  resigns  himself  to 
his  mood,  and  that  thought  which  agitated  him  is  ex- 
pressed, but  alter  idem,  in  a  manner  totally  new.  The 
expression  is  organic,  or,  tjie  new  type  which  things 
tliemsetves  take  when  liberated.  As,  in  the  suu,  objects 
paint  their  images  on  tlie  retina  of  the  eye,  so  they, 
sharing  the  aspiration  of  the  whole  universe,  tend  to 
paint  a  far  more  delicate  copy  of  their  essence  in  his 
mind.  Like  the  metamorphosis  of  things  into  higher 
organic  forms,  is  their  change  into  melodies.  Over  every- 
thing stands  its  demon,  or  sonl,  and,  as  the  form  of  the 
tiling  is  reflected  by  the  eye,  so  the  soul  of  the  thing  Ja 
reflected  by  a  melody.  The  sea,  the  mountain-ridge, 
Niagara,  and  every  flower-bed,  pre-exist,  or  super-exist, 
in  pre-cantations,  which  sail  like  odors  in  the  air,  and 
when  any  man  goes  by  with  an  ear  sufficienlly  fine,  he 
overhears  them,  and  endeavors  to  write  down  the  notes, 
without  diluting  or  depraving  them.  And  herein  is  the 
legitimation  of  criticism,  in  the  mind's  faith,  that  tlie 
poems  are  a  corrupt  version  of  some  text  in  nature,  with 
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wiach  tbej  onght  to  be  made  to  tall;.  A  rli;me  in  one 
of  our  sonuets  sliould  not  be  less  pleasiug  thau  ibe  iter- 
ated nodes  of  s,  scasbell,  or  tbe  resembling  differeiice  (A  a 
group  of  flowers.  The  pairing  of  llie  birds  is  an  idji,  not 
tedious  as  our  idjls  ate ;  a  tempest  b  a  rough  ode,  with- 
out falaebood  or  rant :  a  summer,  with  its  liarvest  sown, 
reaped,  and  stored,  is  an  epic  song,  subordinating  how 
man;  admirably  executed  parts.  Why  should  not  tbe 
symmetry  and  truth  that  modulate  these  glide  into  our 
spirits,  and  we  participate  the  iuTention  of  nature? 

Tbis  inaight,  which  expresses  itself  by  what  is  caEed 
Imagination,  is  a  very  high  sort  of  seeing,  wliieli  does  not 
come  by  study,  but  by  the  intellect  being  wliere  and  what 
it  sees,  by  sharing  tbe  path  or  circuit  of  tbiugs  through 
forms,  and  so  making  them  translucid  to  others.  The 
path  of  tilings  is  silent.  Will  they  suffer  a  speaker  to 
go  with  tbem?  A  spy  lliey  will  not  suffer;  a  lover,  a 
poet,  is  the  tranacendeucy  of  their  own  nature, —  him 
tliey  will  suffer.  Tbe  condition  of  true  naming,  on  the 
poet's  part,  is  hU  resigning  himself  to  the  divine  aura 
Tliich  breathes  through  forms,  and  accompanying  that. 

It  is  a  secret  which  every  iiitelleotuHl  man  quickly 
learns,  that,  beyond  the  energy  of  his  possessed  and  con- 
scious intellect,  lie  is  capable  of  a  new  enei^y  (as  of  an 
intellect  doubled  on  itself),  by  abandonment  to  the  na- 
ture of  things;  that,  beside  bis  privacy  of  power  as  an 
individual  man,  there  is  a  great  public  power,  on  which 
he  can  draw,  by  unlocking,  at  all  risks,  bis  human  doors, 
and  suffering  the  ethereal  tides  to  roll  and  circulate 
through  him ;  then  he  is  caught  up  into  the  life  of  the 
Universe,  his  speech  is  thunder,  his  thought  is  law,  and 
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liis  irords  are  nniversallj  intelligible  as  tbe  plants  and 
animals.  Tlie  poet  knovs  tliat  Le  speaks  adequatelj, 
then,  only,  wben  he  speaks  somewbat  wildlj,  or,  "witli 
tbe  Sower  of  the  mind  "  ;  not  with  the  intellect,  used  as 
an  organ,  but  witli  tbe  intellect  released  from  all  service, 
and  suffered  t«  lake  its  direction  from  its  celestial  life ;  or, 
astiie  ancients  were  wont  to  express  tliemselves,  not  with 
intellect  aloue,  but  with  tbe  intellect  inebriated  b;  nectar. 
As  the  traveller  who  has  lost  his  waj  throws  bis  reins  ou 
bis  horse's  neck,  and  trusts  to  the  instinct  of  the  animal 
to  find  his  road,  so  must  we  do  with  the  divine  aiilnud 
who  carries  us  through  this  world.  For  if  in  an;  man- 
ner  we  can  stimulate  lliis  instinct,  new  passages  are 
opened  for  us  into  nature,  the  mind  flows  iuto  and 
through  things  hardest  and  higbest,  and  tbe  nietamoT- 
phosis  is  possible. 

Tbis  is  the  reason  nhj  bards  love  wine,  mead,  narcot- 
ics, ceffee,  tea,  opium,  the  fumes  of  sandal-wood  and  to- 
bacco, 01  whatever  other  procurers  of  animal  exhilaration. 
All  men  avail  themselves  of  such  means  as  thej  can,  to 
add  tbis  eitraordiuarj  power  to  their  normal  powers;  and 
to  this  end  they  prize  conversation,  music,  pictures,  sculp- 
ture, dancing,  the-atres,  travelling,  war,  mobs,  tires,  gam- 
ing, politics,  or  love,  or  science,  or  animal  intoxication, 
which  are  several  coarser  or  finer  ^hum- mechanical  sub- 
stitutes for  the  true  nectar,  wbich  is  tbe  ravishment  of 
the  intellect  by  coming  nearer  to  the  fact.  These  are 
auiiliaries  to  the  centrifugal  tendency  of  a  man,  to  his 
passage  out  into  free  space,  and  tbey  belp  him  to  escape 
the  custody  of  that  body  in  which  he  is  pent  up,  and  of 
that  jail-yard  of  individual  relations  in  which  he  is  en- 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


30  THE    POKT. 

closed.  Hence  a  great  number  of  such  as  were  proles. 
sionallj  expressors  of  Besntj,  as  painters,  poets,  musi- 
cians, and  actors,  have  beeu  more  than  others  wont  to 
lead  a  life  of  pleasure  and  indulgence :  all  but  the  few 
who  received  the  true  neclar;  and,  as  it  was  a  spurious 
mode  of  attaining  freedom,  aa  it  was  an  emancipation  not 
into  the  lieavens,  but  into  Ibe  freedom  of  baser  places, 
the;  were  punisbed  fortbat  advantage  tbej  won,  bj  a  dis- 
sipation and  deterioration.  But  never  can  any  advantage 
be  taken  of  nature  by  a  trick.  The  spirit  of  the  world, 
tbe  great  calm  presence  of  the  Creator,  comes  not  forth 
la  the  sorceries  of  opium  or  of  wine.  Tlie  sublime  Tision 
comes  to  tbe  pure  and  simple  soul  in  a  clean  and  chaste 
body.  Tbat  is  not  an  inspiration  which  we  owe  to  nar- 
cotics, but  some  counterfeit  excitement  and  fury.  Hilton 
says  tbat  the  lyric  poet  may  drink  wine  and  live  gener- 
ously, but  the  epic  poet,  be  wlio  shall  sing  of  tbe  gods, 
and  their  descent  unto  men,  must  drink  water  ont  of  a 
wooden  bowl.  For  poetry  is  not  'Devil's  wine,'  but 
God's  wine.  It  is  with  this  as  it  is  with  toys.  We  fill 
the  hands  and  nurseries  of  our  children  with  all  manner 
of  dolls,  drums,  and  horses,  withdrawing  their  eyes  from 
the  plain  face  and  sufficing  objects  of  nature,  the  sun, 
and  moon,  the  animals,  the  water,  and  stones,  whiob 
sliould  be  their  toys.  So  the  poet's  habit  of  hviiig  should 
be  aet  on  a  key  so  low,  tliat  the  common  influences  should 
delight  him.  Hia  cheerfulness  should  be  the  gift  of  the 
sunlight;  the  sir  should  suffice  for  bis  inspiration,  and  be 
should  be  tipsy  with  water.  That  spirit  which  suffices 
quiet  hearts,  which  seems  to  come  forth  to  such  from 
every  dry  knoll  of  sere  grass,  from  every  pine  stump,  and 
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half-imbedded  atone,  on  wliich  the  dull  Ifaicb  aim  sUnes, 
comes  forth  to  the  poor  and  hungry,  and  such  as  are  of 
simple  taste.  If  thon  fill  thj  brain  wjtli  Boston  and 
New  York,  with  fasbion  and  coretousncss,  and  wilt  slima- 
latc  thy  jaded  senses  witb  wine  and  Frencb  coffee,  thon 
ahalt  find  no  radiance  of  wisdom  in  the  lonel;  waste  of 
the  pine-wooda. 

If  the  imagination  iutoxicates  the  poet,  it  is  not  inac- 
tive in  other  men.  Tbe  metamorphosis  excites  in  tlie 
beholder  an  emotion  of  joy.  The  use  of  symbols  has  a 
certain  power  of  eotadcipation  and  exhilaration  for  all 
men.  We  seem  to  be  touched  bj  a  wand,  which  makes 
ns  dance  and  run  about  happily,  like  children.  We  are 
Uke  persons  who  come  ont  of  a  cave  or  cellar  into  the 
<qwn  air.  This  is  the  effect  on  us  of  tropes,  fables,  ora- 
cles, and  all  poetic  forms.  Poets  are  thus  liberating 
gods.  Men  have  really  got  a  new  sense,  and  found  with- 
in their  world  another  world,  or  nest  of  worlds ;  for,  tiie 
metamorphosis  once  seen,  we  divine  that  it  does  not  stop. 
I  will  not  now  consider  how  much  this  makes  tbe  charm 
of  algebra  and  the  mathematics,  wbicli  also  hare  their 
kc^ies,  but  it  is  felt- in  erery  definition;  as,  when  Aris. 
totle  defines  tpaee  to  be  an  immovable  vessel,  in  which 
things  are  contained ;  or,  when  Plato  defines  a  line  to  be 
a  flowing  point ;  0T,/ffure  to  be  a  bound  of.  solid  ;  and 
many  tlie  lite.  What  a  joyful  sense  of  freedom  we  have, 
when  Vitruvius  announces  tbe  old  opinion  of  artists,  tliat 
no  architect  can  build  any  house  well,  who  does  not 
know  something  of  anatomy.  When  Socrates,  in  Chai- 
mides,  tells  us  that  the  soul  is  cured  of  its  maladies  by 
certain  incantations,  and  that  these  incantations  are  heau- 
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tiful  reasons,  from  which  lemperaooe  u  generated  iu 
souls ;  wbea  Plato  calls  tbe  world  bd  aaimal ;  and  Tiiuaiiu 
affiniia  Lliat  tbe  plauU  also  are  animals;  or  affirms  a  man 

to  be  a  beavenl;  tree,  growing  wilb  its  root,  wiiicb  is  liia 
head,  upward  j  and,  as  Gteorgt:  Chapmau,  following  bim, 

"  So  in  our  tree  of  man,  whose  pervie  root 
Springs  in  bis  top  "  ; 

when  Orpbeas  speaks  of  hoariness  as  "that  white  flower 
which  marks  extreme  old  age  "  ;  when  Frocks  calls  the 
universe  the  statue  of  tbe  intellect ;  when  Chaucer,  in  his 
praise  of  '  Gentilease,'  compares  good  blood  in  mean  cou- 
ditiou  to  fire,  which,  though  carried  to  the  darkest  bouse 
betwiit  this  and  the  mount  of  Caucaaua,  will  jet  bold  its 
natural  office,  and  bum  aa  bright  as  if  twenty  thousand 
men  did  it  behold;  when  John  saw,  in  the  Apocalypse, 
the  ruin  of  tbe  world  tbrougli  erll,  and  tbe  stars  faU  from 
beaTen,  aa  the  fig-tree  casl^th  her  untimelj  fruit ;  when 
^sop  reports  tbe  whole  catalogue  of  common  daily  rela- 
tions through  the  masquerade  of  birds  and  beasts;  we. 
take  tbe  cheerful  hint  of  the  imniortaJily  of  our  essence, 
and  ita  versatile  habit  and  eacapea,  aa  when  tbe  gypsies 
aay  of  tbemselfes,  "  It  is  in  vain  to  hang  them,  they  can- 
not die." 

Tbe  poets  are  thus  liberating  gods.  The  ancient  Brit- 
ish bards  had  for  tbe  title  of  their  order,  "Those  who 
are  free  throughout  the  world."  They  are  free  and  they 
make  free.  An  imaginative  book  renders  us  much  more 
service  at  first,  by  stimulating  ua  through  its  tropes,  than 
afterward,  when  we  arrive  at  the  precise  sense  of  the 
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sathor  I  think  nothing  is  of  any  value  in  books,  except- 
ing the  transcendental  and  extraordinary.  If  a  man  is 
inflamed  and  carried  away  by  his  thought,  to  that  degree 
that  he  foists  the  autUora  aud  the  public,  and  heeds  only 
this  one  dream,  which  holds  him  like  an  insanity,  let  me 
read  his  paper,  and  you  may  have  all  the  arguments  and 
histories  aud  criticism.  All  the  value  which  attaches 
to  Pythagoras,  Paracelsus,  Cornelius,  Agrippa,  Cardan, 
Kepler,  Swedenborg,  Schelling,  Oken,  or  any  other  who 
iutroduees  quesliouable  facts  into  his  cosmogony,  as 
angels,  devils,  magic,  astrology,  palmistry,  mesmerism, 
and  so  on,  is  the  certificate  we  have  of  departure  from 
routine,  aud  that  here  is  a  new  witness.  That  also  is  the 
best  success  iu  conversation,  the  magic  of  hberly,  which 
puts  the  world,  like  a  ball,  in  our  hands.  How  cheap 
even  the  liberty  then  seems  ;  how  mean  to  study,  when 
an  emotion  commuuicates  to  the  lulellect  the  power  to 
sap  and  upheave  nature :  bow  great  the  persjiective !  na- 
tions, times,  systems,  enter  and  disappear,  like  threads  in 
tapestry  of  large  figure  and  many  colors ;  dream  delivers 
us  to  dream,  and,  while  the  drunkenness  lasts,  we  will 
sell  our  bed,  our  philosophy,  our  religion,  in  our  opu- 

There  is  good  reason  why  we  should  prize  this  libera- 
tion. The  fate  of  the  poor  shepherd,  who,  blinded  and 
tost  in  the  snow-slorm,  perishes  iu  a  drift  wilhin  a  few 
feet  of  his  cottage  door,  is  an  emblem  of  the  state  of  man. 
On  the  brink  of  the  waters  of  life  and  truth,  we  are  mis- 
erably dying.  The  inaccessibleness  of  every  thought  bnt 
that  we  are  in,  is  wonderful.  What  if  you  come  near  to 
it,  — you  are  as  remote,  when  you  are  neatestj  as  when 
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you  are  larthest.  Every  tlionglit  is  also  a  priaon  ;  every 
Heaven  is  also  a  prison.  Therefore  we  lore  tbe  poet, 
tbe  inventor,  who  in  an;  fonn,  whether  in  an  ode,  or  in 
ut  action,  or  ia  looks  and  behavior,  has  yielded  us  a  new 
thought.    He  unlocks  our  chains,  and  admits  ns  to  a  new 

This  emancipation  is  dear  to  all  men,  and  tbe  power  to 
impart  it,  aa  it  must  come  from  greater  depth  and  scope 
of  thought,  is  a  measure  of  intellect.  Therefore  all  books 
of  tbe  imagination  endure,  all  which  ascend  to  that  truth, 
that  the  writer  sees  nature  beneath  him,  and  uses  it  aa 
his  exponent.  Every  verse  or  sentence,  possessing  this 
virtue,  will  take  care  of  its  own  immortality.  The  reiig- 
ions  of  the  world  are  tbe  ejaculations  of  a  few  imagina- 

But  the  quality  of  the  imagination  is  to  flow,  and  not 
to  freeze.  The  poet  did  not  stop  at  the  color,  or  the  form, 
but  read  their  meaning,  neither  may  he  rest  in  this  mean- 
ing, but  he  makes  tbe  same  objects  exponents  of  his  new 
thought.  Here  is  the  difference  betwixt  the  poet  and  the 
mystic,  that  the  last  nails  a  symbol  to  one  sense,  which 
Was  a  true  sense  fora  moment,  bnt  soon  becomes  old  and 
&lBe.  For  all  symbols  are  Auxional;  all  language  Is  vehic- 
ular and  transitive,  and  is  good,  as  ferries  and  horses  are, 
for  conveyance,  not  as  farms  and  houses  are,  for  home- 
stead. Hjsticism  consists  in  the  mistake  of  an  acci- 
dental and  individual  symbol  for  an  universal  one.  The 
morning  redness  happens  to  be  the  favorite  meteor  to  tbe 
eyes  of  Jacob  Behmen,  and  comes  to  stand  to  him  for 
truth  and  faith;  and  be  believes  should  stand  for  the 
tame  realities  to  every  reader.    Bat  the  first  reader  pre- 
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fers  ss  naturally  the  Bjmbol  of  a.  mother  and  child,  or  & 
gardener  and  bis  bulb,  or  a  jeweller  polishing  a  gem. 
EJtIiet  of  these,  or  of  a  myriad  more,  are  equally  good  to 
the  person  to  whom  thej  are  significant.  Only  thej  must 
be  held  lightly,  and  be  very  willingly  translated  into  the 
equivalent  terms  wbicb  others  use.  And  the  mystic  must 
be  steadily  told.  All  that  yoo  say  b  just  aa  true  without 
the  tedious  use  of  that  symbol  as  with  it.  Let  us  hare  a 
little  algebra,  instead  of  this  trite  rhetoric,  —  uniteraal 
BJgus  instead  of  these  village  sjmbola,  - —  and  we  shall  both 
be  gainers.  Tlie  history  of  hierarchies  eeems  to  sliow, 
that  all  religious  error  consisted  in  making  the  symbol 
too  stark  and  solid,  and,  at  last,  nothing  but  an  excess 
of  the  OTgaa  of  language. 

SwedenbOTg,  of  all  men  in  the  recent  ages,  stands  emi- 
nently for  the  translator  of  nature  into  thought.  I  do 
not  Ildow  the  man  in  history  to  whom  things  stood  so 
nnifonnty  for  words.  Before  him  the  metamorphosis 
continually  plays.  Everything  on  which  his  eye  rests 
obeys  the-inipulsea  of  moral  nature.  The  figs  become 
grapea  whilst  he  eats  tbem.  When  some  of  his  angels 
affirmed  a  truth,  tlie  laurel  twig  which  they  held  blos- 
somed in  their  hands.  The. noise  which,  at  a  distance, 
appeared  lilie  gnashing  and  thumping,  on  coming  nearer 
was  found  to  be  the  voice  of  disputants.  The  inen,  in 
one  of  his  visions,  seen  in  heavenly  light,  appeared  like 
dragons,  and  seemed  in  darkness:  bnt,  to  each  other, 
they  appeared  as  men,  and  when  the  light  from  Heaven 
shone  into  their  cabin,  they  complained  of  the  darkness, 
and  were  compelled  (o  shut  the  window  that  they  might 
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There  waa  tbia  perception  in  him,  which  tnakes  the 
poet  or  seer  an  abject  of  awe  and  terror,  uamel;,  tliat  the 
same  mau,  at  society  of  men,  may  wear  one  aspect  to 
themselvea  and  iheir  companions,  and  a  different  aspect 
to  higher  intelligences.  Certain  priests,  whom  he  de- 
scribes as  conrersing  very  learnedly  together,  appeared 
to  the  children,  who  were  at  some  distance,  like  dead 
horses ;  and  many  the  lilie  misappearauces.  And  in- 
stantly the  mind  inquires  whether  these  fishea  under  the 
bridge,  yonder  oien  in  the  pasture,  those  dogs  in  the 
yard,  are  immutably  fishes,  oien,  aud  dogs,  or  only  so 
appear  to  me,  and  perchance  to  themselves  appear  up- 
right men ;  and  whether  I  appear  as  a  man  to  all  eyea. 
The  Brainins  and  Pythagoras  propounded  the  same  ques- 
tion, and  if  any  poet  haa  witnessed  the  transformation,  he 
doubtless  found  it  in  hannoiiy  with  various  experiences. 
We  hare  all  seen  changes  as  considerable  in  wheat  and 
caterpilkrs.  He  is  the  poet,  and  shall  draw  us  with  love 
and  terror,  who  sees,  through  the  flowing  vest,  the  firm, 
nature,  and  can  declare  it. 

I  look  in  vain  for  the  poet  whom  I  describe.  We  do 
not,  with  sufficient  plainness,  or  sufficient  profoundness, 
address  ourselves  to  Ufe,  nor  dare  we  chant  our  own 
times  and  social  circumstance.  If  we  Riled  tJie  day  with 
bravery,  we  should  not  shrink  from  celebrating  it.  Time 
and  nature  yield  us  man;  gifts,  but  not  yet  the  tiiuelj 
man,  the  new  religion,  the  reconciler,  whom  all  things 
await.  Dante's  praise  is,  that  he  dared  to  write  his  auto- 
biography in  colossal  cipher,  or  into  universality.  We 
have  jet  had  no  genius  in  America,  with  tyrannous  eje, 
which  knew  the  value  of  our  incomparable  materials,  and 
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saw,  in  the  Wbarism  and  materialisin  of  the  times,  an- 
otlier  carnival  of  tLe  same  gods  whose  picture  be  so 
mucli  admires  in  Homer;  then  in  the  middle  age;  then 
in  Calvinism.  Banks  and  tariffs,  the  news|iaper  and 
caucus,  Methodism  and  Unitariauisin,  nre  flat  and  dull  l.o 
dull  people,  bnt  rest  on  the  same  foundations  of  wonder 
as  Ihe  town  of  Troy,  and  the  temple  of  Delphos,  and  are 
as  swiftlj  passing  away. 

Our  log-rolling,  our  stumps  and  their  politics,  our  Rsh. 
eries,  our  Negroes,  and  Indians,  our  boats,  and  our  repu- 
diations, the  wrath  of  rogues,  and  lire  pusillanimity  oi 
honest  men,  the  Northern  trade,  the  Soutbent  planliiig, 
the  Western  clearing,  Oregon  and  Texas,  are  yet  unsung. 
yet  America  is  a  poem  in  our  eyes ;  its  ample  geography 
dazzles  the  imagination,  and  it  will  not  wait  long  for 
metres.  If  I  have  not  found  that  excellent  combination 
of  gifts  in  my  countrymen  which  1  seek,  neitlier  could  I 
aid  myself  lo  fix  the  idea  of  the  poet  by  reading  now  and 
tlien  in  Chalmers's  collection  of  five  centuries  of  English 
poets.  These  are  wils,  more  than  poets,  though  there 
have  been  poets  among  Ibem.  But  when  we  adhere  to 
the  ideal  of  the  poet,  we  have  our  difficulties  even  with 
Milton  and  Homci.  Milloo  is  too  literary,  and  Homer 
too  literal  and  historical. 

But  I  am  not  wise  enough  for  a  national  criticism,  and 
must  use  the  old  largeness  a  little  longer,  to  dischur^ 
my  errand  from  the  muse  to  the  poet  concerning  his  art. 

Art  is  the  path  of  the  creator  to  his  work.  The  paths, 
or  methods,  arc  ideal  and  eternal,  though  few  men  ever 
see  them,  not  the  artist  himself  for  years,  or  for  a  life, 
time,  unless  he  come  into  the  conditions.    The  painter. 
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the  sculptor,  tlie  composer,  tlie.epic  rhapsodisl.,  tlie  ora- 
tor, all  psrtate  one  desire,  nanielj,  to  eipress  tliemselves 
ijmmetricall;  and  ahnndaiitly,  not  dwarfishlj  aod  frag- 
mentarilj.  Tbey  found  or  put  tlieniseltcs  in  certain  con- 
ditions, as,  the  painter  and  sculptor  before  some  impres- 
aive  human  figures ;  the  orator,  into  the  assembly  of  the 
people;  and  the  others,  in  such  scenes  as  each  lia»  found 
exciting  to  his  intellect ;  and  each  presently  feels  the 
nev  desire.  He  hears  a  voice,  he  sees  a  beckoning. 
Then  he  is  apprised,  vith  wonder,  what  herds  of  dernons 
hem  him  in.  He  can  no  more  test ;  he  says,  with  the  old 
punter,  "By  God,  it  is  in  me,  and  must  come  forth  of 
me."  He  pursues  a  beauty,  half  seen,  which  fltea  be- 
fore him.  The  poet  pours  out  verses  in  every  solitude. 
Most  of  the  things  he  says  are  conventional,  no  doubt; 

but  by  and  by  he ''■■ '■'    '        -  ■     ■       ■■ 

beautiful.  Tliat 
else  but  such  thi 
'  That  is  yours,  t 
that  it  is  not  his 
him  as  to  yoa;  h 
length.  Once  ba 
not  have  enough 
power  exists  in  tb 
tance  that  these  i 
we  know  is  said  ! 
ence  are  baled  up 
are  exposed,  win 
Hence  the  oeces! 
throbs  and  heart- 
Ihe  assembly,  to 
ejaculated  as  Logi 
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Doubt  not,  0  poet,  but  penjat.  Say,  '  It  ia  in  me,  and 
■liatl  out.'  Stand  there,  balked  and  dumb,  stuttering 
and  stammering,  hissed  and  hooted,  stand  and  strive, 
until,  at  last,  n^  draw  out  of  thee  tliat  dreem-power 
which  every  uiglit  shows  thee  is  thine  own ;  a  power 
transcending  all  limit  and  priyacj,  and  by  virtne  of  which 
a  man  ia  the  conductor  of  the  wliole  river  of  electricity. 
Nothing  walks,  or  creeps,  or  grows,  or  exists,  which 
must  not  in  turn  arise  and  walk  before  him  as  exponent 
of  his  meaning.  Comes  lie  to  that  power,  his  genius  is 
no  longer  exhaustible.  All  the  creatnres,  by  pnira  and 
by  tribes,  ponr  into  his  mind  as  into  a  Noah's  ark,  lo 
come  forth  again  to  people  a  new  world.  This  is  like  the 
stock  of  air,  for  our  respiration,  or  for  the  combustion  of 
our  fireplace,  not  a  measure  of  gallons,  but  the  entire 
atmosphere  if  wanted.  And  therefore  the  rich  poets,  as 
Homer,  Chaucer,  Shakspeare,  and  Raphael,  have  obvi- 
ously no  limits  to  their  works,  except  the  limits  of  their 
liietime,  and  resemble  a  miri-or  carried  through  the  street, 
teady  to  render  an  image  of  every  created  thing. 

0  poet !  a  new  nobility  is  conferred  in  groves  and 
paatnres,  and  not  in  castles,  or  by  the  aword-blade,  any 
longer.  The  conditions  are  hard,  but  equal.  Thou  shalt 
leave  the  world,  and  know  the  muse  only.  Thou  shalt 
not  know  any  longer  the  times,  customs,  graces,  politics, 
or  opinions  of  men,  but  shalt  take  all  from  the  muse. 
For  the  time  of  towns  is  tolled  from  the  worid  by  fune- 
real chimes,  but  in  nature  the  nniversel  hours  are  counted 
by  succeeding  tribes  of  animals  and  plants,  and  by  growth 
of  joy  on  joy.  God  wills  also  that  thou  abdicate  a  da- 
plex  and  manifold  life,  and  that  thon  be  oont«nt  that 
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others  speali  for  thee.  Others  stall  be  th;  gentlemen, 
Aiid  sliall  represent  all  courtes;  aud  worldly  life  for  thee ; 
otiiera  shall  do  the  great  aiid  resouuditig  actions  also. 
Thou  shall  lie  close  hid  with  nature,  and  canst  not  be 
afforded  to  the  Capitol  or  the  Exchange.  The  world 
is  full  of  renunciations  and  apprenticeships,  and  this  is 
thine ;  thou  must  pasa  for  a  Fool,  and  a  churl,  for  a  long 
season.  This  is  tlie  screen  and  sheath  in  which  Fun  has 
protected  his  well-beloved  Sower,  and  tJioii  slialt  be 
known  onlj  to  thine  own,  and  they  shall  console  tliee 
with  tendereat  love.  And  thou  shall  not  be  able  to  re- 
hearse the  names  of  thy  friends  in  thy  verse,  for  an  old 
shame  before  the  boly  ideal.  And  this  is  the  reward; 
that  the  ideal  shall  be  real  to  thee,  aud  the  impreasioua  of 
the  actual  world  shall  fall  like  summer  rain,  copious,  but 
not  troublesome,  to  tby  invulnerable  essence.  Thou 
shall  have  the  whole  land  for  thy  park  and  manor,  the 
sea  for  thy  bath  and  navigation,  withnnt  tax  and  without 
envy;  the  wooda  and  the  rivers  tliou  slialt  own;  and 
Ihou  shall  possess  that  wherein  others  are  only  tenants 
and  boarders.  Thou  true  land-lord !  sea-lord  I  air-lord  ! 
Wlierever  snow  falls,  or  water  flows,  or  bii'ds  fly,  wher- 
ever day  and  night  meet  in  twilight,  wherever  llie  blue 
heaven  is  hung  by  clouds,  or  sown  with  stars,  wherever 
are  forms  niih  transparent  boundaries,  wherever  are 
outlets  into  celestial  space,  wherever  is  danger,  and  awe, 
and  love,  there  is  Beauty,  plenteous  as  rain,  shed  for 
thee,  and  though  tliou  shouldst  walk  the  world  over,  thou 
shall  not  be  able  to  find  a  condition  inopportune  or  ig- 
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The  brds  of  life,  the  loiib  of  lift,— 

I  Buw  Ihetn  pass, 

la  Ibeir  own  guise, 

Like  and  uulike, 

Foi'll;  and  gritn, 

Use  nnd  Sni'priM, 

Surface  and  Dream, 

Snrcession  swift,  and  spectral  'Wrong, 

Tcin[ieranient  without  a  tongue. 

And  the  inventor  of  the  game 

Omnipreaent  without  name;  — 

Some  to  aee,  some  to  he  guessed. 

They  marthed  from  east  to  west : 

Little  uiQU,  least  of  all, 

Among  the  legs  of  his  guai-dians  tall, 

Walked  about  with  puzzled  look  ;  — 

Him  hy  the  hand  dear  Natui-e  took ; 

Dearest  Nalui'e,  stroug  and  kiud. 

Whispered,  'Darling,  never  mind! 

To-monow  they  will  wear  another  face 

The  founder  thou !  these  are  thy  race  l 
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Where  do  we  find  ourselves  P  lo  a  series  of  wliich 
we  do  not  IcDOW  the  extremes,  and  believe  that  it  has 
none.  We  wake  and  find  ourselves  ou  a  stair ;  there  are 
stairs  below  us  which  we  seem  to  have  ascended;  there 
are  stairs  above  us,  many  a  one,  wliich  go  upward  and 
out  of  sif^lit.  But  the  Geuius  which,  according  to  the 
old  belief,  stands  at  the  door  bj  which  we  enter,  and 
gives  us  the  lethe  to  drink,  that  we  may  tell  no  tales, 
mixed  the  cup  too  strongly,  and  we  cannot  shake  off  the 
lethargy  now  at  noonday.  Sleep  lingers  all  our  lifetime 
about  our  eyes,  as  night  havers  all  day  in  the  boughs  of 
the  fir-tree.  All  things  swim  and  glitter.  Our  life  is 
not  3D  much  threatened  as  our  perception.  Ghostlike 
we  glide  through  nature,  and  should  not  know  our  place 
again.  Did  our  birth  fall  in  some  fit  of  indigence  and 
frugality  in  Nature,  that  she  was  so  sparing  of  her  fire 
and  so  liberal  of  her  earth,  that  it  appears  to  us  that  we 
lack  tbe  affirjnative  principle,  and  though  we  have  health 
and  reason,  yet  we  have  no  superfluity  of  spirit  for  new 
creation  P  We  have  enough  to  live  and  bring  the  year 
about,  but  not  an  ounce  to  impart  or  to  invest.  Ah, 
that  our  Genius  were  a  little  more  of  a  genius  !  We  are 
like  millers  on  the  lower  levels  of  a  stream,  wheu  the 
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factories  above  them  have  exhausted  the  water.    We 
too  fane;  that  tlie  upper  people  must  have  raised  their 

If  any  of  ua  knew  what  we  were  doing,  or  where  we 
are  goin|;,  tlien  when  we  think  we  best  know!  "We  do 
not  know  to-day  whether  we  are  busy  or  idle.  In  times 
when  we  thought  onrsclfes  indolent,  we  have  after- 
words discovered  that  macli  was  accomplished,  and  much 
was  begun  in  us.  All  our  days  are  so  uncomfortable 
while  Ihey  pass,  that  't  is  wonderful  where  or  when  we 
ever  got  anjtiiing  of  this  which  we  call  wisdom,  poetry, 
virtue.  We  never  got  it  on  any  dated  calendar  day. 
Some  heavenly  days  must  have  been  intercalated  some- 
where, like  those  that  Hermes  won  with  dice  of  the 
Moon,  that  Osiris  might  be  teni.  It  is  said,  all  martyr- 
doms looked  mean  when  (hey  were  suffered.  Every  ship 
is  a  romantic  object,  except  that  we  sail  in.  Embark, 
and  the  romance  quits  our  vessel,  and  hangs  on  every 
other  sail  in  the  hoi-izoti.  Our  life  looks  trivial  and  we 
sbnn  to  record  it.  Men  seem  lo  have  learned  of  the 
liorizon  the  art  of  perpetual  retreating  and  reference. 
'Yonder  uplands  are  ricli  pasturage,  and  my  neighbor 
has  fertile  meadow,  but  my  Geld,'  says  the  querulous 
farmer,  'only  holds  the  world  together.'  I  quote 
another  man's  saying;  unluckily,  that  other  withdraws 
himself  in  the  same  way,  and  quotes  me.  'Tis  the  trick 
of  nature  thus  to  degrade  to-day ;  a  good  deal  of  buzz, 
and  somewhere  a  result  slipped  magically  in.  Every 
roof  is  agreeable  \a  the  eye,  until  it  is  lifted ;  then  we 
find  tragedy  and  moaning  women,  and  hard-eyed  Ims- 
hauds,  and  deluges  of  lethc,  and  the  men  ask,  '  What's 
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tile  news  ? '  aa  if  the  old  were  so  bad.  How  manj  in- 
dividuals can  we  cbuut  in  society?  bow  many  actions? 
how  many  opiniona  ?  So  mucli  of  our  time  is  prepara- 
tion, so  mucb  in  routine,  and  go  niucli  retrospect,  that 
tbe  pttU  of  each  mau's  genius  contracts  itself  to  a  very 
few  hours.  The  history  of  literature — -take  the  net 
result  of  Tiraboschi,  Wartou,  or  Schlegel  — is  a  sum  of 
very  few  ideas,  and  of  very  few  original  tales,  —  all  the 
rest  being  variation  of  these.  So,  in  this  great  society 
wide  lying  around  us,  a  critical  aualysis  would  find  very 
few  spontaneous  actions.  It  is  almost  all  custom  and 
gross  sense.  There  are  even  few  opinions,  and  these 
seem  organic  in  the  speakers,  and  do  not  disturb  tiie 
universal  necessity. 

What  opium  is  instilled  into  all  disaster !  It  shows 
formidable  as  we  approach  it,  but  tliere  is  at  last  uo 
rough  rasping  friction,  but  the  most  slippery  sliding 
surfaces  ;  we  fall  soft  on  a  thought :  AMle  Dea  is  gentle, 

"Over  men's  heads  walking  aloft, 
^'ith  tender  feet  treading  so  soft." 

Feople  grieve  and  bemoan  themselves,  but  it  is  not  half 
80  bad  with  them  as  they  say.  There  are  moods  in 
which  we  court  suffering,  in  the  hope  that  here,  at  lenst, 
we  shall  find  reahty,  sharp  peaks  and  edges  of  truth. 
But  it  turns  out  to  be  scene-paiuting  and  counterfeit. 
Tbe  only  thing  grief  has  taught  me,  is  to  know  how 
shallow  it  is.  That,  like  all  the  rest,  plays  about  the 
surface,  aud  never  introduces  me  into  the  reality,  for 
contact  with  which,  we  would  even  pay  the  costly  price 
of  sous  and  lovers.    Was  it  Boscovicli  who  found  out 
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that  bodies  never  come  in  contact  ?  Well,  souls  nerer 
tODCh  their  objects.  An  innavigable  sea  waslies  with 
silent  waves  between  os  and  the  things  we  aim  at  and 
converse  with.  Grief  too  will  nutke  us  ideatistB.  In  the 
death  of  laj  son,  now  more  than  two  jears  ago,  I  seem 
to  have  lost  a  beautiful  estate,  —  no  more.  I  cannot 
get  it  nearer  to  me.  If  to-morrow  I  should  be  informed 
of  the  baukruptcj  of  mj  principal  debtors,  the  loss  of 
mj  propertj  would  be  a  great  inconvenience  to  me, 
perhaps,  for  man;  jears ;  but  it  would  leave  me  as  it 
found  me, — neither  better  nor  worse.  So  is  it  witli 
this  caiamit J :  it  does  not  touch  me ;  something  wliich 
I  fancied  was  a  part  of  me,  which  could  not  be  torn 
Bwaj  without  tearing  me,  nor  eulai^ed  without  enrich- 
ing me,  falls  off  from  me  and  leaves  no  scar.  It  was 
caducous.  I  grieve  that  grief  can  teach  me  nothing, 
nor  carry  me  one  step  into  real  nature.  The  Indian  who 
was  laid  under  a  curse,  that  the  wind  should  not  blow 
on  liiic,  nor  water  fiow  to  him,  nor  fire  bum  him,  b  a 
type  of  us  all.  The  dearest  evenU  are  summer  rain, 
and  we  the  Fara  coats  that  siied  ever;  drop.  Nothing 
u  left  OS  now  but  death.  We  look  to  that  with  a  gnm 
satisfaction,  sajing,  there  at  least  is  pealit;  that  will  not 
dodge  us. 

I  take  thw  evanescence  and  lubricit;  of  all  objects, 
which  lets  them  slip  through  our  fingers  then  when  we 
clutch  hardest,  to  be  the  most  unhandEome  part  of  our 
condition.  Nature  does  not  like  Ifl  be  observed,  and 
likes  that  we  should  be  her  fools  and  playmates.  We 
may  have  the  sphere  for  our  cricket-ball,  but  not  a  berry 
for  our  philosophy.    Direct  strokes  she  never  gave  lu 
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poTBT  to  make;  all  our  blows  glance,  all  onr  hits  are 
accidents.    Our  relations  to  eadi  other  aje  oblique  and 

Dream  delivers  us  to  dream,  and  there  is  no  end  to 
illusion.  Life  is  a  train  of  moods  like  a  string  of  beads, 
and,  as  we  pass  through  theoi,  thej  prove  to  be  waaj- 
colored  lenses  which  paint  the  world  their  own  hue,  and 
each  shows  only  what  lies  in  its  focus.  Fram  the  moun- 
tain ;ou  see  the  mountain.  We  animate  what  we  can, 
and  we  see  onl;  what  we  animate.  Nature  and  books 
belong  to  tlie  eyes  that  see  them.  It  depends  (m  the 
mood  of  tlie  man,  whether  he  shall  see  the  sunset  or 
the  &ie  poem.  There  are  always  sunsets,  and  there 
is  always  genius;  but  only  a  few  hours  so  serene  tliat 
we  can  relish  nature  or  criticism.  The  more  or  less 
depends  on  structure  or  temperament.  Tempeniinent 
is  the  iron  wire  on  wliich  the  beads  are  strung.  Of 
what  use  is  fortune  or  talent  to  a  cold  and  defectire 
nature?  Who  cares  what  sensibility  or  discrimina- 
tiou  a  man  has  at  some  time  shown,  if  be  falls  asleep 
in  his  chair  ?  (H"  if  he  laugh  and  giggle  ?  or  if  he 
apologize  ?  or  is  infected  with  egotism  p  or  thinks  of 
his  dollar?  or  cannot  pass  by  food?  or  has  gotten  a 
chihl  in  his  boyhood?  Of  what  use  is  genius,  if  the 
organ  is  too  convex  or  too  concave,  and  cannot  find  a 
focal  distance  within  the  actual  horizon  of  liuman  life? 
Of  what  use,  if  the  brain  is  too  cold  or  too  hot,  and  the 
man  does  not  care  enough  for  results,  to  stimulate  him 
to  experiment,  and  bold  him  up  in  it?  or  if  the  web  is 
too  finely  woven,  too  irritable  by  pleasure  and  pain,  so 
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tbat  life  stagnates  from  too  mach  reception,  without  due 
outlet  F  or  vbat  use  to  make'  heroic  tows  of  amend- 
i[ient,  if  the  same  old  law-breaker  is  to  keep  them  P 
Wliat  clieer  can  the  religious  sentiment  yield,  when  tliat 
is  suspected  to  be  secretly  dependent  ou  the  seasons  of 
the  year,  and  the  stale  of  the  blood  ?  I  knew  a  witty 
physician  who  found  the  creed  in  the  biliary  duct,  and 
used  to  affirm  that  if  there  was  disease  in  the  lirer,  the 
man  became  a  Calvinist,  and  if  tbat  organ  was  souud,  he 
became  a  Unitarian.  Very  mortifying  is  the  reluctant 
experience  that  some  unfriendly  excess  or  imbecility  neu- 
tralizes the  promise  of  genius.  We  see  young  men  who 
owe  us  a  new  world,  so  readily  and  lavishly  they  promise, 
but  they  never  acquit  the  debt;  they  die  youi^  and 
dodge  the  account:  or  if  they  live,  they  lose  themselves 
in  the  crowd. 

Temperament  also  enters  fully  into  the  system  of  illu- 
sions, and  shuts  us  in  a  prison  of  glass  which  we  cannot  see. 
Tliere  is  an  optical  illusion  about  every  person  we  meet. 
In  truth,  they  are  all  creatures  of  given  temperament, 
which  will  appear  in  a  given  character,  whose  boundaries 
they  will  never  pass  :  but  we  look  at  them,  they  seem 
alive,  and  we  presume  there  is  impulse  in  them.  In  the 
moment  it  seems  impulse  ;  in  the  year,  in  the  lifetime,  it 
turns  out  to  be  a  certain  uniform  tune  which  the  revolv- 
ing barrel  of  the  music-boi  must  play.  Men  resist  the 
conclusion  in  the  morning,  but  adopt  it  as  the  evening 
wears  on,  that  temper  prevails  over  everything  of  time, 
place,  and  condition,  and  is  inconsumable  in  the  flames 
of  religion.  Some  modifications  the  moral  sentiment 
avails  to  impose,  but  the  individual  texture  holds  its 
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dominion,  if  not  to  bias  the  moral  judgmeaia,  jet  to  fix 
ttie  measure  of  activity  niid  of  enjoyment. 

I  thus  express  the  law  as  it  is  read  from  tlie  platform 
of  ordinary  hfe,  but  must  not  leave  it  without  noticing 
tlie  capital  exception.  For  temperament  is  a  power 
vliicli  no  man  willingly  hears  any  ooe  praise  but  himself. 
On  the  platform  of  physics,  we  cannot  resist  the  con. 
tracting  influences  of  so-called  scieuce.  Temperaincut 
puts  all  divinity  to  rout.  I  know  the  mental  proclivity 
of  pliysiciaus.  I  hear  tlie  ciiuckle  of  the  phrejiologists. 
Theoretic  kidnappers  and  slave-drivers,  tlicy  esteem  each 
man  the  victim  of  auotlier,  who  winds  him  round  his 
finger  by  knowing  the  law  of  his  beiug,  and  by  such 
cheap  sign-boards  as  the  color  of  liis  beard,  or  the  slope 
of  his  occiput,  reads  the  inventory  of  his  fortimes  and 
character.  The  grossest  ignorance  does  not  disgust  like 
this  impudent  koowingness.  The  physicians  say,  thej 
are  not  materialists;  but  they  are;  —  Spirit  is  matter 
reduced  to  an  extreme  thinness :  O,  so  thin !  —  But  the 
deduitiou  of  spiritual  should  be,  that  akiek  is  its  own 
tndenee.  What  notions  do  they  attach  to  luve  ?  what 
to  religion  P  One  would  not  willingly  pronounce  these 
words  in  their  hearing,  and  give  them  the  occasion  to 
probne  them.  I  saw  a  gracious  gentleman  'vbo  adapts 
his  conversation  to  the  form  of  the  head  of  the  man  he 
talks  with !  I  had  lancied  that  the  value  of  life  lay  in 
its  inscrutable  possibilities ;  in  the  fact  that  I  never 
know,  in  addressing  myself  to  a  new  individual,  wliat 
may  befall  me.  I  carry  the  keys. of  mj  castle  in  my 
hand,  ready  to  throw  tbem  at  the  feet  of  mj  lord,  when- 
ever and  iu  what  disguise  soever  he  shall  appear.    I 
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knov  be  is  in  tbe  ueigliborkood  bidden  among  vaga- 
bonds. Shalt  I  preclade  mj  fulure,  by  taking  a  liigb 
seat,  and  kiudl;  adapling  m;  coDveraalion  to  t)te  sbape 
oC  beads  ?  Wben  1  come  to  that,  the  doctors  shall  bu/ 
me  for  a  cent.  —  'But,  sir,  medical  bistorj ;  tbe  report 
to  the  Institute ;  tbe  proven  facia ! '  —  I  distrust  tbo  facta 
and  tbe  inferences.  Temperament  is  Ibe  veto  or  limita- 
tion-power in  Ibe  constitution,  verj  justlj  applied  to 
restrain  an  opposite  excess  in  tbe  constitution,  but  ab- 
surdlj  offeted  as  a  bar  to  original  equitj.  When  rirtue 
is  in  presence,  all  subordinate  powers  sleep.  On  its  own 
level,  or  in  view  of  nature,  temperament  is  final.  I  see 
aol,  if  one  be  once  caught  in  this  trap  of  so-called  sci- 
ences, au;  escape  for  tbe  man  from  tbe  hnks  of  the  chain 
of  physical  necessil;.  Giveu  sucb  an  embryo,  sucb  a 
historj  must  follow.  On  thb  platform,  one  lives  in  a  st; 
of  sensualism,  and  would  soon  come  to  suicide.  But  it 
is  impossible  that  tbe  creative  power  should  exclude 
itself.  Into  every  intelligence  there  is  a  door  which  is 
never  closed,  through  which  the  creator  passes.  The 
intellect,  seeker  of  absolute  truth,  or  tbe  heart,  lover 
of  absolute  gtxid,  intervenes  fur  our  snccnr,  and  at  one 
whisper  of  these  high  powers,  we  awake  from  ineffectual 
struggles  with  this  nightmare.  We  burl  it  into  its  own 
bell,  Bud  cannot  again  contract  ourselves  to  so  base  « 
state. 

Tbe  secret  of  tbe  iilusoriuess  is  in  tbe  necessity  of  a 
succession  of  moods  or  objects.  Gladly  we  would  an- 
cbor,  but  tbe  ancborage  is  quicksand.  This  onward  trick 
of  nature  is  too  strong  for  us :  Pero  it  mnoBf.    When, 
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at  night,  I  look  at  the  moon  and  stars,  I  seem  stationar;, 
and  tliey  to  Lurry.  Our  love  of  the  real  draws  UB  to 
permanence,  but  hcullli  of  body  cousista  in  circulation, 
and  sanity  of  mind  in  variety  or  facility  of  association. 
We  need  change  of  objects.  Dedication  to  one  tlionght 
is  qaickly  odious.  Wc  house  witb  the  insane,  and  must 
hnmor  them ;  then  conversation  dies  out.  Once  I  took 
snch  delight  in  Montaigne,  that  I  thouglit  1  should  not 
need  any  other  book;  before  that,  in  Stiakspeare;  then 
in.  Plutarch;  then  in  Flof.inus;  at  one  time  in  Bacon; 
aftenrards  in  Qoethe ;  even  in  Bettine ;  but  now  I  tnm 
tlie  pages  of  either  of  them  languidly,  vhilst  I  still  cher- 
ish their  genius.  So  with  pictures;  each  will  bear  an 
emphasis  of  attention  once,  which  it  cannot  retun, 
though  we  fain  would  continue  to  be  pleaaed  in  that 
manner.  How  strongly  I  hare  Felt  of  pictures,  that 
when  yon  have  seen  one  well,  you  must  take  your  leave 
of  it;  you  shall  never  see  it  agun.  I  have  had  good 
lessons  from  pictures,  which  I  hare  since  seen  without 
emotion  or  remark.  A  deduction  must  be  made  from 
the  opinion,  which  even  the  wise  eipreaa  on  a  new  book 
or  occurrence.  Their  opinion  gives  me  tidings  of  their 
mood,  and  some  vague  guess  at  the  new  fact,  but  is  no- 
wise to  be  trusted  as  the  lasting  relation  between  that 
intellect  and  that  tiling.  The  child  asks,  '  Mamma,  why 
don't  I  like  the  story  as  well  as  when  you  told  it  me  yes< 
terday  ? '  Alas,  child,  it  is  even  so  with  the  oldest  cher- 
ubim of  knowledge.  Eut  will  it  answer  thy  question 
to  say,  Because  thou  wert  horn  to  a  whole,  and  this 
story  is  a  particular  ?  The  reason  of  the  pain  this  dis- 
covery causes  us  (and  we  make  it  late  in  respect  to 


52  EXFEEIEXCE. 

works  of  arts  and  intellect),  ia  tlie  plaiiit  of  tnigedj 
wbicb  murnmrs  from  it  in  regard  to  persous,  to  friend- 
ship and  love. 

Tliat  immobilitj  and  absence  of  elasticity  which  we 
find  in  t)ie  arts,  we  find  with  more  paiu  in  the  artist. 
There  ia  no  power  of  expansion  ia  men.  Our  friends 
ear);  appear  to  us  as  representatives  of  certain  ideas, 
which  the;  never  pass  or  exceed.  Tbe;  stand  on  the 
brink  of  the  ocean  of  thought  and  power,  but  thej  never 
take  the  single  step  that  would  bring  them  there.  A 
man  ia  like  a  bit  of  Labrador  spar,  which  has  no  lustre 
aa  ;on  turn  it  in  jour  hand,  until  joa  come  to  a  par- 
ticular angle ;  then  it  shows  deep  and  beautiful  colors. 
There  is  no  adaptation  or  universal  applicability  in  men, 
but  each  has  his  special  talent,  and  the  mastery  of  suc- 
cessful men  consists  in  adroitly  keeping  themselves  where 
and  when  that  turn  shall  he  oflenest  to  be  practised. 
We  do  what  we  must,  and  call  it  by  the  best  names  we 
can,  and  would  fain  have  the  praise  of  having  intended 
the  result  which  ensnes.  I  cannot  recall  any  form  of 
man  who  ia  not  superfluous  sometimes.  But  is  not  this 
pitiful?     Life  is  not  worth  the  taking,  lo  do  tricks  in. 

Of  course,  it  needs  the  whole  society,  to  give  tbe  sym- 
metry we  seek.  The  party-colored  wheel  must  revolve 
very  feat  to  appear  white.  Something  is  learned  too  by 
conversing  with  so  mucli  folly  and  defect.  In  fine,  who- 
ever loses,  we  are  always  of  the  gaining  party.  Divinity 
is  behind  our  failures  and  follies  also.  The  plays  of  chil- 
drAi  are  nonsense,  but  very  educative  nonsense.  So  it 
is  with  the  largest  and  aolemnest  things,  with  commerce, 
government,  church,  marriage,  and  so  with  the  history  of 
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eterj  man's  bread,  and  the  ways  bj  wUioli  lie  is  to  come 
by  it.  Lite  a  bird  wbich  aligliis  nowhere,  but  hops  per- 
petuallj  from  bough  to  bough,  is  the  Power  which  abides 
ill  no  man  and  in  no  womau,  but  for  a  moment  speaks 
from  this  one,  and  for  another  moment  from  that  one. 

But  what  be)p  from  these  fineries  or  pedantries  ? 
What  help  from  tliought  ?  Life  b  not  dialectics.  We, 
I  think,  in  these  times,  have  had  lessons  enough  of  tlie 
futility  of  criticism.  Our  young  people  have  tbougbt  and 
written  much  on  labor  and  reform,  and  for  all  that  they 
hare  written,  neither  the  world  nor  themselves  have  got 
on  a  step.  Intellectual  tastiug  of  life  will  not  supersede 
muscular  activity.  If  a  man  should  consider  the  nicety 
of  the  passage  of  a  piece  of  bread  dowu  his  throat,  he 
would  starve.  At  Education  Farm,  the  noblest  theory 
of  life  sat  on  tbc  noblest  figures  of  young  men  and  maid- 
ens, quite  powerless  and  melancholy.  It  would  not  rakc 
or  pitch  a  ton  of  hay ;  it  would  not  rub  down  a  horse ; 
and  the  men  and  maidens  it  left  pale  and  hungry.  A 
political  orator  wittily  compared  our  party  promises  to 
Western  roads,  which  opened  stately  enough,  with  planted 
trees  on  either  side,  to  tempt  the  traveller,  but  soon 
became  narrower  and  narrower  and  ended  in  a  squirrel- 
track,  and  ran  up  a  tree.  So  does  culture  with  us ;  it 
ends  in  headache.  Unspeakably  sad  and  barren  does  life 
look  to  those,  who  a  few  months  ago.  were  dazzled  with 
the  splendor  of  the  promise  of  the  times.  "There  is  now 
no  longer  any  right  course  of  action,  nor  any  self-devo- 
tion left  among  the  Irauis."  Objections  and  criticiani 
we  have  had  our  fill  of.    There  are  objections  to  every 
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course  of  life  and  actJoii,  and  the  practical  wisdom  infera 
ao  indiffereucj,  (ram  tbe  omnipresence  of  objection.  The 
whole  frame  of  tilings  preaches  indifleretic;.  Do  not 
craze  jourself  with  thinking,  but  go  about  jour  business 
anywhere.  Life  is  not  intellectual  or  critical,  but  sturdy. 
lis  chief  good  is  for  well-mixed  people  wlio  can  enjoj 
what  they  find,  without  question.  Nature  liates  peeping, 
and  our  mothers  speak  her  verj  sense  when  they  saj, 
"  Cliildren,  eat  jour  victuals,  and  say  no  more  of  it." 
To  fill  the  hour,  —  that  is  iiappiness;  to  fill  the  hour,  and 
leave  uo  crevice  for  a  repentance  or  an  approral.  We 
live  amid  surfaces,  and  the  true  art  of  life  is  to  skate  well 
on  them.  Under  the  oldest,  mouldiest  conventions,  a 
man  of  native  force  prospers  just  as  well  as  in  the  newest 
world,  and  that  by  skill  of  liandliiig  aud  treatment.  He 
can  take  hold  anywhere.  Lite  itself  is  a  mixture  of  power 
and  form,  and  will  not  bear  the  least  excess  of  either.  To 
finisli  the  moment,  to  find  the  journey's  end  in  every  step 
oE  the  toad,  to  live  the  greatest  number  of  good  hours, 
is  wisdom.  It  b  not  the  part  of  men,  but  of  fanatics, 
or  of  mathematicians,  if  you  will,  to  saj,  (liat,  tbe  short- 
ness of  life  considei'ed,  it  is  not  worth  caring  whether  for 
so  short  a  duration  we  were  sprawling  in  want,  or  sit- 
ting high.  Since  our  office  is  with  moments,  let  us  bus- . 
band  them.  Five  minutes  of  to-daj  are  worth  as  much 
to  me  as  five  minutes  in  the  next  millennium.  Let  us  . 
he  poised,  and  wise,  and  our  own,  to-day.  Let  us  treat 
the  men  and  women  well :  treat  them  as  if  thej  were  real : 
perhaps  they  are.  Men  live  in  their  fancy,  like  drunk- 
ards whose  hands  are  too  soft  and  tremulous  for  success- 
ful labor.    It  is  a  tempest  of  fancies,  and  the  only  ballast 
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I  know  is  B  respect  to  the  present  hour.  Without  anj 
shadow  of  doubt,  amidst  this  vertigo  of  shows  and  poli- 
tics, I  settle  mjselE  ever  the  firmer  in  the  creed,  that  we 
should  not  postpone  and  refer  and  wish,  but  do  broad 
justice  where  we  are,  bj  whomsoever  we  deal  with,  aceept- 
iu^  our  actual  companions  and  c iron m stances,  however 
humble  or  odious,  as  the  mjstic  officials  to  whom  the 
universe  baa  delegated  its  whole  pleasure  for  ns.  If  these 
are  mean  and  malignant,  their  contentment,  which  is  the 
last  victory  of  justice,  is  a  more  satisfying  echo  to  the 
heart  tlian  the  voice  of  poets  and  the  casual  sympathy  of 
admirable  persons.  I  think  that,  however  a  thoughtful 
man  ma;  suffer  from  the  defects  and  absurdities  of  his 
company,  he  cannot  without  affectation  deny  to  any  set 
of  men  and  women  a  sensibility  to  extraordinary  merit. 
The  coarse  and  frivolous  have  an  instinct  of  superiority, 
if  they  have  not  a  sympathy,  and  honor  it  in  their  blind 
capricious  way  with  sincere  homage. 

The  fine  young  people  despise  life,  but  in  me,  and  in 
such  as  with  me  are  free  from  dyspepsia,  and  to  whom  a 
day  is  a  sound  and  solid  good,  it  is  a  great  excess  of 
politeness  to  look  scornful  and  to  cry  for  company.  I 
am  grown  by  sympathy  a  little  eager  and  sentimental, 
but  leave  me  alone,  and  1  should  relish  every  hour  and 
what  it  brought  me,  the  polluck  of  the  day,  as  heartily 
as  the  oldest  gossip  in  the  bar-room.  I  am  thankful  for 
small  mercies.  I  compared  noles  with  one  of  my  friends 
who  expects  everything  of  the  universe,  and  is  disap- 
pointed when  anything  is  less  than  the  best,  and  I  found 
tbut  I  begin  at  tlie  other  extreme,  expecliug  nothing, 
and  am  always  full  of  thanks  for  moderate  goods.    I 
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accept  the  clangor  and  jangle  of  contrary  teadencies.  I 
fiud  nj  account  in  sots  and  bores  also.  Tliej  give  a 
reality  to  tlie  circumjaccut  picture,  which  such  a  vanish- 
ing meteorous  appearance  can  ill  spare.  In  tlie  monitug 
I  awake,  and  find  the  old  world,  wife,  babes,  and  mother. 
Concord  and  Boston,  the  dear  old  spiritual  world,  and 
even  the  dear  old  devil  not  far  off.  If  we  will  take  the 
good  we  find,  asking  no  questions,  we  shall  have  heap- 
ing raeasurea.  The  great  gifts  are  not  got  by  analysis. 
Everything  good  is  on  the  highway.  The  middle  region, 
of  our  being  is  the  temperate  zone.  We  may  climb  iuto 
the  thin  and  cold  realm  of  pure  geometry  and  lifeless 
science,  or  sink  into  that  of  sensation.  Between  these 
extremes  is  the  equator  of  life,  of  thought,  of  spirit, 
of  poetry,  —  a  narrow  belt.  Moreover,  in  popular  ex- 
perience, cTerjthing  good  is  on  the  highway.  A  col- 
lector peeps  into  all  the  picture-shops  of  Europe,  for  a 
landscape  of  Foussin,  a  crayon  sketch  of  Salvator;  but 
the  Transfiguration,  the  Last  Judgment,  the  Communioii 
of  St.  Jerome,  and  what  are  as  transcendent  as  these, 
are  on  the  walls  of  the  Vatican,  the  Dffizii,  or  the 
Louvre,  where  every  footman  may  see  them  ;  to  say 
nothing  of  nature's  pictures  in  every  street,  of  sunsets 
and  sunrises  ever;  day,  and  the  sculpture  of  the  human 
body  never  absent.  A  collector  recently  bought  at  pub- 
lie  auction,  in  London,  for  one  hundred  and  fifty-seven 
guineas,  an  autograph  of  Shakspeare ;  but  for  nothing  a 
school-boy  can  read  Hamlet,  and  can  delect  secrets  of 
highest  concernment  yet  unpublished  therein.  I  think  I 
will  never  read  any  but  the  commonest  books,  —  the 
Bible,  Homer,  Dante,  Shakspeare,  and  Milton.    Thea 
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we  are  impatient  of  so  public  a  life  and  planet,  and  run 
hither  and  thither  for  nooks  and  secrets.  Tlie  imagina- 
tion delights  in  the  wood-craft  of  Indiaus,  trappers,  and 
bee-buuters.  We  fancy  that  we  are  strangers,  and  not 
so  intimately  domesticated  in  the  planet  as  tbe  vild 
DiBD,  and  the  wild  beast  and  bird.  But  the  exclusion 
reaches  them  also ;  reaches  the  elimbing,  fljtug,  glldiug, 
feathered,  and  four-footed  man.  Fox  and  woodchuck, 
hawk  and  snipe,  and  bittern,  vbeii  nearly  seen,  have  no 
more  root  in  the  deep  world  thau  man,  and  are  just  sueh 
superficial  tenants  of  the  globe.  Tben  the  new  molec- 
ular philosophy  shows  astronomical  interspaces  betwixt 
atom  and  atom,  shows  that  the  world  is  aU  outside :  it 
has  no  inside. 

Tlie  mid-world  ts  best.  Nature,  as  we  know  her,  is  no 
saint.  The  lights  of  the  cliurcli,  the  ascetics,  Gentoos 
and  eorn-eaters,  sbe  does  not  distioguish  by  any  favor. 
Slie  comes  eating  and  drinking  and  sinning.  Her  dar- 
lings, the  great,  the  strong,  the  beautiful,  are  not 
children  of  our  law,  do  not  come  out  of  the  Sunday 
Bcbool,  nor  weigh  their  food,  nor  punctually  keep  tbe 
commandments.  If  we  will  be  strong  with  lier  strength, 
we  must  not  harbor  such  disconsolate  consciences,  bor- 
rowed too  from  tbe  consciences  of  other  nations.  We 
must  set  up  the  strong  present  tense  against  all  tbe 
minors  of  wratb,  past  or  to  come.  So  many  things  are 
unsettled  whicii  it  is  of  the  first  importance  lo  settle,  — 
and,  pending  their  settlement,  we  will  do  as  we  do. 
Wliilst  the  debate  goes  forward  on  the  equity  of  com- 
merce, and  will  not  be  closed  for  a  century  or  two,  New 
and  Old  England  may  keep  shop.    Law  of  copyright  and 
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international  copyright  ia   to  be  dteciuued,  and,  in  tbe 

interim,  ire  will  sell  our  books  for  the  moat  we  can. 
Expediencj  of  literature,  reaaon  of  literatare,  lawfulnesa 
of  writibg  down  a  thougbt,  ia  qoeatiooed  ;  mnch  is  to 
sa;  on  both  sidea,  and,  while  the  Ggbt  waxes  hot,  thou, 
dearest  scholar,  Btick  to  tbj  foolish  task,  add  a  line  every 
hour,  and  between  whiles  add  a  line.  Right  to  hold 
land,  right  of  property,  is  disputed,  and  the  conTeutions 
convene,  and  before  the  vote  is  taken,  dig  away  in  your 
garden,  and  spend  your  earnings  as  a  waif  or  godsend  to 
all  serene  ajid  beautiful  purposes.  Life  itself  is  a  bubble 
and  a  scepticiam,  and  a  sleep  within  a  sleep.  Grant  it, 
and  aa  much  more  as  tbej  will,  —  but  thou,  God's 
darling !  heed  thy  private  dream ;  thou  wilt  not  be 
missed  in  tbe  scorning  and  scepticiam  :  there  are  enough 
of  theni :  stay  there  in  thy  closet,  and  toil,  until  tlie  rest 
are  agreed  wliat  to  do  about  it.  Thy  sickness,  tliej  say, 
and  thy  puny  habit,  require  that  tiiou  do  this  or  avoid 
tbat,  but  know  that  thy  life  is  a  flitting  slate,  a  tent  for 
a  night,  and  do  thou,  sick  oi  well,  finish  tliat  stint. 
Thou  art  sick,  but  slialt  not  be  worse,  and  the  universe, 
which  holds  thee  dear,  shall  be  the  better. 

Human  life  is  made  up  of  the  two  elements,  power  and 
form,  and  the  proportion  must  be  invariably  kept,  if  we 
would  have  it  sweet  and  sound.  Each  of  these  elements 
in  excess  makes  a  mischief  aa  hurtful  as  its  defect. 
Everything  runs  to  excess :  every  good  quality  is  nos- 
jons,  if  unmixed,  and,  to  carry  the  danger  to  the  edge  of 
min,  nature  causes  cacli  man's  peculiarity  to  aupera- 
bound.  Here,  among  the  farms,  we  adduce  the  scholars 
as  examples  of  this  treacliery.    They  are  iiirfure's  victims 
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of  expression.  You  who  see  tlie  artist,  (he  orator,  the 
poet,  too  near,  and  find  tlieir  life  no  more  excellent  than  ' 
that  of  mechanics  or  Farmers,  and  themselves  victims  of 
partiality,  very  hollow  and  haggard,  and  pronounce  them 
failures,  ■ —  not  heroes,  bnt  quacks,  —  conclude,  verj  rea- 
Bouablj,  that  theae  arts  arc  not  for  man,  but  are  disease. 
Yet  nature  will  not  bear  you  out.  Irresistible  nature 
made  men  such,  and  makes  legions  more  of  such,  every 
day.  Yon  love  the  boy  reading  in  a  book,  gazing  at  a 
drawing,  or  a  cast ;  jet  what  are  these  millions  who  read 
and  behold,  bat  incipient  writers  and  sculptors?  Add  a 
liltle  more  of  that  quality  which  now  reads  and  sees,  and 
thej  will  seize  the  pen  and  chisel.  And  if  one  remembers 
how  innocently  be  began  to  be  an  artist,  he  perceiTea  that 
nature  joined  with  his  enemy.  A  man  is  a  golden  impos- 
sibility. The  line  he  must  walk  is  a  hair's  breadth.  The 
«ise  through  excess  of  wisdom  is  made  a  fool. 

How  eaaily,  if  fate  would  sniTer  it,  we  mi^bt  keep  for- 
ever these  beautiful  Umits,  and  adjust  oui'selves,  once  for 
all,  to  the  perfect  calculation  of  the  kingdom  of  known 
cause  and  effect.  In  the  street,  and  in  the  newspapers, 
life  appears  so  plain  a  business,  tliat  manly  resolution, 
and  adherence  to  the  multiplication -table  through  all 
weathers,  will  insure  success.  But  ah !  presently  comes 
ft  day  —  or  is  it  only  a  half-hour,  with  its  an  gel -whisper- 
ing—  which  discomlits  the  conclusions  of  nations  and 
of  years !  To-morrow,  again,  everything  looks  real  and 
angiilar,  the  habitual  standards  are  reinstated,  eommon- 
sense  is  as  rare  as  genius,  —  is  the  basis  of  genius,  and 
experience  is  hands  and  feet  to  eveiy  enterprise ;  —  and 
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yet,  he  who  slioald  do  his  hnsineas  on  this  understanding 
would  be  quickly  bankrnpt.  Power  keeps  quite  another 
road  than  the  turnpikes  of  clioice  and  will,  namel;,  the 
subterranean  and  invisible  tunnels  and  channels  of  life. 
It  is  ridiculous  that  we  are  diplomatists,  and  doctors,  and 
considerate  people ;  there  are  no  dupes  like  these.  Life 
is  a  series  of  surprises,  and  would  nol.  be  worth  taking 
or  keeping,  if  it  were  not.  God  delighls  to  isolate  us 
every  day,  and  hide  from  us  the  paat  and  the  future. 
We  would  look  about  us,  but  with  grand  pohteness  he 
draws  down  before  us  an  impenetrable  screen  of  purest 
sky,  and  another  behind  us  of  purest  sky.  '  You  will  not 
remember,'  he  seema  to  say,  '  and  you  will  not  eipect.' 
All  good  conTcrsation,  maimers,  and  action  come  from  a 
spontaneity  which  foists  usages,  and  makes  the  moment 
great.  Nature  hat«s  calculators  ;  her  methods  are  salta- 
tory and  impulsive.  Man  lives  by  pulses;  our  organic 
movements  are  such ;  and  the  chemical  and  ethereal 
agents  are  undulatory  and  alternate;  and  the  mind  goes 
antagonising  on,  and  never  prospers  but  by  fits.  We 
thrive  by  casualties.  Our  chief  experiences  have  been 
casual.  The  most  attractive  class  of  people  are  those 
who  are  powerful  obliquely,  and  not  by  the  direct 
stroke  ■  men  of  genius,  but  not  yet  accredited  :  one  geta 
the  cheer  of  their  light  without  paying  too  great  a  tax. 
Theirs  is  the  beauty  of  the  bird,  or  the  morning  light, 
and  not  of  art.  In  the  thought  of  genius  there  is  always 
a  surprise ;  end  the  moral  sentiment  is  well  called  "  the 
newness,"  for  it  is  never  other;  as  new  to  the  oldest 
intelligence  as  to  the  young  child,  —  "  the  kingdom  that 
Cometh  without  observation."    In  like  manner,  for  prac- 


D.,:.ii6.jbvC0Ogle 


EXPERIENCE.  61 

tical  snccess,  there  must  not  be  too  much  design.  A 
man  will  uut^  be  observed  in  doing  tlutt  whicb  be  can  do 
best,  Tliere  is  a  certain  magic  about  liis  properest 
action,  wliich  stupefies  jour  powers  of  observation,  so 
tliat  though  it  is  doiie  before  jou,  you  wist  not  of  it. 
The  art  of  life  has  a  pudencj,  and  will  not  be  exposed. 
Everj  man  is  an  impossibility,  until  he  is  born ;  every 
tiling  impossible,  until  we  see  a  success.  Tlie  ardors  of 
piely  agree  at  Ust  with  the  coldest  scepticism,  —  tliat 
nothing  is  of  us  or  our  works,  —  that  all  is  of  God.  Na- 
ture will  not  spare  us  the  smallest  leaf  of  laurel.  All  > 
writing  comes  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  all  doing  and 
having.  I  would  gladly  be  uioral,  and  keep  due  metes 
and  bounds,  which  I  dearly  lore,  and  allow  the  most  to 
the  will  of  man,  but  I  have  set  my  heart  on  honesty  in 
this  chapter,  and  I  can  see  nothing  at  kst,  in  success  or 
failure,  than  more  or  less  of  vital  force  supplied  from  the 
Biernal.  The  results  of  life  are  uncalculated  and  uncal- 
culable.  The  years  teach  much  which  the  days  never 
know.  The  persons  who  compose  our  company  eon- 
verse,  and  come  and  go,  and  design  and  execute  many 
things,  and  somewhat  comes  of  it  all,  but  an  unlooked-for 
resnit.  Tlie  individuail  is  always  mistaken,  tie  designed 
many  things,  and  drew  in  otiier  persous  as  coadjutors, 
qnan'elied  with  some  or  all,  blundered  much,  and  soTne- 
tliing  is  done;  all  are  a  little  advanced,  but  the  individ- 
ual is  always  mistaken.  It  turns  out  somewliat  new,  and 
very  unlike  what  he  promised  himself. 

The  ancients,  struck  with  this  irreducibleness  of  the 
elements  of  human  life  to  calculation,  exalted  Chance 
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into  a  divinity,  but  that  is  to  ataj  too  long  at  tie  sparl, 
—  whicl]  glitters  truly  at  oue  point,  —  but  llie  universe 
is  warm  with  the  latency  of  tlie  same  fire.  The  miracle 
of  life  wliich  vill  not  be  expounded,  but  will  remain  a 
miracle,  introduces  a  new  element.  In  t]ie  growth  of 
the  embryo,  Sir  Everard  Home,  1  think,  noticed  that  the 
evolution  was  not  from  oue  central  point,  but  coactive 
from  tliree  or  more  points.  Life  Las  no  memory.  Tliat 
which  proceeds  tn  succession  might  be  remembered,  but 
that  which  is  coexistent,  or  ejaculated  from  a  deeper 
cause,  as  yet  far  from  being  conscious,  kuows  not  its 
own  tendency.  So  is  it  with  ua,  now  sceptical,  or  with- 
out unity,  because  immersed  in  forms  and  effects  all 
Beeming  to  be  of  equal  jet  hostile  value,  and  now  rel^- 
ious,  whilst  in  the  reception  of  spiritual  law.  Bear  with 
these  distractions,  wjtli  this  coetaueous  'growth  of  the 
parts;  tliey  will  one  day  be  mentbert,  and  obey  oue  will. 
On  that  one  will,  on  that  secret  cause,  tliey  nail  our  at- 
tention and  hope.  Life  is  hereby  melted  into  an  expec- 
tation or  a  religion.  Underneath  the  inharmonious  and 
trivial  particulars  is  a  musical  perfection,  the  Ideal  jour- 
neying always  with  us,  the  heaven  without  rent  or  seam. 
Do  but  observe  the  mode  of  our  illumination.  Wheu  I 
converse  with  a  profound  miod,  or  if  at  any  time  beuig 
alone  I  have  good  thoughts,  I  do  not  at  once  arrive  at 
satisfnctioDs,  as  when,  being  thirsty,  I  drink  water,  or  go 
to  the  fire,  being  cold :  no !  but  I  am  at  first  appfised  of 
my  vicinity  lo  a  uew  and  excellent  region  of  life.  By 
persisting  to  read  or  to  think,  this  region  gives  further 
sign  of  itself,  as  it  were  in  flashes  of  light,  iu  sudden 
discoveries  of  its  profound  beauty  and  repose,  as  if  the 
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clouds  timt  covered  it  parted  at  intervals,  and  allowed 
the  approacliing  traveller  the  inland  mountains,  with  the 
tranquil  eternal  meadows  spread  at  their  base,  whereon 
Ancks  grdze,  and  al)epherds  pipe  and  dance.  But  every 
insiglit  from  this  realm  of  thoaglit  is  felt  aa  initial,  and 
promises  a  sequel.  I  do  not  make  it ;  I  arrive  there, 
and  behold  what  was  there  already.  I  make  I  0  no  I 
I  clap  m  J  hands  in  infinite  jo;  and  amazement,  before  the 
first  opening  to  nie  of  tliia  august  magnificence,  old  with 
Ihe  love  and  homage  of  innumerable  ages,  .young  with 
the  life  of  life,  the  suiibright  Mecca  of  the  desert.  And 
■what  a  fntura  it  opens !  I  feel  a  new  heart  beating  with 
the  love  of  the  new  beauty.  I  am  read;  to  die  out  of 
nature,  and  be  bom  again  into  this  new  yet  unapproach- 
able America  I  have  found  in  the  West. 

"  Since  neither  now  nor  yeaterday  began 
These  thoughts,  whicli  hare  been  ever,  nor  yet  can 
A  man  be  found  who  their  lii'st  entrance  knew." 

If  I  have  described  life  as  a  flni  of  moods.  I  must  now 
add,  that  there  ia  that  in  ua  which  changes  not,  and 
which  ranks  all  sensationa  and  states  of  mind.  The  con- 
sciousness in  each  man  is  a  sliding  scale,  which  identilies 
him  now  with  the  First  Cause,  and  now  with  the  flesh  of 
his  body ;  life  above  life,  in  infinite  degreea.  The  senti- 
ment from  which  it  sprung  determines  the  dignity  of  any 
deed,  and  the  question  ever  is,  not,  what  you  have  done 
or  forborne,  but,  at  whose  command  you  have  done  or 
forborne  it. 

Fortune,  Minerva,   Muse,   Holy  Ghost,  —  these  are 
qusint  names,  loo  natrow  to  cover  this  nnbouuded  sub- 
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stance.  The  baffled  intellect  must  still  kneel  before  tliis 
cause,  nliich  refuses  to  be  named,  —  ineffable  cause, 
which  cverj  fine  genius-has  essayed  to  represelit  bj 
some  emphatic  symbol,  as  Thales  by  water,  Auaximenea 
by  air,  Anasngoras  by  (Nour)  thought,  Zoroaster  by  fire, 
Jesus  and  the  moderns  by  love :  and  the  metaphor  of 
each  has  become  a  national  religion.  The  Chinese  Men- 
cius  haa  not  been  the  least  successful  in  his  generaliza- 
tion. "I  fully  understand  language,"  he  said,  "and 
nourish  well  my  Tast-flowing  vigor."  —  "I  beg  to  ask 
what  you  call  vast-flowing  vigor?"  said  his  companion. 
"  The  explanation,"  replied  Mencius,  "  is  difficult.  Thb 
vigor  is  supremely  great,  and  in  the  highest  degree  uu' 
bending.  Nourish  it  correctly,  and  do  it  no  injury,  and 
it  will  fill  up  the  VBcancj  between  heaven  and  earth. 
This  vigor  accords  witli  and  assists  justice  and  reason, 
and  leaves  no  hunger."  In  our  more  eoirect  writing, 
we  give  to  tMs  generalization  the  name  of  Being,  and 
thereby  confess  that  we  have  arrived  as  far  as  we  can  go. 
Suffice  it  tor  the  joj  of  the  universe,  that  we  have  not 
arrived  at  a  wall,  but  at  interminable  oceans.  Our  life 
seems  not  present,  so  much  as  prospective ;  not  for  the 
affairs  on  which  it  is  wast^,  but  as  a  hint  of  this  vast- 
flowing  vigor.  Most  of  life  seems  to  be  mere  advertise- 
ment of  faculty;  information  is  given  us  not  to  sell  our- 
selves cheap;  that  we  are  very  great.  So,  in  particulars, 
our  greatness  is  always  in  a  tendency  or  direction,  not  in 
an  action.  It  is  for  us  to  believe  in  the  rule,  not  in  the 
exception.  The  noble  are  thus  known  from  the  ignoble. 
So  in  accepting  the  leading  of  tlie  sentiments,  it  is  not 
what  we  believe  concerning  the  immortality  of  the  soul. 
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or  the  like,  but  the  univertal  impulse  lo  believe,  tKat  ia 
the  material  circuinstauce,  and  is  the  principal  fu;t  ia 
llie  history  of  the  globe.  Sliall  wc  describe  this  cause  aa 
that  which  works  directly  F  The  spirit  ia  not  helpless  or 
needful  of  mediate  organs.  It  has  plentiful  powers  and 
direct  effects.  I  aai  explained  without  eiplaiuiiig,  I  am 
felt  wilbout  acting,  and  where  I  am  not.  Therefore  all 
just  persous  are  satisfied  with  their  own  praise.  They 
refuse  to  explain  themselres,  and  are  conteut  that  new 
actions  should  do  them  that  office.  Tlie;  believe  tliat 
we  communicate  without  speech,  and  above  speech,  and 
that  no  riglit  action  of  ours  is  quite  unaffecting  to  our 
friends,  at  whatever  distance ;  for  tlie  influence  of  action 
is  not  to  be  measured  bj  miles.  Whj  should  I  fret  my- 
self because  a  circumstance  has  occurred  whicli  liindcrs 
my  presence  where  I  was  expected?  If  I  am  not  at  the 
meeting,  my  presence  where  I  am  should  be  as  useful  to 
the  commonweal  til  of  friendship  and  wisdom,  as  would 
be  my  presence  in  that  place.  I  exert  the  same  quality 
of  power  in  all  places.  TJius  journeys  the  mighty  Ideal 
before  us ;  it  never  was  known  to  fall  into  the  rear.  No 
man  ever  came  to  an  experience  wliich  was  satiating,  but 
his  goird  is  tidings  of  a  better.  Onward  and  onward  ! 
In  liberated  moments,  we  know  that  a  new  picture  of  life 
and  duty  is  already  possible  ;  the  elements  already  exist 
in  many  minds  around  yon,  of  a  doctrine  of  life  which 
shall  transcend  auy  written  record  we  have.  The  new 
statement  will  comprise  the  scepticisms,  as  well  as  tlie 
foiths  of  society,  and  out  of  unbehefs  a  creed  shall  be 
formed.  For,  scepticisms  are  not  gratuitous  or  lawless, 
but  are  limitations  of  the  affirmative  statement,  and  the 


new  philosoplij  must  lake  them  in,  and  make  affirmations 
outside  of  them,  just  as  much  as  it  must  iuclude  the  old- 
est beliefs. 

It  is  very  unhappy,  but  too  late  to  be  helped,  the  dis- 
covery we  have  made,  that  we  exist.  That  discovery  is 
called  the  Fall  of  Mau.  Ever  afterwards,  «e  suspecl 
our  iiistrumenls.  Wc  hate  learned  tliat  we  do  not 
directly,  but  mediately,  and  tliut  ve  have  no  means 
correctiug  these  colored  and  distorting  lenses  which 
are,  or  of  computing  the  amount  of  tlieir  errors.  I 
Imps  these  subject  lenses  have  a  creative  power ;  perhaps 
thefe  are  no  objects.  Oiice  we  lived  in  what  we 
now,  the  rapaciousness  of  this  new  power,  which  threat- 
ens to  absorb  all  tilings,  engages  us.  Nature,  art,  per- 
sons, letters,  religions,  —  objects,  successively  tumble  in, 
aud  God  is  but  one  of  its  ideas.  Nature  and  literature 
are  subjective  phenomena;  every  evil  and  every  good 
thing  is  a  shadow  which  we  cast.  The  street  is  full  of 
humiliatioDS  to  the  proud.  As  the  fop  contrived  to  dress 
his  bailiffs  in  his  livery,  and  make  tltem  wait  on  his 
f^ests  at  table,  so  the  chagrins  which  the  bad  heart  gives 
off  as  bubbles,  at  once  take  form  as  Indies  and  gentle- 
men in  the  street,  shopmen  or  bar-keepers  in  hotels,  and 
threaten  or  insult  wbatever  is  threatenable  and  insultable 
in  us.  'T  is  the  same  witli  our  idolatries.  People  forget 
that  it  is  the  eye  which  makes  the  horizon,  and  the 
rounding  mind's  eye  which  makes  Ibis  or  that  man  a 
type  or  representative  of  humanity  with  the  name  of  hero 
or  saint.  Jesus,  "  the  providential  man,"  is  a  good  man 
on  whom  many  people  are  agreed  that  these  optical  laws 
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sliall  take  effect.  Bj  love  on  one  part,  and  bj  forbear- 
ance to  press  objection  on  the  otiier  part,  it  is  for  a  time 
settled,  tbat  we  will  look  at  him  in  the  centre  of  tlie 
horizon,  and  ascribe  to  him  the  properties  that  will 
attach  to  anj  man  so  seen.  But  the  longest  bve  or 
aversion  lias  a  speedy  tenn.  The  great  and  creacive  self, 
rooted  in  absolute  nature,  sopplarifs  all  relalive^islence, 
and  ruins  the  kingdom  of  mortal  friendship  and  love. 
Uarriage  (in  what  is  called  the  apiritiiSil  world)  is  im- 
possible, because  of  tlie  inequality  between  every  subject 
and  every  object.  The  subject  is  the  receiver  of  God- 
head, and  at  every  comparison  must  feel  his  being  en- 
hanced by  that  cryptic  might.  Thougli  not  in  energy, 
yet  by  presence,  this  magazine  of  substance  cannot  be 
otherwise  than  felt :  nor  can  any  forc«  of  intellect  attrib- 
ute to  the  object  the  proper  deity  which  sleeps  or  wakes 
.  forever  in  every  subject.  Never  can  love  make  con- 
soiousness  and  ascription  equal  in. force.  There  will  be 
the  same  gulf  between  every  me  and  thee,  as  between 
the  original  and  the  picture.  The  universe  is  the  bride 
of  the  soul.  All  private  sympathy  is  partial.  Two  hu- 
man beings  are  like  globes  which  can  touch  only  in  a 
point,  and,  whilst  they  remain  in  contact,  all  other  points 
of  each  of  the  spheres  are  inert ;  their  turn  most  also 
come,  and  tlie  longer  a  particular  union  lasts,  the  more 
energy  of  appetency  the  parts  not  in  union  acquire. 

Life  will  be  imaged,  but  cannot  be  divided  nor  doub- 
led. Any  invasion  of  its  nnity  would  be  chaos.  The 
soul  is  not  twin-bom,  but  the  ouly  begotten,  and  tliougli 
revealbg  itself  as  child  in  time,  child  in  appearance,  is 
of  ft  fatal  and  univecsal  power,  admitting  no  co-life. 
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Every  day,  every  act,  lietraja  the  ilt'CODcealed  deity.  We 
believe  in  ourselves,  aa  we  do  not  believe  in  others.  We 
permit  all  tilings  to  ourselves,  aad  tliat  whtcli  we  call  sin 
in  otiiers  is  ciperimeut  for  us.  It  is  an  instance  of  our 
faitb  in  ourselves,  tLat  men  never  speak  of  Crime  as 
Ijglitlj  aa  tliey  tbink :  or,  every  man  thinks  a  latitude 
safe  for  himself,  which  is  nowise  to  be  iudulged  to 
Another.  The  act  looks  very  differently  on  the  inside, 
and  on  the  outside;  in  its  quality,  and  tn  its  conse- 
quences. Murder  in  the  murderer  is  no  such  ruinous 
tliongbt  as  poets  and  romancers  will  have  it;  it  doea  not 
unsettle  him,  or  fright  him  from  his  ordinary  notice  of 
trifles ;  it  is  an  act  quite  easy  to  be  conlemplated,  but  in 
its  sequel,  it  turns  out  to  be  a  horrible  jaugle  and  con- 
founding of  aU  relatious.  Especially  the  crimes  that 
spring  from  love,  seem  right  and  fair  from  the  actor's 
point  of  view,  but,  when  acted,  are  found  destructive  of 
society.  No  man  at  last  believes  that  lie  can  be  lost, 
nor  that  the  crime  in  him  is  as  black  as  in  the  felon. 
Because  the  intellect  qualifies  in  our  o\in  case  the  moral 
judgments.  For  there  is  no  crime  to  the  intellect. 
That  is  antinomian  or  hypemomian,  and  judges  law  as 
well  as  fact.  "It  is  worse  than  a  crime,  it  is  a  blunder," 
said  Napoleon,  speaking  the  language  of  the  intellect. 
To  it,  the  world  is  a  problem  in  mathematics  or  the 
science  of  quantity,  and  it  leaves  out  praise  and  blame, 
and  all  weak  emotions.  All  stealing  is  comparative.  If 
you  come  1^  absolutes,  pray  wIm  does  not  steal  ?  Saints 
are  sad,  because  they  behold  sin  (even  when  they  specu- 
late) from  the  point  of  view  of  the  conscience,  and  not 
of  the  intellect;  a  coufusion  of  thought.     Sin  seen  from 
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the  tliought  is  a  diminutioD  or  leu:  seen  from  the  con- 
science or  irill,  it  is  pravitj  or  6ad.  Tiie  intellect  names 
its  sliade,  absence  of  light,  and  no  essence.  The  con- 
science must  feel  it  as  essence,  essential  evil.  This  it  ia 
uot:  it  1ms  an  objective  existence,  but  no  subjective. 

Thus  iuevitablj  does  the  universe  wear  our  color,  and 
every  object  fall  successively  into  tlie  subject  itself.  The 
subject  exists,  the  subject  enlarges;  all  things  sooner  oc 
later  fall  into  place.  As  I  am,  so  I  see ;  use  what  lan- 
guage we  will,  we  can  never  see  anything  but  what  we 
are;  Hermes,  Cadmus,  Columbus,  Newton,  Bonaparte, 
are 'the  mind's  ministers.  Instead  of  feeling  a  poverty 
wlien  we  encounter  a  great  man,  let  us  treat  the  new- 
comer like  a  travelling  geologist,  who  passes  through  our 
estate,  and  shows  us  good  slate,  or  limestone,  or  anthra- 
cite, in  our  brush'pasture.  The  partial  action  of  each 
strong  mind  in  one  direction  is  a  telescope  for  the 
objects  on  which  it  is  pointed.  But  every  other  part  of 
knowledge  is  to  be  pushed  to  the  same  extravagance,  ere 
the  soul  attains  her  due  sphericity.  Do  you  see  that 
kitten  chasing  so  prettily  her  own  tail  P  If  you  could 
look  with  lier  eyes,  you  miglit  sec  her  surrounded  with 
liundreds  of  ligures  performing  complex  dramas,  with 
trag^ic  and  comic  issues,  long  conversations,  many  char- 
acters, mauy  ups  and  downs  of  fate,  — and  meantime  it 
is  only  puss  and  her  tail.  How  long  before  nnr  mas- 
querade wil]  end  its  noise  of  tambourines,  laughter,  and 
shouting,  and  we  shall  find  it  was  a  sotilai^  perfonnaiice? 
—  A  subject  and  an  object,  —  it  takes  so  mucb  to  make 
the  galvanic  circuit  complete,  but  magnitude  adds  noth- 
ing.    What  imports  it  whether  it  is  Kepler  and  the 
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sphere;  Columbua  Bnd  America;  a  reader  aud  hia  book; 
or  puss  with  her  tail  ? 

It  is  true  that  all  the  muses  and  love  and  religiou  hate 
these  develop Dients,  and  will  find  a  waj  lo  putiish  the 
chemist,  who  publishes  in  the  parlor  the  secrets  nf  the 
laboratory.  And  we  cannot  saj  too  little  of  our  consti- 
tutional necessity  of  seeing  things  under  prirate  aspects, 
or  saturated  with  our  humors.  And  ;et  is  the  God  the 
native  of  these  bleak  rocks.  That  need  makes  in  morals 
the  capital  virtue  of  self-trust.  We  must  hold  hard  to 
this  poverty,  however  scatidaloua,  and  by  more  vigorous 
self-recoveries,  after  the  sallies  of  action,  possess  our  axis 
more  firmly.  The  life  of  truth  is  cold,  and  so  far  mourn- 
ful i  but  it  is  not  the  slave  of  tears,  contritions,  and 
perturbations.  It  does  not  attempt  another's  work,  nor 
adopt  auother's  facts.  It  is  a  main  lesson  of  wisdom  to 
know  your  own  from  another's.  I  have  learned  that  I 
cannot  dispose  of  other  people's  facts;  but  I  possess 
such  a  key  to  my  own,  as  persuades  nie  against  all  their 
denials,  that  they  also  jiave  a  key  to  theirs.  A  sympa- 
thetic person  is  placed  in  the  dilemma  of  a  swimmer 
among  drowning  uien,  who  all  catch  at  him,  and  if  he 
g^ve  BO  much  as  a  leg  or  a  finger,  they  will  drown  him. 
They  wish  to  be  saved  from  the  mischiefs  of  their  vices, 
but  not  from  their  vices.  Charity  would  be  wasted  on 
this  poor  waiting  on  the  syiuptoms.  A  wise  and  hardy 
physician  wil!  say.  Come  evt  of  that,  as  the  first  condition 
of  advice. 

In  this  our  talking  America,  we  are  ruined  by  our 
good-nature  and  listening  on  all  sides,  TIjis  compliance 
takes  away  the  power  of  being  greatly  useful.    A  man 
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shouM  not  be  able  to  look  other  than  directly  and  forth- 
rigiit.  A  preoccupied  attention  is  tlie  oulj  answer  to 
tlie  importunate  fnTolitj  of  other  people ;  an  attention, 
and  lo  an  aim  which  makes  their  wants  frivolous.  This 
is  a  ijivine  answer,  and  leaves  no  appeal,  and  no  hard 
thoughts.  In  Flaxmau's  drawing  of  the  Enmenides  of 
^schjlus,  Orestes  supplicates  Apollo,  whilst  the  Furies 
sleep  on  the  threshold.  The  face  of  tlie  god  expresses 
B  shade  of  reg'iet  and  compassion,  but  calm  with  the 
couviction  of  the  irreconcilablcness  of  tbe  two  spheres. 
He  is  horn  into  other  pohtics,  into  the  eternal  and  beau- 
tiful. The  man  at  his  feet  asks  for  his  interest  in  tur- 
moils of  the  earth,  into  which  his  nature  cannot  enter. 
And  the  Kumeuides  there  lying  express  pictoriall;  this 
dispatitj.    The  god  is  surcharged  with  his  diviue  destiny. 

Illusion,  Temperament,  Succession,  Surface,  Surprise, 
Reality,  Subjectiveness,  —  tiiese  are  threads  on  tlio  loom 
of  time,  these  are  the  lords  of  life.  I  dare  not  assume 
to  give  their  order,  but  I  name  them  as  I  find  them  in 
my  way.  I  know  better  than  to  claim  ai^y  completeness 
for  my  picture.  I  am  a  fragaient,  and  this  is  a  fragment 
of  me.  I  can  verf  confidently  announce  one  or  another 
lav,  which  throws  itself  into  relief  and  form,  but  I  am 
too  young  jet  by  some  ages  to  compile  a  code.  I  gos- 
sip for  my  hour  concerning  tlie  eternal  politics.  I  hare 
seen  many  fair  pictures  not  in  vain.  A  wonderful  time 
I  have  lived  iu.  I  am  not  the  novice  I  was  fourteen, 
nor  yet  seven  years  ago.  Let  wbo  will  ask,  wbere  is 
the  fruit  P  I  find  a  private  fruit  sufficient.  This  is  a 
fruit, — that  I  should  not  ask  for  a  rash  effect  &om 
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meditations,  couasels,  and  the  hiving  of  Irutha.  I  should 
feel  it  pitiful  to  demaud  a  result  on  this  tovn  sod 
count;,  an  OTcrt  effect  on  the  instant  month  aud  jear. 
The  effect  is  deep  and  secular  as  the  cause.  It  works 
on  periods  in  wliich  mortal  lifetime  is  lost.  All  l^know 
is  reception ;  I  am  and  I  have :  bat  I  do  not  get,  and 
vheu  I  have  fancied  I  bad  gotten  anything,  I  found  I 
had  not.  I  worship  with  wonder  the  great  Fortune. 
Hj  reception  has  been  so  lai^,  that  I  am  not  aunojed 
b;  receiving  this  or  that  superabundantly.  I  aay  to  the 
Genius,  if  he  will  pardon  the  proverb,  /it  for  a  mill,  in 
for  a  million,  Wben  I  receive  a  new  gift,  I  do  not 
macerate  m;  bod;  to  make  tlie  account  square,  for,  if  I 
should  die,  I  could  not  make  tiie  account  square.  The 
benefit  overran  the  merit  tlie  first  da;,  and  has  overrun 
the  merit  ever  since.  Tlie  merit  itself,  so  called,  I  reckon 
part  of  the  receiving. 

Also,  that  hankering  after  an  overt  or  practical  effect 
seems  to  me  an  apostas;.  Id  good  earnest,  I  am  willing 
to  spare  this  most  unnecessar;  deal  of  doing.  Life 
wears  to  nte  a  viaionarj  face.  Hardest,  roughest  action 
is  visionary  also.  It  is  but  a  choice  between  soft  and 
turbulent  dreams.  People  disparage  knowing  and  the 
intellectual  life,  and  urge  doing.  I  am  ver;  content  with 
knowing,  if  onl;  1  could  know.  That  is  an  august  enter- 
tainment,  and  would  suffice  me  a  great  wliile.  To  know 
a  little,  would  be  wortli  the  cjpeuse  of  this  world.  I 
hear  always  the  law  of  Adrastia,  "  that  ever;  soul  which 
had  acquired  an;  truth  should  be  safe  from  hann  until 
another  period." 

I  know  that  the  world  I  converse  with  in  the  citj  and 
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in  the  farms  is  not  t!ie  'noAA  I  lAink.  I  observe  tiiat 
difference,  aiid  sball  observe  it.  One  day,  I  sh»Il  know 
tlie  value  and  law  of  tbis  discrepance.  But  I  have  not 
found  that  niucli  was  gained  by  manipular  attempts  to 
reaiije  tbe  world  of  iLouglit.  Many  eager  persons  suc- 
cessively make  an  eiperiment  in  tbis  way,  and  make 
tbemselves  ridiculous.  Tliej  acquire  democratic  man- 
ners, tbey  foam  at  the  moutb,  tbe;  hate  and  deny. 
Worse,  I  observe,  that  in  the  history  of  inaukitid,  there 
is  never  a  solitary  example  of  success, — taking  tbeic 
own  tests  of  success.  I  say  this  polemicilly,  or  in  reply 
to  tbe  inquiry,  why  not  realize  jour  world  ?  But  far  be 
from  me  the  despair  which  prejudges  the  law  by  a  paltrj 
empiricism, — since  there  never  was  a  right  endeavor, 
but  it  succeeded.  Patience  and  patience,  we  sliall  win 
at  tbe  last.  We  must  be  very  suspicious  of  tbe  decep- 
tions of  the  element  of  time.  It  takes  a  good  deal  of 
time  to  eat  or  to  sleep,  or  to  earn  a  hundred  dollars,  and 
a  very  little  time  to  entertain  a  hope  and  an  insight  which 
becomes  tlie  light  of  our  life.  We  dress  our  garden,  eat 
our  dinners,  discuss  the  household  with  our  wives,  and 
these  thii^  make  no  impression,  are  foi^tten  next 
week;  but  in  the  solitude  to  which  every  man  is  always 
returning,  he  baa  a  sanity  and  revelations,  which  in  bis 
passage  into  new  worlds  he  will  carry  with  him.  Never 
mind  tbe  ridicule,  never  mind  tlie  defeat ;  up  again,  old 
beart!  —  it  seems  to  say,  —  there  is  victory  yet  for  all 
justice ;  and  tlie  true  romance  which  the  world  exists  to 
realize  will  be  tbe  transformation  of  genius  into  practical 
power. 
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Tri  8UQ  get ;  but  Bet  not  his  bope : 
Stars  rose;  hU  &ifh  was  earlier  up: 
Filed  on  tlie  enonnous  rbIbij. 
Deeper  and  older  seemed  his  eye ; 
And  matehed  bis  sufTerance  sublime 
The  liicituniity  of  time. 
He  spoke,  and  words  more  soft  than  r 
Brought  the  Age  of  Gold  ngain: 
His  action  won  sueh  reverence  sweet, 
Aa  hid  aJl  measure  of  the  feat. 
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Plends  for  it»eir  the  fnct; 
As  unrepentiiig  Nature  leavci 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


CHAKACTEB. 


I  HAVE  read  that  those  who  listened  to  Iicird  Cliat- 
ham  felt  that  there  was  something  finer  in  the  man  than 
anything  which  he  said.  It  has  beeu  complained  of  our 
brilliant  English  historian  of  the  French  Revolution,  that 
when  be  has  told  all  lib  facts  about  Mirabeau,  they  do 
not  justify  his  estimate  of  his  genius.  The  Gracchi, 
Agis,  Cleomenes,  and  otbers  of  Plutarch's  heroes,  do 
not  in  the  record  of  facts  eqnal  their  own  fame.  Sir 
Philip  Sidney,  the  Earl  of  Essex,  Sir  Walter  Raleigji. 
are  men  of  great  figure,  and  of  few  deeds.  We  cannot 
find  tlie  smallest  part  of  the  personal  weight  of  Washing- 
ton in  the  narrative  of  hts  exploits.  The  authority  of 
the  name  of  Schiller  is  too  great  for  his  books.  This  in- 
equality of  the  reputation  to  the  works  or  the  anecdotes 
is  not  accounted  for  by  saying  that  tjie  reverberation  is 
longer  than  the  thunder-clap ;  but  somewhat  resided  in 
tlieae  men  which  begot  an  expectation  that  outran  all 
their  performance.  The  largest  part  of  their  power  was 
latent.  "This  is  that  which  we  call  Character,  —  a  re- 
served force  which  acts  directly  by  presence,  and  with- 
out means.  It  is  conceived  of  as  a  certain  undemonslra- 
ble  foree,  a  Familiar  or  Genius,  by  whose  impulses  the 
man  is  guided,  hut  whose  counsels  lie  cannot  impart; 
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wbich  ia  companj  for  him,  so  that  such  mea  are  oftov 
solitary,  or  if  thej  cluince  to  be  social,  do  uot  need  soci- 
etj,  but  call  entertain  themselves  verj  well  aloue.  The 
purest  literary  talent  appears  at  oue  time  great,  at 
another  time  small,  but  character  is  of  a  stellar  aud  un-' 
diminishable  greatness.  Wliat  others  effect  b;  talent  or 
b;  eloquence,  this  man  accomplishes  bj  some  maguetisni. 
"  Half  hb  strength  he  put  not  forth."  His  victories 
are  b;  demonstration  of  superiority,  aud  not  by  crossing 
of  bayonets.  He  conquers,  because  his  arrival  alters 
the  face  of  aflairs.  ' "  O  lole !  how  did  you  know  that 
Hercules  was  a  god?"  "Because,"  answered  lole,  "I 
was  content  the  moment  my  eyea  fell  on  him.  Wiieu 
I  beheld  Theseus,  I  desired  that  I  might  see  him  offer 
battle,  or  at  least  guide  Lis  horses  in  the  cbariot-race ; 
but  Hercules  did  not  wait  for  a  contest ;  he  conquered 
whether  he  stood  or  walked,  or  sat,  or  whatever  thing 
he  did." '  Man,  ordinarily  a  pendant  to  events,  only  half 
attached,  and  that  awkwardly,  to  the  world  he  lives  in, 
in  these  examples  appears  to  share  the  life  of  things,  and 
to  be  an  expression  of  the  same  htws  wbich  control  the 
tides  and  the  sun,  numbers  and  quantities. 

But  to  use  a  more  modest  illustratiou,  and  nearer 
home,  I  observe  that  in  our  political  elections,  where 
this  element,  if  it  appears  at  all,  can  only  occur  in  its 
coarsest  form,  we  sufficiently  understand  its  incompara- 
ble rate.  The  people  know  that  they  need  in  their  rep- 
resentative much  more  than  talent,  namely,  the  power 
to  make  bis  talent  tnisled.  They  cannot  come  at  their 
ends  by  sending  to  Congress  a  learned,  acute,  and  fiuent 
Bpcakei',  if  he  be  not  oue  who,  before  he  was  appointed 
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by  tlie  people  to  represent  tliem,  was  appointed  by  Al- 
mighty God  to  stand  fora  fact, — invincibly  persuaded 
of  tliat  fact  in  himself,  —  so  that  tiie  most  confident 
and  the  most  violent  persons  leani  tliat  here  is  resist- 
ance on  wiiich  both  impudence  and  terror  see  wasted, 
namely,  faith  in.  a  6ict,  The  men  who  carry  their 
points  do  not  need  to  inquire  of  their  constituents 
what  they  should  saj,  but  are  themselves  the  counlry 
which  they  represent ;  nowhere  are  its  emotions  or  opin- 
ions so  instant  and  true  as  in  them ;  nowhere  so  pure 
from  a  selfish  infusion.  The  eoustituencj  at  home  heark- 
ens to  their  words,  watches  the  color  of  their  cheek,  and 
therein,  as  in  a  glass,  dresses  its  own.  Our  pubUc  aa- 
semblies  are  pretty  good  teats  of  manly  foree.  Our 
frank  couutrymen  of  the  West  and  South  have  a  taste 
for  character,  and  like  to  know  wliether  (he  New-Eng- 
lander  is  a  substantial  man,  or  whether  the  hand  can 
pass  through  bim. 

The  same  motive  force  appears  in  trade.  There  are 
geniuses  in  trade,  as  well  as  in  war,  or  the  state,  or  let- 
ters; and  the  reason  why  this  or  that  man  is  fortunate, 
is  not  lo  be  told.  It  lies  in  the  man :  tliat  b  all  anybody 
can  tell  you  about  it.  See  him,  and  you  will  know  as 
easily  why  he  succeeds,  as.  If  you  see  Napoleon,  you 
would  comprehend  his  fortune.  In  the  new  objects  we 
recognize  tlie  old  game,  the  habit  of  fronting  the  fact, 
and  not  dealing  with  it  at  second-hand,  through  the  per- 
ceptions of  somebody  else.  Nature  seems  to  antliorize 
trade,  as  soon  as  jon  see  the  natural  mercliant,  who 
appears  not  so  much  a  private  agent,  as  her  factor  and 
Minister  of  Commerce.    His  natural  probity  combines 
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TJth  his  insight  into  the  iabric  of  society,  to  put  him 
above  tricks,  aiid  he  commuatcates  to  all  his  ovn  faith, 
that  contracts  are  of  no  prirate  interpretation.  The  Itabit 
of  his  mind  is  a  refereuce  to  standards  of  natural  equity 
and  public  advantage ;  and  he  inspires  respect,  and  the 
Tish  to  deal  with  him,  both  for  the  quiet  spirit  of  honor 
vhich  attends  hini,  and  for  the  intellectual  pastime  wliich 
the  spectacle  of  so  much  ability  affords.  This  immensely 
stretched  trade,  which  makes  the  capes  of  the  Southern 
Ocean  his  wharves,  and  the  Atkutic  Sea  his  familiar 
port,  centres  in  his  brain  only ;  and  nobody  in  the  uni- 
verse can  make  his  place  good.  In  hb  parlor,  I  see  very 
well  that  he  has  been  at  hard  work  this  morning,  with 
that  knitted  brow,  and  that  settled  iiumor,  which  all  his 
desire  to  be  courteous  cannot  shake  off.  I  see  plainly 
how  many  firm  acts  have  been  done ;  how  many  valiant 
noea  have  this  day  been  spoken,  when  others  would  have 
uttered  ruinous  yeai.  I  see,  with  the  pride  of  art,  and 
skill  of  masterly  arithmetic  and  power  of  remote  combi- 
nation, the  consciousness  oF  being  an  agent  and  play- 
fellow of  the  original  laws  of  the  world.  He  too  believea 
that  none  can  supply  him,  and  that  a  man  must  be  bom 
to  trade,  or  he  cannot  learn  it. 

This  virtue  draws  the  mind  more,  when  it  appears  in 
action  to  ends  not  so  mixed.  It  works  with  most  energy 
in  the  smallest  companies  and  in  private  relations.  In 
all  cases,  it  is  an  extraordinary  and  incomputable  agent. 
The  excess  of  physical  strength  is  paralyzed  by  it. 
Higher  natures  overpower  lower  ones  by  affecting  them 
with  a  certain  sleep.  The  faculties  are  locked  up,  and 
offer  no  resistance.    Perhaps  that  is  the  universal  law. 
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When  tbe  higli  cannot  bring  up  the  low  to  itself,  it  be- 
iiitmbs  it,  Hs  man  charms  down  the  resistance  of  the  lower 
animals.  Men  exert  on  each  other  a  similar  occult 
power.  How  often  has  the  influence  of  a  true  master 
realized  all  tlie  tales  of  magic!  A  river  of  command 
seemed  to  run  down  from  his  ejes  into  all  Ihoje  who 
belield  iiini,  a  torrent  of  strong  sad  liglit,  like  an  Ohio  or 
Danube,  which  pervaded  them  with  his  thoughts,  and 
colored  all  events  with  the  hue  of  his  mind.  "  Wliat 
means  did  you  emploj  ?  "  was  the  question  asked  of  the 
wife  of  Concini,  in  regard  to  her  treatment  of  Marj 
of  Medici ;  and  the  answer  was,  "  Only  that  influence 
which  every  strong  mind  has  over  a  weak  one."  Cannot 
Ciesar  in  irons  shuffle  off  the  irons,  and  transfer  them  to 
the  person  of  Hippo  or  Thraso  the  turnkey  ?  Is  an  iron 
handcufi'  so  immutable  a  bond  ?  Suppose  a  slaver  on  the 
coast  of  Guinea  should  take  on  board  a  gang  of  negroes, 
which  should  contain  persons  of  the  stamp  of  Toussaint 
I'Ouverture  ;  or,  let  us  fancy  under  these  swarthy  masks 
lie  has  a  gang  of  Washingtons  in  chains.  When  they 
arrive  at  Cuba,  will  the  relative  order  of  the  sjjip's  com- 
pany be  the  same  ?  Is  there  nothing  but  rope  and  iron? 
Is  there  no  love,  no  reverence  ?  Is  there  never  a  glimpse 
of  right  in  a  poor  shkve-capUiu's  mind  ;  and  cannot  tliese 
be  supposed  available  to  break,  or  elude,  or  in  any  man- 
ner overmatch,  the  tension  of  an  inch  or  two  of  iron 

Tins  is  a  natural  power,  like  light  and  heat,  and  all 
nature  co-operatea  with  it.  The  reason  why  we  feel  one 
man's  presence,  and  do  not  feel  another's,  is  as  simple  as 
gravity.    Truth  is  the  summit  of  bebg;  justice  is  the 
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ftpplioation  of  it  to  alTMni  All  indiTidunl  n&tares  siuid 
in  a  scale,  according  to  the  puritj  of  tliia  elemeat  in  them. 
The  will  of  the  pure  runs  down  from  tbcm  into  other  na- 
tures, as  water  nuis  down  froni  a  higher  into  a  lower 
vessel.  Tbis  natural  force  ia  no  more  to  be  withstood, 
than  an;  other  natural  force.  We  can  drive  a  stone  up- 
ward loT  a  moment  into  the  air,  but  it  is  yet  true  that  all 
■tones  will  foroTer  lall ;  and  whatever  iustaiices  can  be 
quoted  of  uupanbhed  theft,  or  of  a  lie  which  »omebod; 
credited,  justice  must  prevail,  and  it  ia  the  privilege  of 
truth  to  make  itself  believed.  Charact«r  is  this  moral 
order  seen  through  tlie  medium  of  an  indifidual  nature. 
An  individual  is  an  encloser.  Time  and  spaoe,  liberty 
and  necessitj,  truth  and  thought,  are  lefl;  at  Urge  no 
longer.  Now,  the  universe  is  a  close  or  pound.  All 
things  exist  in  the  man  tinged  with  the  mannera  of  his 
soul.  With  what  qualitj  is  in  him,  lie  infuses  all  nature 
that  he  can  reach ;  uor  does  he  tend  to  lose  himself  in 
rastness,  but,  at  how  long  a  curve  soever,  all  his  regard; 
letum  into  his  own  good  at  last.  He  animates  all  he 
can,  and  he  sees  on!;  what  he  animates.  He  eooloses 
the  world,  as  the  patriot  does  his  oountrj,  as  a  material 
baais  for  his  cljaracter,  and  a  theatre  far  action.  A 
healtlij  soul  stands  united  witb  the  Just  and  the  True, 
aa  tlie  magnet  arranges  itaelf  with  the  pole,  so  that  he 
stands  to  all  beholders  like  a  transparent  object  betwixt 
tliem  and  the  auu,  aud  whoso  joumejs  towards  the  sun 
journeys  towards  that  person.  He  is  thus  the  medium  of 
the  highest  iofiueuce  to  all  who  are  not  on  the  same  level 
Thus,  men  of  character  are  the  conscience  of  the  societj 
to  which  the;  belong. 
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Tlie  natural  measure  of  this  power  ia  the  resistance  of 
careumstances.  Impure  men  consider  life  as  it  is  re- 
flected in  opinions,  events,  and  persons.  Tbe;  cannot 
see  the  action,  until  it  is  done.  Yet  its  moral  element 
pie-existed  in  the  aclor,  and  its  quality  as  right  or 
wrong,  it  was  easy  to  predict.  Everything  in  nature  is 
bipolar,  or  Las  a  positive  aud  negalive  pole.  There  is 
a  male  and  a  female,  a  spirit  and  a  fact,  a  north  and  a 
south.  Spirit  is  the  positive,  the  event  is  llie  negative. 
Will  is  the  north,  action  the  soutli  pole.  Character  may 
be  ranked  as  having  its  natural  place  in  the  north.  It 
shares  the  magnetic  curreuts  of  the  system.  The  feeble 
souls  are  drawn  to  the  south  or  negative  pole.  They 
look  at  the  profit  or  hurt  of  the  action.  They  never 
behold  a  principle  untQ  it  is  lodged  in  a  person.  They 
do  not  wish  to  be  lovely,  but  to  be  loved.  Men  of 
character  like  to  hear  of  their  faults  r  the  other  ckiss  do 
not  like  to  hear  of  faults  ;  they  worship  events ;  secure 
to  them  a  fact,  a  connection,  a  certain  chain  of  circum- 
stances, and  they  will  ask  no  more.  The  hero  sees  that 
the  event  is  ancillary:  it  must  follow  iim.  A  given 
order  of  events  has  no  power  to  secure  to  liim  the  satis- 
faction which  the  imaj^natlon  attaches  to  it;  the  soul  of 
goodness  escapes  from  any  set  of  circumstances,  whilst 
prosperity  belongs  to  a  certain  mind,  and  will  introduce 
that  power  and  victory  which  is  its  natural  fruit,  into  any 
order  of  events.  Nochange  of  circumstances  can  repair 
a  defect  of  character.  We  boast  onr  emancipation  from 
many  superstitions;  but  if  we  have  broken  any  idols,  it 
ia  through  a  transfer  of  the  idolatry.  What  have  I 
gained,  tliat  I  no  longer  immolate  a  hull  to  Jove,  or  to 
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Neptnne,  or  a  monse  to  Hecate ;  that  I  do  not  tremble 
before  tie  Eumenides,  or  the  Catholic  Pu:^torj,  or  the 
CalTuiistic  Judgment-daj,  —  if  I  quake  at  opinion,  the 
public  opinion,  as  we  call  it ;  or  at  the  threat  of  assault, 
or  contumelj,  or  bad  neighhon,  of  porertj,  or  mntila- 
tioD,  or  at  the  ramor  of  rerolntion,  or  of  murder  ?  If  I 
qualce,  irbat  mattera  it  what  I  quake  at  F  Our  proper 
Tioe  takes  form  in  one  or  another  shape,  according  to  the 
sex,  age,  or  temperament  of  the  person,  and,  if  we  ate 
capable  of  fear,  will  readilj  6nd  terrors.  The  covetous- 
ness  OT.the  malignity  which  saddens  me,  when  I  ascribe 
it  to  society,  is  my  own.  I  am  always  environed  by 
myself.  On  the  other  part,  rectitude  is  a  perpetual 
victorj,  celebrated  not  by  cries  of  joy,  but  by  serenity, 
which  is  joy  fixed  or  liabitual.  It  is  disgraceful  to  fly 
to  events  for  confinnation  of  our  truth  and  worth.  The 
capitalist  does  not  run  every  hour  to  the  broker,  to  coin 
his  sdvautages  into  current  money  of  the  realm  ;  he  is 
satisfied  to  read  in  the  quotations  of  the  market,  that  his 
stocks  have  risen.  The  same  transport  which  the  oc- 
eurreuce  of  the  best  events  in  the  best  order  would 
occasion  me,  I  must  learn  to  taste  purer  in  the  percep- 
tion  that  my  position  is  every  hour  meliorated,  and  does 
already  command  those  events  I  desire.  That  exulta- 
tion is  only  to  be  checked  by  the  foresight  of  an  order 
of  things  so  excellent,  as  to  throw  all  our  prosperities 
into  tlie  deepest  shade. 

The  face  which  character  wears  to  me  is  self-sufficing- 
ness.  I  revere  the  person  who  is  riclies ;  so  that  I 
cannot  think  of  him  as  alone,  or  poor,  or  exiled,  or  un- 
happy, or  a  client,  but  as  perpetual  patron,  benefactor. 
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and  beatified  man.  Cbaracter  is  centrality,  tlie  impossi. 
bilitj  of  being  displaced  or  overset.  A  man  sliould  give 
us  B  sense  of  mass.  Sociely  is  frivolous,  and  slireds  its 
daj  into  scraps,  ils  conversation  info  ceremonies  ntid 
escapes.  But  if  I  go  to  see  an  ingenious  man,  I  sliall 
think  myself  poorly  entertained  if  be  give  ine  nimble 
pieces  of  benevolence  and  etiquetle;  rallier  lie  sliall 
stand  stoutly  in  his  place,  and  let  me  apprehend,  if  it 
were  only  his  resistance ;  know  that  I  have  encounlercd 
anew  and  positive  quality;  great  refreshment  for  bolh 
of  us.  It  is  much,  that  be  does  not  accejit  the  con- 
ventional opinions  and  practices.  That  non^conformity 
will  remain  a  goad  and  remembrancer,  and  every  inquirer 
will  have  to  dispose  of  him,  in  the  first  place.  There  is 
notliing  real  or  useful  that  is  not  a  seat  of  war.  Our 
bouses  ring  with  laughter,  and  personal  and  critical 
gossip,  but  it  helps  little.  But  the  uncivil,  unavailable 
man,  wbo  is  a  problem  and  a  threat  to  society,  whom  it 
cannot  let  pass  in  silence,  but  must  elllier  worship  or 
hate,  —  and  to  whom  all  parties  feel  related,  both  the 
leaders  of  opinion,  and  tbe  obscure  and  eccentric, -^ be 
helps;  he  puts  America  and  Europe  m  tbe  wrong,  and 
destroys  tbe  scepticism  wliich  says, '  man  is  a  doll,  let  us 
eat  and  drink,  't  is  tlie  best  we  can  do,'  by  illiiniinating 
tlie  untried  and  unknown.  Acquiescence  in  the  csfab- 
lisbment,  and  appeal  to  tbe  public,  indicate  infirm  failh, 
beads  which  are  not  clnar,  nnd  whicti  must  see  a  house 
built,  before  thej  can  comprehend  the  plan  of  it.  The 
wise  man  not  only  leaves  out  of  his  thought  the  many, 
but  leaves  out  (he  few.  Fountains,  the  self^mnved,  the 
absorbed,  the  commander  because  he  is  commanded,  the 
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assured,  the  primary,  —  they  are  good ;  for  these  an- 
nounce llie  instant  presence  of  supreme  power. 

Our  action  should  rest  mutheinatically  on  our  sub- 
stance. In  nature,  there  are  no  false  valuBtioiis.  A  pound 
of  water  in  the  occau-tenipest  lias  uo  more  gravity  than 
in  a  midsummer  pond.  All  things  work  exactly  accord- 
ing to  their  quality,  and  according  to  their  quantity ; 
attempt  nothing  they  cannot  do,  except  muu  only.  He 
liaa  preteusiou :  he  nishes  and  attenipta  things  beyond 
bis  force.  I  read  in  a  book  of  Eitglisb  tnemoirs,  "  Mr. 
Fox  (afterwards  Lord  Holland)  said,  be  must  have  tbe 
Treasury;  be  had  served  up  to  it,  and  would  have  it." 
Xcnophon  and  bis  Ten  Thousand  were  quite  equal  to 
what  tbeyattenipled,  and  did  it:  so  equal,  that  it  was  not 
suspected  to  be  a  grand  and  inimitable  exploit.  Yet  there 
stands  that  fact  unrepeated,  a  bigli-water  mark  in  military 
history.  Many  have  attempted  it  since,  and  not  been 
equal  to  it.  It  is  only  on  reality,  that  any  power  of  ac- 
tion can  be  based.  No  iiistitiitiou  will  be  better  than  the 
institutor.  I  knew  an  a^iiiable  and  accomplished  person 
who  undertook  a  practical  reform,  yet  I  was  never  able 
to  find  in  bim  the  euterprise  of  love  he  look  in  band.  He 
adopted  it  by  ear  and  by  the  understanding  from  the 
books  he  had  been  reading.  All  his  action  was  feiitative, 
a  piece  of  Ibe  eity  carried  out  into  the  fields,  and  was  (be 
city  still,  and  no  new  fact,  and  could  not  inspire  enthu- 
siasm. Had  there  been  something  latent  in  the  man,  a 
terrible  uudcmonstratcd  genius  agitating  and  embarrass- 
ing his  demeanor,  we  had  watched  for  its  advent.  It  is 
not  enougli  that  the  intellect  should  see  tbe  evils,  and 
their  remedy.     We  shall  still  postpone  our  existence,  nor 
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take  the  ground  to  which  we  are  entitled,  whilst  it  is  onlj 
a  thought,  and  uot  a  spirit  that  incites  us.  We  liave  uot 
jet  served  up  to  it. 

These  are  properties  of  life,  and  another  trait  is  the 
notice  of  incessant  growth.  Men  should  be  inlelligeiit 
and  eaniest.  Tbey  must  also  make  us  feel,  that  tliej  liave 
a  controlling  liappj  future,  o|)eiii[ig  before  them,  whose 
morning  twilights  already  kindle  in  the  passing  hour. 
The  hero  is  misconceived  and  misreported ;  he  cannot 
therefore  wait  to  unravel  an  j  man's  blunders ;  he  is  again 
on  bis  road,  addbg  new  powers  and  honors  to  his  domain, 
and  new  claims  on  jour  heart,  which  will  baukrupt  you, 
if  you  have  loitered  about  the  old  things,  and  have  uot 
kept  your  relation  to  him,  by  adding  to  your  wealth. 
New  actions  are  the  only  apologies  and  explanations  of 
6ld  ones,  which  the  noble  can  bear  to  offer  or  to  I'c- 
ceiTe.  If  your  friend  lia>  displeased  jou,  you  shall  not 
ait  down  to  consider  :t,  for  he  has  already  lost  all  mem- 
ory of  the  passage,  and  has  doubled  his  power  to  serve 
you,  and,  ere  jou  can  rise  up  again,  wdl  burden  you  with 
blessings. 

We  have  no  pleasure  in  thinking  of  a  benevolence  that 
is  only  measured  by  its  works.  Love  is  inexhaustible, 
and  if  its  estate  ia  wasted,  its  granary  emptied,  slill 
cheers  and  enriches,  and  the  man,  tliongh  he  sleep,  seems 
to  purify  tlie  air,  and  his  liouse  to  adorn  the  landscape 
and  strengthen  the  laws.  People  always  recognize  this 
Jiffereuce.  We  know  who  is  benevolent,  by  quite  other 
Lneans  than  the  amount  of  subscription  to  soup-socielies. 
It  is  only  low  merits  that  can  be  enumerated.  Fear, 
when  jour  friends  say  to  jou  what  jou  have  done  well. 
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and  sa;  it  throngli ;  but  when  tlie;  stand  wit.h  uncertain 
timid  looka  of  respect  and  lialf-dislike,  and  must  suspend 
ilieir  judgment  for  years  to  come,  jou  may  begin  to  hope. 
Tlmse  who  live  to  the  future  must  always  appear  selfisli 
to  those  who  live  to  the  present.  Tiierefore  it  was  droll 
in  the  good  Riemer,  who  has  written  memoirs  of  Goeihe, 
to  make  out  a  list  of  liis  dotiationa  aud  good  deeds,  as, 
so  many  huudred  thalers  given  to  Slitling,  to  Hegel,  lo 
Tischbein :  a  lucrative  place  found  for  Professor  Voss,  a 
post  under  the  Grand  Duke  for  Herder,  a  pension  for 
Meyer,  two  professors  recommended  to  foreign  nnjversi- 
ties,  etc.,  etc.  The  longest  list  of  specifications  of  ben- 
efit would  look  very  sliort.  A  man  is  a  poor  creature,  if 
lie  is  to  be  measured  so.  For,  all  these,  of  course,  are 
exceptions ;  and  the  rule  aud  hodiernal  life  of  a  good  man 
is  benefaction.  The  true  charity  of  Goethe  is  to  be  in- 
ferred from  the  account  he  gave  Dr.  Eckermann,  of  tbe 
way  in  whicb  he  had  spent  his  fortune.  "  Eacli  bon-mot 
of  mine  has  cost  a  purse  of  gold.  Half  a  million  of  my 
own  monej,  the  fortune  I  inherited,  my  salary,  and  tbe 
large  income  derived  from  my  writings  for  fifty  yeara 
back,  have  been  expended  to  instruct  me  in  what  I  now 
know.     I  have  besides  seen,"  etc. 

I  own  it  is  but  poor  chat  and  gossip  to  go  to  enumer- 
ate traits  of  this  simple  and  rapid  power,  and  we  are 
painting  the  It^itning  with  charcoal ;  but  iu  these  long 
nights  and  vacalions,  I  like  to  console  myself  so.  Noth- 
ing but  itself  can  copy  it.  A  word  warm  from  the  heart 
enriches  me.  I  surrender  at  discretion.  How  death- 
cold  is  literary  genius  before  this  fire  of  life !  These 
are  the  touches  that  reanimate  my  heavy  soul,  and  give 
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it  ejes  to  pierce  the  dark  of  nature.  I  find,  wliere  I 
thought  myself  poor,  there  was  I  most  ricli.  Thence 
comes  a  new  intellectiial  exultation,  to  he  again  rebuked 
bj  some  nev  exliibition  of  character.  Straage  alterna- 
tion of  attraction  and  repulsion  !  Character  repudiates 
intellect,  jet  excites  it ;  and  character  passes  into  thought, 
is  published  so,  and  then  is  ashamed  before  new  flashes 
of  moral  worth. 

Character  is  nature  in  the  highest  form.  It  is  of  no 
use  to  ape  it,  or  to  contend  with  it.  Somewhat  is  possi- 
ble of  resistance,  and  of  persistence,  and  of  creation,  to 
this  power,  which  will  foil  all  emulation. 

This  masterpiece  is  best  where  no  hands  hut  Nature's 
have  been  bid  on  it.  Care  is  taken  that  the  greatly  des- 
tined shall  slip  up  into'  liEe  in  the  shade,  with  no  thou- 
sand-ejed  Athens  to  watch  and  blazon  evervnew  thought, 
everj  blushing  emotion  of  young  genius.  Two  persona 
lately  —  verj  jonng  children  of  the  most  high  Ciod  — 
have  given  me  occasion  for  thought.  When  I  explored 
the  source  of  their  sanetitj,  and  charm  for  the  imagina- 
tion, it  seemed  as  if  each  answered,  "From  m;  noncon- 
formity ;  I  never  listened  to  jour  people's  hw,  or  to 
what  they  call  thetr  gospel,  and  wasted  my  time.  I  was 
content  with  the  simple  rural  poverty  uf  my  own ;  hence 
this  sweetness:  my  work  never  reminds  you  of  that;  — 
is  pure  of  that."  And  nature  advertises  me  in  such  per- 
sons, that,  in  democratic  America,  she  will  not  be  de- 
mocratized. How  cloistered  and  constitutionally  seques- 
tered from  tlic  market  and  from  scandal !  It  was  only 
tliis  morning,  that  I  sent  away  some  wild  flowers  of 
these  wood^ods.    They  are  a  relief  from  literature,  — 
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these  fresb  draughls  from  the  sonrces  of  tlionprlit  and 
leDtimeut;  as  we  read,  in  an  age  uf  puUali  and  criticism, 
the  first  linea  of  written  prose  and  verse  of  a  natioD. 
How  captivating  is  tlieir  devotion  to  tlieir  favonte  books, 
whether  .fsclijlus,  Dante,  Shakspeare,  or  Scott,  as  feel- 
ing that  they  liave  a  stake  in  that  book :  who  touches 
tliat,  touches  them ;  and  especially  the  total  solitude  of 
'the  critic,  the  Fatmos  of  thought  from  which  he  writes, 
in  uuconsciousness  of  any  ejes  that  sliall  ever  read  this 
writing.  Could  they  dream  on  still,  as  angels,  and  not 
wake  to  comparisons,  and  to  be  flattered  !  Yet  some 
natures  are  too  good  to  be  spoiled  by  praise,  and  wher- 
ever the  vein  of  thought  reaches  down  iuto  the  profound, 
there  is  no  danger  from  vanity.  Solemn  friends  will 
warn  them  of  the  danger  of  the  Itcad's  beicig  turued  by 
the  flourish  of  trumpets,  hut  they  can  afford  to  ainile.  I 
remember  the  IJidignation  of  an  eloquent  Methodist  at 
the  kind  admonitions  of  a  Doctor  of  Divinity,  "  My 
friend,  a  man  can  neither  be  praised  nor  insulted."  But 
fo^ive  the  counsels;  they  are  very  natural.  I  remem- 
ber the  thought  which  occurred  to  me  when  some  in- 
genious and  spiritual  foreigners  came  to  America,  was. 
Have  jou  been  victimized  in  being  brought  hither?  — 
or,  prior  to  that,  answer  me  this,  '  Are  you  victimiz- 
able?' 

As  I  have  said,  Nature  keeps  these  sovereignties  in 
her  own  hands,  and  however  pertly  our  sermons  and  dis- 
ciplines would  divide  some  share  of  credit,  and  teach  that 
tlie  laws  fashion  the  citizen,  she  goes  her  own  gait,  and 
puts  the  wisest  in  the  wrong.  She  makes  very  tight  of 
gospels  and  prophets,  as  one  who  has  a  great  man;  more 
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to  produce,  and  no  excess  of  time  tfl  spare  on  anj  one. 
There  ia  a  class  o!  men,  individuals  of  wlucb  appear  at 
long  intervals,  so  eininenllj  endowed  with  iusiglit  and 
virtue,  tijat  tlie;  have  been  unanimousl;  saluted  as  di- 
viae,  and  who  seem  to  be  an  accumulation  of  tkat  power 
we  consider.  Divine  persons  are  character  born,  or,  to 
borrow  a  phrase  from  Napoleon,  they  are  victor;  oi^au- 
ized.  The;  are  usuall;  received  with  ill-will,  because 
the;  are  new,  and  because  the;  set  a  bound  to  the  exag- 
geration that  boa  been  made  of  the  personality  of  the  last 
divine  person.  Nature  never  rhymes  her  children,  nor 
makes  two  men  alike.  Wlieu  we  see  a  great  man,  we 
faucj  a  resemblance  to  some  historical  person,  and  pre- 
dict the  sequel  of  his  character  and  fortune,  a  result 
wbicli  lie  is  sure  to  disappoint.  None  will  ever  solve 
the  problem  of  his  character  according  to  our  prejudice, 
but  onlj  in  his  own  high  unprecedented  way.  Character 
wants  i-oom ;  must  not  be  crowded  on  by  persons,  nor 
Ik  judged  from  glimpses  got  in  tbe  press  of  adairs  or  oa 
few  occasions.  It  needs  perspective,  as  a  great  building. 
It  may  not,  probably  does  not,  form  relations  rapidly  i 
and  we  should  not  require  rash  explanation,  either  on  the 
popular  ethics,  or  on  our  own,  of  its  action. 

I  look  on  Sculpture  as  history.  I  do  not  think  the 
Apollo  and  tbe  Jove  impossible  in  flesh  and  blood. 
Every  trait  which  the  artist  recorded  in  stone,  he  had 
seen  in  life,  and  better  than  his  copy.  We  have  seen 
many  counterfeits,  but  we  are  bom  believers  in  great 
men.  How  easily  we  read  in  old  books,  when  men  were 
few,  of  tbe  smallest  action  of  tbe  patrjarcha.  We  require 
that  a  man  should  be  so  large  and  columnar  in  the  kud- 
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scape,  tliat  it  should  deserve  to  be  recorded,  tliat  be 
arose,  and  girded  up  his  loins,  and  departed  to  such  a 
place.  The  most  credible  pictures  are  those  of  majestic 
men  vbo  prevailed  at  their  entrance,  and  convinced  the 
senses;  as  happened  to  the  Eastern  maj^an  who  was 
sent  to  test  the  merits  of  Zertuslit  or  Zoroaster.  When 
the  Yuiiani  sage  arrived  at  Balkh,  the  Persians  tell  us, 
Gushtasp  appointed  a  da;  on  which  the  Mobcds  of  every 
country  should  assemble,  and  a  golden  chair  was  placed 
for  tbe  Yunani  sage.  Tlien  the  beloved  of  Yezdam,  tbe 
prophet  Zertusht,  advanced  into  tlie  midst  of  the  assem- 
bly. The  Yunani  sage,  on  seeing  tbat  cliief,  said,  "  Tbis 
form  and  this  gait  canuot  He,  and  nothing  but  truth  ciut 
proceed  from  them."  Plato  said,  it  was  impossible  not 
to  believe  in  the  children  of  the  gods,  "  though  they 
should  speak  without  probable  or  necessary  arguments." 
I  should  thiui  myself  very  unhappy  in  mj  associates,  if 
I  could  not  credit  the  best  things  in  history.  "  Jo)ia 
Bradshaw,"  says  Milton,  "  appears  like  a  coDSul,  from 
■whom  Ihe/aieei  are  not  to  depart  with  the  year ;  so  that 
not  on  the  tribunal  only,  but  throughout  his  life,  you. 
would  regard  him  as  sitting  in  judgment  upon  kings." 
I  find  it  more  creditable,  since  it  is  anterior  information, 
tbat  one  man  should  tnoie  heaven,  as  the  Chinese  say, 
tlian  that  so  many  men  should  know  the  world.  "  The 
Tirtuous  priuce  confronts  the  gods,  without  any  misgiv- 
ing. He  waits  a  liundred  ages  till  a  sage  comes,  and 
does  not  doubt.  He  who  confronts  the  gods  without 
any  misgiving,  knows  heaven ;  he  who  waita  a  hundred 
ages  until  a  sage  comes,  without  doubting,  knows  men. 
Hence  the  virtuous  prince  moves,  and  for  ages  shows 
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empire  the  way."  But  there  is  no  need  to  seek  remote 
examples.  He  is  a  dull  observer  vliose  experieuce  lias 
not  taught  him  the  reality  and  force  of  magic,  as  well  as 
of  cliemistrj.  Tlie  coldest  precision  caiiuot  go  abroad 
witliout  eiieounterliig  inexplicable  ititiueuces.  One  man 
fastens  an  eye  on  iiim,  and  the  graves  of  the  memory 
render  up  their  dead ;  tlie  secrets  that  make  him 
wretciied  either  to  keep  or  to  betray  must  be  yielded ; 
auother,  and  be  cannot  speak,  aud  the  bones  of  bis  body 
seem  to  lose  their  cartilages;  the  entrance  of  a  friend 
adds  grace,  boldness,  and  eloquence  to  him ;  and  tliere 
are  persons  he  cannot  choose  but  remember,  wbo  gave 
a  transcendent  expansion  to  his  thougbt,  and  kindled 
another  Ufe  iu  his  bosom. 

What  is  so  excellent  as  strict  relations  of  amity,  when 
they  spring  from  this  deep  root  ?  Ti)e  sufficient  reply 
to  the  sceptic,  who  doubts  the  power  aud  tbe  furniture 
of  man,  is  in  that  possibility  of  joyful  intereourse  with 
persons,  which  makes  the  faith  and  practice  of  all  rea- 
sonable men.  I  know  nothing  which  Ufe  has  to  offer  so 
satisfying  as  tbe  profound  good  understaudiug,  which  can 
subsist,  after  much  exchauge  of  good  offices,  between 
two  virtuous  men,  each  of  whom  is  sure  of  himself,  and 
sure  of  his  friend.  It  is  a  happiness  wliich  postpones  all 
other  gratifications,  and  makes  politics,  aud  commerce, 
and  ciiurciies,  cheap,  for,  when  men  sliall  meet  as  thej 
ought,  each  a  benefactor,  a  shower  of  stars,  clotbed  with 
tliouffhls,  with  deeds,  with  accomplishments,  it  should  be 
tbe  festival  of  nature  which  all  tilings  announce.  Of 
sucb  friendship,  love  in  the  sexes  is  tbe  Arst  symbol,  as 
all  other  tbings  are  symbols  of  love.    Those  relations 
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to  the  best  men,  whicb,  at  one  time,  we  reckoned  the 
romances  of  youth,  become,  in  tlie  progress  of  t)ie  char- 
acter, the  most  solid  eujojment. 

If  it  were  possible  to  live  in  right  relations  with  men  I 
—  if  we  could  abstain  fiom  asking  au^tbing  of  them, 
from  asking  Iheir  praise,  or  help,  or  pitj,  aod  content  us 
with  compelling  them  through  the  virtue  of  the  eldest 
laws!  Could  we  not  deal  with  a  few  persons,  —  wiiL 
one  person,  —  after  tlie  unwritten  statutes,  aud  make  an 
experiment  of  tlieir  efflcacj  ?  Could  we  not  paj.  our 
friend  the  compliment  of  truth,  of  silence,  of  forbeariagp 
Need  we  be  so  eager  to  seek  him  F  If  we  are  reUted, 
we  shall  meet.  It  was  a  tradition  of  the  aucient  world 
that  no  metamorphosis  could  hide  a  god  from  a  god; 
aud  there  is  a  Greek  verse  which  ruus, 

"  The  Gods  are  to  each  other  not  anknairn." 

Friends  also  follow  the  laws  of  divine  necessity;  thej 
gravitate  to  each  other,  and  caunot  otherwise; 

When  each  the  other  shull  avoid, 
Shall  each  bjf  each  be  most  enjojed. 

Their  relation  is  not  made,  but  allowed.     The  gods  must 

seat  themselves  without  senesclial  in  our  Oljmpus,  and 
as  they  can  install  themselves  by  seniority  divine.  So- 
ciety is  spoiled,  if  pains  are  taken,  if  the  associates  are 
brought  a  mile  to  meet.  And  if  it  be  not  society,  it  is 
a  mischievous,  low,  degrading  jangle,  though  made  up  of 
the  best.  All  the  greatness  of  each  is  kept  back,  and 
every  foible  in  painful  activity,  as  if  the  Olympians 
should  meet  to  eichauge  suulT-boxes. 
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Life  goes  headlong.  We  chase  some  fljing  scheme, 
or  we  are  hunted  bj  some  fear  or  cominaDd  behind  us. 
But  if  suddenly  we  encounter  a  friend,  we  pause;  our 
heal  and  burry  look  foolish  eaougli ;  now  pause,  now 
possession,  is  required,  aud  tlie  power  to  swell  the  mo- 
ment from  the  resources  of  the  heart.  The  moment  is 
all,  in  all  noble  relations. 

A  divine  person  is  the  propliecy  of  the  mind;  a  friend 
is  the  hope  of  the  heart.  Our  beatitude  waits  for  the 
fulfilment  of  these  two  in  one.  The  ages  are  opening 
this  moral  force.  All  force  is  the  sliadow  or  symbol  of 
that.  Poetry  ia  jojful  and  strong,  as  it  draws  its  in- 
spiration thence.  Men  write  their  names  on  the  world, 
as  tbey  are  filled  with  this.  History  has  been  mean ; 
our  nations  have  been  mobs;  we  have  nerer  seen  a 
man :  that  divine  form  we  do  not  yet  know,  but  only 
the  dream  and  prophecy  of  such ;  we  do  not  know  the 
majestic  manners  which  belong  to  him,  which  appease 
and  exalt  the  beholder.  We  shall  one  day  see  that  the 
most  private  is  the  most  public  energy,  that  quality 
atones  for  quantity,  aud  grandeur  of  character  acts  in 
the  dark,  aud  succors  tliem  who  never  saw  it.  What 
greatness  has  yet  appeared,  is  beginnings  and  encourage- 
ments to  us  in  this  direction.  The  history  of  tliose  gods 
and  saints  wliicli  the  world  has  written,  and  tlien  wor- 
shipped, are  documents  of  character.  The  ages  iiave 
exulted  in  the  manners  of  a  youtli  who  owed  nothing  to 
fortune,  and  who  was  lianged  at  the  Tyburn  of  his 
nation,  who,  by  the  pure  quality  of  liis  nature,  abed  an 
,  epic  splendor  around  the  facts  of  liis  death,  which  has 
transfigured  every  particular  into  an  universal  symbol 
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for  the  ejes  of  mankind.  This  great  defeat  is  hitherto 
our  highest  fact.  But  the  mind  requires  a  victor;  to  tha 
seosca,  a  force  of  characl«r  which  will  convert  judge, 
jurj,  soldier,  and  king ;  which  will  rule  animal  and 
mineral  virtues,  and  blend  with  the  courses  of  sap,  of 
rivers,  of  winds,  of  slars,  and  of  moral  agents. 

If  we  cannot  attain  at  a  bound  to  these  grandeurs,  at 
least,  let  us  do  them  homage.  In  society,  high  advan- 
tages are  set  down  to  the  possessor,  as  disadvantages. 
It  requires  the  more  wariness  in  our  private  estimates. 
I  do  not  forgive  in  my  friends  the  failure  to  know  a  fine 
character,  and  to  entertain  it  with  thankful  hospitalitj. 
When,  at  last,  that  which  we  have  always  longed  for,  is 
arrived,  and  shines  on  us  nith  glad  rays  out  of  that  far 
celestial  land,  Ihen  to  be  coarse,  then  to  be  critical,  and 
treat  such  a  visitant  with  the  jabber  and  suspicion  of  the 
streets,  argues  a  vulgarity  that  seems  to  shut  the  doors 
of  heaven.  This  is  confusion,  this  the  right  insanity, 
when  the  soul  no  longer  knows  its  own,  nor  where  its 
allegiance,  its  religion,  are  due.  Is  tliere  an;  religion 
but  this,  to  know,  that,  wlierever  in  the  wide  desert  of 
being,  the  boly  sentimeut  we  cherish  has  opened  into  a. 
flower,  it  blooms  for  me  P  if  none  sees  it,  I  see  it ;  I  am 
aware,  if  I  alone,  of  the  greatness  of  the  fact.  Whilst  it 
blooms,  I  will  keep  sabbath  or  boly  lime,  and  suspend 
my  gloom,  and  mj  folly  and  jokes.  Nature  b  indulged 
by  tbe  presence  of  this  guest.  There  are  many  eyes  that 
can  detect  and  honor  the  prudent  and  household  virtues ; 
there  are  many  that  can  discern  Geniiia  on  his  starry 
track,  though  the  mob  is  incapable  :  but  when  that  love 
which  is  all-sulfering,  all-abstaining,  all-aspiring,  which 
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tias  vowed  to  itself,  that  it  will  be  a  wretch  and  also  a 
fool  in  this  world,  sooner  tliau  soil  its  white  hands  hj 
atij  compliances,  comes  into  our  streets  and  houses,  — 
only  the  pure  and  aspiring  can  Inow  its  (ace,  and  the 
only  compliment  the;  can  paj  it,  is  to  own  it. 
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"  How  near  to  good  ii  what  ia  fkir  I 
'Which  »e  no  Booaer  see. 
But  with  the  tines  and  outward  air 
Our  Bensea  taken  be. 

"Again  jourselves  compose, 
And  now  put  all  the  aptness  on 
Of  Figure,  that  Proportion 

Or  Color  can  disclose ; 
That  if  those  silent  arts  were  lost. 
Design  and  Pirture,  they  might  boast 

From  you  a  newer  ground. 
Instructed  bj  the  heigblening  sense 
Of  dignity  and  reverence 

In  their  tme  motions  found," 

Ben  Jonson. 
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H&u  the  world,  it  is  mi,  knows  not  bow  tbe  otbcr 
half  live.  Our  Exploring  Expedition  saw  the  Feejee- 
Islanders  getting  their  dinner-  off  human  Ijooes ;  and 
they  are  said  to  eat  their  own  wivea  and  children.  The 
husbandrj  of  the  modem  inhabitaotB  of  Goumou  (vest 
of  old  Thebes]  is  philosophical  to  a  fault.  To  aet  up 
their  housekeepiag,  notliiag  is  requisite  but  two  or  three 
eartheu  pots,  a  stone  to  grind  meal,  and  a  mat  which  is 
the  bed.  The  house,  namely,  a  tomb,  is  ready  without 
tent  OF  taxes.  No  rain  can  pass  through  the  roof  and 
there  is  no  door,  for  there  is  no  want  of  one,  as  tliere  is 
nothing  to  lose.  If  tbe  house  do  not  please  them,  they 
■walk  out  and  enter  another,  as  there  are  several  hun- 
dreds at  their  command.  "  It  is  somewhat  singuUr," 
adds  Belzoni,  to  whom  we  owe  this  account,  "  to  talk 
or  happiness  among  people  who  live  in  sepulchres,  among 
the  corpses  and  rags  of  an  ancient  nation  which  thej 
know  nothing  of."  In  the  deserts  of  Borgoo,  the  rock- 
Tibboos  still  dwell  in  caves,  like  cliff^swallows,  and  the 
language  of  these  negroes  is  compared  by  their  neiglrbors 
to  the  shrieking  of  bats,  and  to  tbe  wliistling  of  birds. 
Again,  the  £ornoos  have  no  proper  names;  individuals 
are  called  after  their  heiglit,  thickness,  or  other  occi- 
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dental  quality,  and  hare  njckuanies  merelj.  But  tbe 
salt,  tlie  dates,  the  ivory,  and  the  gold,  fur  which  these 
horrible  re^ons  are  visited.  Gad  tlieir  way  into  countries, 
where  tlie  purchaser  aad  consumer  can  hardly  be  ranked 
in  one  mce  with  these  cannibals  uad  man-stealers ;  coua- 
tries  where  mnu  serves  himself  with  metals,  wood,  stone, 
glasa,  gum,  cotton,  silk,  and  wool ;  honors  himself  with 
archit«cture ;  writes  laws,  aod  contrives  lo  execute  his 
vill  through  the  hands  of  many  nations ;  and,  especially, 
establishes  a  select  society,  running  througliall  the  coun- 
tries of  inUlligeut  men,  a  self-constituted  aristocracy,  or 
fraternity  of  tbe  beat,  which,  witliout  written  law  or  exact 
usage  of  any  kind,  perpetuates  itaelf,  colonizes  every 
uew-plauted  island,  and  adopts  and  makes  its  own  what- 
ever personal  beauty  oi  extraordinary  native  endowmeiit 
anywhere  appears. 

What  fact  more  conspicuous  in  modern  history,  than. 
the  creation  of  the  gentleman?  Chivalry  b  that,  and. 
loyalty  is  that,  and,  in  English  literature,  half  the  drama, 
and  all  the  novels,  from  Sir  Philip  Sidney  to  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  paint  this  6gure.  The  word  gentlemaa,  which, 
like  the  word  Chrulian,  must,  hereafter  characterize  the 
present  and  the  few  preceding  centaries,  by  the  impor- 
tance attached  to  it,  is  a  homage  to  personal  and  iucom- 
municable  properties.  Frivolous  and  fantastic  additions 
have  got  associated  with  tlie  name,  but  the  steady  inter- 
est of  niankiud  in  it  must  be  attributed  to  the  valuable 
propftrties  which  it  designates.  An  element  which  unites 
all  the  most  forcible  persons  of  every  country;  makes 
them  iutelligible  and  agreeable  to  each  other,  and  is 
somewhat  so  precise,  that  it  is  at  once  felt  if  an  iudi- 
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ridnal  lack  the  masonic  sign,  cannot  bo  any  casual 
product,  but  must  be  an  average  result  of  tlie  cbftrtcter 
and  hcultiea  universallj  found  in  men.  It  seems  b  cer- 
tain permanent  average ;  as  tlie  atmosphere  is  a  permo- 
Bent  composition,  wliilst  so  many  gases  are  combined 
onlj  to  be  decompounded.  CoBnae  ilfaut,  \i  the  French- 
man's description  of  good  society,  at  am  must  be.  It  is 
a  spontaneous  fruit  of  talenls  and  feelings  of  precisely 
that  class  nho  have  most  vigor,  who  take  tbe  lead  in  the 
world  of  this  liour,  nod,  thougli  far  from  pure,  far  from 
constituting  the  gladdest  and  highest  tone  of  human 
feeling,  is  as  good  as  the  whole  society  permits  it  to  be. 
It  is  made  of  the  spirit,  more  then  of  the  talent  of  men, 
and  is  a  compound  result,  inla  wliich  every  great  force 
enters  as  an  ingredient,  namely,  virtue,  wit,  beauty, 
wealth,  and  power. 

There  is  something  equivocal  in  all  the  words  in  use 
to  express  the  excellence  of  manners  and  social  cnltivc- 
tion,  because  the  quanlities  are  fluiionol,  and  tiie  last 
effect^s  assumed  by  the  senses  as  the  cause.  The  word 
gentleman  has  not  any  correlative  abstract  to  express  the 
quality.  Gentility  is  mean,  and  geniilesie  is  obsolel«. 
But  we  must  keep  alive  in  the  vernacular  the  distinction 
between  fathio»,  a  word  of  narrow  and  often  sinister 
meaning,  and  the  heroic  cliaracter  which  the  gentleman 
imports.  The  usual  words,  however,  must  be  respected : 
they  will  be  found  to  contain  tjie  root  of  the  matter. 
The  point  of  distinction  in  all  this  claaa  of  names,  as 
courtesy,  chivalry,  fashion,  and  the  like,  is,  that  tbe 
flower  and  fruit,  not  tbe  grain  of  the  tree,  are  contem- 
plated.   It  is  beauty  which  is  the  aim  this  lime,  and  not 
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worth.  The  result  U  dow  in  question,  althougfa  onr 
words  intimate  well  enough  the  popular  feeling,  that  the 
appearance  supposes  a  substaoce.  The  geotleinnu  is  a 
mail  of  truth,  lord  of  his  own  actions,  aiiii  expressing 
that  lordsijip  in  his  behavior,  not  in  anj  mauoer  de- 
peudeut  and  servile  nitlier  on  persons,  or  opiuions,  or 
possessions.  Bejond  this  fact  of  truth  aud  '"eal  force, 
the  word  denotes  good-uature  or  beuevole.uce:  niauhood 
first,  and  then  geutleuess.  The  popular  notion  certainly 
adds  a  condition  of  ease  aod  foituue ;  but  that  is  a  oatu- 
ral  result  of  persoual  force  aud  love,  that  thej  should 
possess  aud  dispense  the  goods  of  the  world.  lu  times 
of  violence,  everj  eniineut  person  must  fall  in  with  muaj 
opportunities  lo  approve  his  stoutness  aud  worth;  there- 
fore ever;  man's  name  that  emerged  at  all  from  the  mass 
iu  the  feudal  ages,  rattles  in  our  ear  like  a  Sourish  of 
trumpets.  But  personal  force  never  goes  out  of  fashion. 
That  is  still  paramount  to-day,  aud,  in  the  moving  crowd 
of  good  society,  the  men  of  valor  and  reality  are  known, 
and  rise  to  their  natural  place.  The  competition  is  trans- 
ferred from  war  to  politics  and  trade,  but  the  personal 
force  appears  readily  enough  in  these  new  arenas. 

Power  first,  or  no  leading  class.  In  politics  aud  in 
trade,  bruisers  and  pirates  are  of  better  promise  than 
talkers  and  clerks.  God  Jluows  that  all  sorts  of  gentle- 
men knock  at  the  door;  but  whenever  used  in  strictness, 
and  with  any  emphasis,  the  name  will  he  found  to  poiut 
at  original  enei^.  It  describes  a  man  standing  in  his 
own  right,  and  working  after  untaught  methods.  In  a 
good  lord,  there  must  first  be  a  good  animal,  at  least  to 
the  extent  of  yielding  the  incomparable  advantage  of 
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wiimal  spirila.  The  ruling  class  must  liave  more,  but 
the;  must  hav^these,  giving  in  every  coinpanj  the  sense 
of  power,  which  makes  things  easjr  to  be  done  which 
daunt  tbe  wise.  The  sociel;  of  the  energetic  class,  in 
tbeir  friendly  and  festive  meetings,  is  full  of  courage,  and 
of  attempts,  which  intimidate  tlie  pale  scbolar.  The 
courage  which  girls  exliibit  is  like  a  battle  of  Lundj's 
Lane,  or  a  sea-fight.  The  intellect  relies  on  memory  to 
make  some  supplies  (o  face  these  extemporaneous  squad- 
rons. But  memory  is  a  base  mendicant  with  basket  and 
badge,  in  the  presence  of  these  sudden  masters.  The 
rulers  of  society  must  be  up  to  the  work  of  the  world, 
and  equal  to  their  versatile  office  \  men  of  the  right 
Cssarian  pattern,  who  have  gieat  range  of  affinity.  I 
am  far  from  believing  the  timid  maxim  of  Lord  Falkland 
("that  for  ceremony  there  must  go  two  to  it;  since 
a  bold  fellow  will  go  through  the  cunuingest  forms  "), 
and  am  of  opinion  that  the  gentleman  is  llic  bold  fellow 
whose  forms  are  not  to  be  broken  through ;  and  only 
that  plenteous  nature  is  rightful  master,  whicli  is  the 
complement  of  whatever  person  it  converses  with.  My 
gentleman  gives  .the  law  where  be  is;  he  will  outpray 
saints  in  chapel,  outgeueral  veterans  in  the  field,  and 
outshine  all  courtesy  in  the  hall.  He  is  good  company 
lor  pirates,  and  good  with  academicians;  so  lliat  it  is 
useless  to  fortify  yourself  against  him;  be  has  the  private 
entrance  to  all  minds,  and  I  could  as  easily  exclude  my- 
self, as  him.  The  famous  gentlemen  of  Asia  and  Europe 
have  been  of  this  strong  type :  Saladin,  Sapor,  the  Cid, 
Julius  Ciesar,  Scipio,  Alexander,  Pericles,  and  the  lordli- 
est personages.    They  sat  very  carelessly  in  their  chairs. 
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•nd  vere  too  excellent  tbemselTes,  to  ralue  anj  conditkni 
at  a  high  nte. 

A  plentiful  fortune  is  reckoned  necessarj,  in  the  pop- 
nhr  jui^ieat,  to  the  completion  of  this  man  of  the 
world ;  uid  it  is  B  material  deputy  vhich  walks  through 
the  dance  which  the  first  iias  led.  Monej  is  not  essen- 
tial, but  this  wide  affinity  is,  which  tnnscends  the  habits 
of  clique  and  caste,  and  makes  itself  felt  bj  men  of  all 
classes.  If  the  aristocrat  is  only  valid  in  fashionable 
circles,  and  not  with  truckmen,  he  will  never  be  a  leader 
in  fashion ;  and  if  the  man  of  the  people  cannot  speak  on 
equal  terms  with  the  gentleman,  so  that  tlie  gentleman 
shall  perceive  that  he  is  already  reallj  of  hia  own  orAa, 
he  is  not  to  be  feared.  Diogenes,  Socrates,  and  Epami- 
nondas  are  gentlemen  of  the  best  blood,  who  liave  diosen 
the  condition  of  porertj,  when  that  of  wealth  was  equally 
open  to  them.  I  nse  these  old  Dames,  but  the  men 
I  speak  of  are  my  contemporaries.  Fortune  will  not 
supply  to  every  generation  one  of  these  weil-appinnted 
kuigbts,  but  every  collection  of  men  furnishes  some  ex- 
ample of  the  class ;  and  the  politics  of  this  country,  and 
the  trade  of  every  town,  are  controlled  by  these  hardy 
and  irresponsible  doers,  who  liave  invention  to  take  the 
lead,  and  a  broad  sympatliy  which  puts  them  in  fellow- 
ship with  crovds,  and  makes  their  action  popular. 

The  manners  of  this  class  are  observed  and  canght 
with  devotion  by  men  of  taste.  The  association  of  these 
masters  with  each  other,  and  with  men  intelligent  of 
their  merits,  is  mutually  agreeable  and  stimulating. 
The  good  forms,  the  happiest  expressions  of  each,  are 
repeated  and  adopted.     By  swift  consent,  everything 
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superfluous  is  dropped,  everything  gTwceful  is  renewed. 
Fine  manners  show  ttiemselves  formidable  to  the  uncul- 
tivated man.  They  are  a  subtler  science  of  defence  to 
parry  and  intimidate ;  but  once  matched  bj  the  skill  of 
tlie  other  party,  they  drop  the  point  of  the  sword,  — 
points  and  fences  disappear,  and  the  youtli  finds  liimself 
in  a  more  transparent  atmosphere,  wherein  life  is  a  leas 
troublesome  game,  and  not  a  misunderstanding  rises 
between  the  players.  Manners  aim  to  facilitate  life,  to 
get  rid  of  impediments,  and  bring  tlie  man  pure  to 
energize.  They  aid  our  dealing  and  conversation,  as  a 
railway  aids  travelling,  by  getting  rid  of  all  avoidable 
obstructions  of  tbe  road,  and  leaving  nothing  to  be  con- 
quered but  pure  space.  Tliese  forms  very  soon  become 
fixed,  and  a  fine  sense  of  propriety  is  cultivated  with  the 
more  tieed,  that  it  becomes  a  badge  of  social  and  civil 
distinctions.  Thus  grows  up  Fashion,  an  equivocal  sem- 
blance, the  moat  puissant,  the  most  fantastic  and  frivo- 
lous, tiie  most  feared  and  followed,  and  which  morals  and 
violence  assault  in  vain. 

Tbere  exists  a  strict  relation  between  the  class  of 
power  and  the  exclusive  and  polished  circles.  The  last 
are  always  tilled  or  filling  from  the  first.  The  strong 
men  usually  give  some  allowance  even  to  tbe  petulances 
of  fashion,  for  that  affinity  they  find  in  it.  Napoleon, 
child  of  the  revolution,  destroyer  of  tlie  old  noblesse, 
never  ceased  to  court  the  Faiiboui^  St.  Germaia :  doubt- 
less with  tbe  feeling,  that  fashion  is  a  bomage  to  men  of 
his  stamp.  FasLion,  though  in  a  strange  way,  represents 
all  manly  virtue.  It  is  virtue  gone  to  seed :  it  is  a  kind 
of  posthumous   honor.     It   does   not   ollen   caress   the 
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great,  but  llie  cliildren  of  tlie  great;  it  is  a  liall  of  the 
Paat.  It  usuallj  sets  its  face  against  tbe  great  of  this 
hour.  Great  men  are  uot  coiiimoiilj  in  its  liulls:  tbey 
are  abseut  in  tbe  field  :  tbey  are  wortiug,  not  trimnpb- 
iug.  Fasliion  is  made  up  of  tbeir  cliililreu ;  of  ibuse 
wbo,  tlirougli  tbe  value  aud  virtue  of  somebody.  Lave  ac- 
quired lustre  to  tlieir  name,  marks  of  distinction,  nieaus 
of  cultivation  and  geuerositj,  and,  in  tbeir  plijsical 
organizution,  a  C3rlaiik  healtb  and  excellence,  wliich 
secures  to  them,  if  not  the  bighest  power  to  work,  yet 
liigb  power  to  eiijoj.  The  class  of  power,  tbe  working 
heroes,  the  Corlez,  tbe  Nelson,  tbe  Napoleon,  see  that 
tbia  is  tbe  festivity  and  peritiauent  celebration  of  such  as 
tbej ;  that  fasliion  is  funded  talent ;  is  Mexico,  Marengo, 
and  Trafalgar  beaten  out  thin  ;  tliat  the  brilliant  names 
of  fasbiou  run  back  to  just  sucb  busy  names  as  their 
own,  fifty  or  sixtj  years  ago.  Tbey  are  the  sowers,  their 
sons  shall  be  the  reapers,  and  lAeir  sons.  In  the  ordiuarj 
course  of  things,  must  yield  the  possession  of  tbe  harvest 
to  new  competitors  with  keener  e^es  aud  stronger  frames. 
The  city  is  recruited  from  tbe  country.  In  tbe  year 
1S05,  it  is  sdd,  every  legitimate  monarch  in  Europe  was 
imbecile.  The  city  would  bave  died  out,  rotted,  and 
exploded,  long  ago,  but  that  it  was  reinforced  from  the 
fields.  It  is  only  country  wbicb  cam^  to  town  day  before 
yesterday,  tbat  is  city  and  court  to-day. 

Aristocracy  and  fashion  are  certain  inevitable  results. 
These  mutual  selections  are  indestructible.  If  they  pro- 
voke anger  iu  the  least  favored  class,  and  the  excluded 
majority  revenge  tbemselves  on  the  excluding  minority, 
by  tbe  strong  hand,  aud  kill  them,  at  once  a  new  class 
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finds  itself  at  the  top,  aa  cerUinlj  as  cream  rises  in  a 
bowl  of  milk:  and  if  the  people  should  lieatroy  class 
after  class,  until  two  men  only  were  left,  oue  of  these 
would  be  the  leader,  and  would  be  inToluatarily  served 
and  copied  by  the  other.  You  may  keep  this  mioority 
out  of  sight  and  out  of  mind,  but  it  is  tenacious  of  life, 
and  is  one  of  the  estates  of  tlie  realm.  I  am  the  more 
struck  with  this  tenacity,  when  1  see  its  work.  It 
respects  the  administration  of  such  uuimporlaut  matters, 
that  we  should  not  look  for  any  durability  in  its  rule. 
We  sometimes  meet  men  under  some  strong  moral  in- 
fluence, as,  a  patriotic,  a  literary,  a  religious  movement, 
and  feel  that  the  moral  sentiment  rules  man  and  nature. 
We  think  all  otiier  distinctions  and  ties  will  be  slight 
and  fugitive,  this  of  caste  or  fashion,  for  example ;  yet 
come  from  year  to  year,  and  see  how  permanent  that  is, 
in  this  Boston  or  New  York  life  of  man,  wliere,  too,  it 
has  not  the  least  couuleiiBnce  from  the  taw  of  tbe  land. 
Not  in  Egypt  or  in  India  a  firmer  or  more  impassable 
line.  Here  are  asaocialions  whose  ties  go  over,  and 
under,  and  through  it,  a  meeting  of  merchants,  a  military 
corps,  a  college  class,  a  firC'Club,  a  professional  assoeia' 
tiou,  a  political,  a  religious  convention;  —  the  persons 
seem  to  draw  inseparably  near ;  yet,  thnt  assembly  once 
dispersed,  its  members  will  not  in  the  year  meet  again. 
Each  returns  to  his  degree  in  the  scule  of  good  society, 
porcelain  remains  porcehiin,  and  earthen  earthen.  Tlie 
objects  of  fashion  may  be  frivolous,  or  fashion  may  be 
objectless,  but  the  nature  of  this  union  and  selection  can 
be  neither  frivolous  nor  accidental.  Each  man's  rank 
in  that  perfect  graduation  depends  on  some  symmetry  in 
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his  stractnre,  or  some  agreement  in  his  stnictura  to  tlw 
ijmnietr;  of  societf.  Its  doors  ni^wt  iuatantaueouslj 
to  a  natural  ekim  of  their  own  kind.  A  natural  gentle- 
Bian  finds  his  waj  in,  and  will  keep  the  oldest  patriciaa 
out,  who  has  lost  his  intrinsic  rank.  Fashion  onder- 
lUnds  itself  1  good-breedbg  and  personal  superiority  of 
whatever  ooantrj  readily  fratemiae  with  those  of  every 
other,  l^e  chiefs  of  savage  tribes  liaye  distinguished 
themselves  in  London  and  Paris,  by  the  parity  of  their 
tonmare. 

To  say  what  good  of  hshion  we  can,  —  it  rests  on  real- 
ity, and  hates  nothing  so  much  as  pretenders  ;  -^  to  ex- 
dude  and  mystify  pretenders,  and  send  tliem  into  ever- 
lasting '  Coventry,'  is  its  delight  We  oonlemn,  in  turn, 
every  other  gift  of  men  of  the  woi^d ;  but  the  habit  even 
in  liLtie  and  the  least  niatters,  of  not  appealing  to  any  but 
our  own  sense  of  propriety,  constitutes  the  foandatioQ  of 
all  diifalry.  There  is  almost  no  kind  of  self-reliance,  so 
it  be  sane  and  proportioned,  which  fashion  does  not  ocoa- 
aionally  adopt,  and  gire  it  the  freedom  of  its  saloons.  A 
sainted  soul  is  always  elegant,  and,  if  it  will,  passes  un- 
clialleaged  into  the  most  guarded  ring.  But  so  will  Jock 
the  teamster  pass,  in  some  crisis  that  brings  him  thither, 
and  find  Eavor,  as  long  as  his  head  is  not  giddy  with  the 
new  oircumatauce,  and  the  iron  shoes  do  not  wish  to 
dance  in  waltzes  and  cotillons.  For  there  is  nothing 
settled  in  manners,  but  the  laws  of  behavior  yield  to  the 
energy  of  the  individual.  Tlie  maiden  at  her  first  ball,  the 
countryman  at  a  city  dimier,  believes  that  there  is  a  ritual 
according  to  whicli  every  act  and  compliment  mnst  be 
performed,  or  the  failing  party  must  be  cast  out  of  this 


Digiiis^bvCooglc 


HAKMEB3.  Ill 

L&ter,  they  learn  tliat  good  sense  and  charac- 
ter make  their  own  fonns  every  moment,  and  speak  or 
abstain,  take  wine  or  refuse  it,  stay  or  go,  sit  iu  a  chair 
or  sprawl  with  children  on  the  floor,  or  staud  on  their 
head,  or  what  else  soever,  in  a  new  and  aborigina]  way ; 
and  that  strong  will  is  always  in  fasliioo,  let  who  will  be 
uufashionable.  All  that  fashion  demands  is  composure, 
and  BelC-«oateiit.  A  circle  of  men  perfectly  well-bred 
would  be  a  company  of  sensible  persons,  in  which  every 
man's  native  manners  and  character  appeared.  If  the 
fashionist  have  not  this  quality,  he  is  nothing.  We  are 
such  lovers  of  self-reliance,  that  we  excuse  in  a  man 
many  sins,  if  he  will  ibow  us  a  complete  satisfaction  iu 
bis  position,  which  asks  no  leave  to  be,  of  mine,  or  Buy 
man's  good  opinion.  But  any  deference  to  some  eminent 
man  or  woman  of  the  world  forfeits  all  privilege  of  nobil- 
ity. He  is  an  onderling;  1  have  notliing  to  do  with  bun; 
I  will  speak  with  his  master.  A  man  should  not  go 
where  he  cannot  carry  his  whole  sphere  or  society  with 
him,  —  not  bodily,  the  whole  circle  of  his  friends,  but 
atmospherically.  He  should  preserve  in  a  new  company 
the  same  attitude  of  mind  and  reality  of  relation,  which 
bis  daily  associates  draw  bim  to,  else  he  is  shorn  of  his 
best  beams,  and  will  be  an  orphan  in  the  merriest  club. 
"  If  you  could  see  Vich  Ian  Vohr  with  his  tail  on !  — " 
But  Vich  Ian  Vohr  must  always  carry  hb  belongings  in 
some  fashion,  if  not  added  as  honor,  then  severed  as  dis- 
grace. 

'Hiere  will  always  be  in  society  certain  persons  who  are 
»  of  its  approbation,  and  whose  glance  will  at  any 

e  delermine  for  the  curious  their  standing  in  the  worid. 
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I'bese  are  the  chamberlains  of  tlie  leaser  goda.  Accept 
tlieir  coldness  aa  au  onieii  of  grace  witli  the  loftier  deities, 
aiid  allow  tlieiii  all  tlieir  privilege.  They  are  clear  iu 
their  office,  nor  could  thej  be  llius  forniidable.'williout 
tlieir  own  merits.  But  do  not  measure  Ihe  importance 
of  this  class  by  llieir  preleusion,  or  imagine  that  a  fop 
can  be  the  dispenser  of  honor  aud  shame.  They  pass 
also  at  their  just  rate ;  for  Low  cau  they  otherwise,  in  cir- 
cles which  exist  as  a  sort  of  herald's  office  for  the  siftuig 
of  character  ? 

Aa  the  first  thbg  man  requires  of  inaik  is  reality,  so, 
that  appears  in  all  the  forms  of  society.  We  pointedly, 
and  by  name,  introduce  the  parties  to  each  other.  Know 
you  before  all  heaveik  and  earth,  that  this  ia  Andrew,  aud 
this  is  Gregory;  they  look  each  other  in  the  eye;  they 
grasp  each  other's  liaod,  to  identify  and  signaliM  each 
other.  It  is  a  great  satbfaction.  A  genlleman  never 
dodges ;  his  eyes  look  straight  forward,  and  lie  assures 
the  other  party,  first  of  all,  that  he  has  been  met.  For 
what  is  it  that  we  seek,  in  so  many  visits  and  hospitali- 
ties? Is  it  your  draperies,  pictures,  and  decorations? 
Or,  do  we  not  insatiably  ask,  Was  a  man  m  the  house? 
I  may  easily  go  into  a  great  household  where  there  b 
much  substance,  excellent  provision  for  comfort,  luxury, 
and  taste,  and  yet  not  encounter  there  any  AmphitryoD, 
who  shall  subordinate  these  appendages,  I  may  go  into 
a  cottage,  and  find  a  farmer  who  feels  that  be  is  the  man 
I  have  come  to  see,  and  fronts  me  accordingly.  It  was 
therefore  a  very  natural  point  of  old  feudal  etiquette,  that 
a  gentleman  who  received  a  visit,  though  it  were  of  his 
sovereign,  should  not  leave  his  roof,  but  should  wait  his 
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arrivBl  at  the  door  of  liis  house.  No  liouae,  tbough  it 
were  Ibe  Tuileries,  or  tlie  Escui-jhI,  is  good  for  aii}lliiiig 
without  a  master.  Aud  jel  we  are  not  ofleu  graliiied  by 
this  hospitality.  Everybody  we  know  surrouuds  himself 
vilh  a  fine  liouse,  fine  books,  conservatory,  gardens,  equi- 
page, and  all  iiianuer  of  toys,  as  screens  to  interpose  be- 
tween liimself  and  his  guest.  Does  it  not  seem  as  if  mun 
was  of  B  very  sly,  elusive  nature,  and  dveaded  notliing  so 
mucl)  as  a  full  rencontre  front  to  front  with  bis  felloiv  P 
It  were  uuniercjftil,  I  know,  quite  to  abolish  the  use  of 
these  screens,  whicli  are  of  eminent  conveiiieiiee,  whether 
the  guest  is  too  great,  or  too  little.  We  call  together 
mauy  friends  who  keep  each  other  in  play,  or,  by  luxu- 
ries and  ornaments  we  amuse  the  young  people,  and 
guard  our  retirement.  Or  if,  perchance,  a  searehiug 
realist  comes  to  our  gate,  before  whose  eye  we  have  no 
care  to  stand,  llieu  again  we  run  to  our  curtain,  and  bide 
ourselves  as  Adam  at  the  voice  of  the  Lord  God  in  the 
garden.  Cardinal  Capmra,  the  Pope's  legate  at  Paris, 
defended  himself  from  the  glances  of  Napoleon,  by  an 
immense  pair  of  green  spectacles.  Napoleon  remarked 
them,  and  speedily  managed  to  rally  them  off;  and  yet. 
Napoleon,  in  his  turn,  whs  not  great  enough,  with  eight 
hundred  thousand  troops  at  Ills  back,  to  face  a  pair  of 
freeborn  eyes,  but  fenced  himself  with  etiquette,  and 
within  triple  barriers  of  reserve;  and,  as  all  tiie  world 
knows  from  Madame  de  Stael,  was  wont,  when  he  found 
himself  observed,  to  discharge  bis  face  of  all  expression. 
But  emperors  and  rich  men  are  by  no  means  the  most 
skilful  masters  of  good  manners.  No  rent-roll  nor  army- 
list  can  dignify  skulking  and  dissimulation ;  and  the  first 
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point  to  coartnaj  most  alwajs  be  truth,  as  nallj  all  ths 
forms  of  good-breeding  point  tliat  wa;. 

I  have  just  been  reading,  in  Mr.  Hozhtt's  translatioii, 
Montaigne's  account  of  bis  joumej  into  It«lj,  and  am 
struck  with  nothing  more  agreeablj  thau  the  self-Tespect- 
ing  fashions  of  the  time.  His  arrival  in  each  place,  the 
arrival  of  a  gentleman  of  France,  is  an  event  of  some 
consequence.  Wherever  he  goes,  he  pays  a  visit  to 
whatever  prince  or  gentleman  of  note  resides  upon  his 
road,  as  a  duty  to  himself  and  to  civilization.  When  he 
leaves  any  house  in  which  he  has  lodged  for  a  tew  weeks, 
he  causes  his  arms  to  be  painted  and  iiung  up  as  a  per- 
petual sign  to  the  house,  as  was  the  custom  of  gentle- 

The  compliment  of  tliis  graceful  self-respect,  and  that 
of  all  the  points  of  good-breeding  I  most  require  and 
insist  upon,  is  deference.  I  like  that  every  chair  should 
be  a  throne,  and  bold  a  king.  I  prefer  a  tendency  to 
stateliness,  to  an  excess  of  fellowship.  Let  the  incom- 
municable objects  of  nature  and  the  metaphysical  isola- 
tion of  man  teach  us  independence.  Let  us  not  be  too 
much  acquainted.  I  would  have  a  man  enter  his  house 
through  a  hall  filled  with  heroic  and  sacred  sculptures, 
that  he  might  not  want  the  hint  of  tranquillity  and  self- 
poise.  We  should  meet  each  morning  as  from  foreign 
countries,  and  spending  the  day  together,  should  depart 
at  night,  as  into  foreign  countries.  In  all  things  I  would 
have  the  iitland  of  a  man  iuviolate.  Let  us  sit  apart  as 
the  gods,  talking  from  peak  to  peak  all  amund  Olympus. 
No  degree  of  affection  need  invade  this  religion.  This  is 
myrrh  and  rosemary  to  keep  the  otber  sweet.     Lovers 
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Bliould  guard  their  straogeQess.  If  thej  forgive  too 
mucli,  all  slides  iuto  coafHsion  nad  meanness.  It  is  eiisj 
to  push  this  dercrence  to  a  CLinese  etiquette  ;  but  cool- 
ness and  absence  of  lieat  and  haste  indicHte  iioe  qualities. 
A  gentleman  makes  no  noise ;  a  ladj  is  serene.  Propor- 
tionate is  our  disgust  at  tliose  invaders  who  fill  a  sludious 
house  with  blast  and  running,  to  secure  some  paltrj  con- 
Tenience.  Not  less  I  dislike  a  Ion  sympathj  of  eat^ 
wilh  his  neighbor's  needs.  Must  we  liave  a  good  under- 
standing with  one  another's  palates?  as  foolish  people 
vho  have  lived  long  together  know  when  eacli  wants  salt 
or  sugar.  I  praj  m;  companion,  if  he  wisbes  for  bread, 
to  ask  me  for  bread,  and  if  he  wishes  for  sassafras  or 
arsenic,  to  ask  me  for  them,  and  not  to  bold  out  his  plate 
as  if  I  knew  already.  Everj  nataral  function  can  be 
dignified  b;  deliberation  and  privacy.  Let  us  leave 
hurry  to  slaves.  The  compliments  and  ceremonies  of 
our  breeding  should  recall,  however  remotely,  the  gran- 
deur of  our  destiny. 

The  fiower  of  courtesy  does  not  very  well  bide  hand- 
ling, but  if  we  dare  to  open  another  leaf,  and  explore 
wlmt  parts  go  to  its  conformation,  we  shall  find  also  an 
intellectual  qualify.  To  the  leaders  of  men,  the  brain  as 
well  as  the  flesh  and  the  heart  must  furnish  a  proportion- 
Defect  in  manners  is  usually  the  defect  of  Bne  percep- 
tions. Men  are  too  coarsely  made  for  the  delicacy  of 
beautiful  carriage  and  customs.  It  is  not  quite  suffi. 
cient  to  good -breeding,  a  union  of  kindness  and  indepen- 
dence. We  imperatively  require  a  perception  of,  and  a 
homage  to,  beauty  in  our  companions.  Other  virtues  are 
in  request  in  the  field  and  work-yard,  but  a  certain  degree 
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of  taste  is  Dot  to  be  spared  in  tliose  we  sit  vith.  I 
eould  better  eat  with  one  wLo  did  out  respect  the  truth 
or  the  laws,  than  with  a  sloven  and  unpresentable  per- 
son. Uoral  qualities  rule  the  world,  but  at  short  dis- 
tances the  senses  are  despotic.  The  same  discrimination 
of  fit  and  lair  runs  out,  if  with  less  rigor,  into  all  parts  of 
life.  The  average  spirit  of  the  enei^tic  class  is  good 
sense,  acting  under  certain  limitations  and  to  certaia 
ends.  It  entertains  everj  natural  gift.  Social  in  ita 
nature,  it  respects  everything  which  tends  to  unite  mea. 
It  delights  in  measure.  The  love  of  beautj  is  mainlj  the 
love  of  measure  or  proportion.  The  person  who  screams, 
or  uses  the  superlative  degree,  or  converses  with  boat,  is 
quickly  left  alone.  If  you  wish  to  be  loved,  love  meas- 
ure. You  must  have  genius,  or  a  prodigious  usefulness, 
if  you  will  hide  the  want  of  measure.  This  perception 
comes  in  to  polish  and  perfect  the  parts  of  the  social 
instrument.  Society  will  pardon  much  to  frenjus  and 
special  gifts,  but,  being  in  ils  nature  a  convention,  it 
loves  what  is  eonventioual,  or  what  belongs  to  coming 
ti^ther.  That  makes  tlie  good  and  bad  of  manners, 
namely,  what  helps  or  liiiiders  fellowship.  For,  fashion  is 
not  good  sense  absolute,  but  relative ;  not  good  sense 
private,  but  good  sense  entertaining  company.  It  hates 
comeia  and  sharp  points  of  clukracLer,  hates  quarrelsome, 
egotistical,  solitary,  and  gloomy  people;  hales  whatever 
can  interfere  with  total  blending  of  parties ;  whilst  it 
values  all  peculiarities  as  in  the  highest  degree  refresh- 
ing, which  can  consist  with  good  fellowship.  And 
besides  the  general  infusion  of  wit  to  heighten  civility, 
the  direct  splendor  of  iutelleotual  power  is  ever  welcome 
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in  fine  society  as  the  costliest  condition  to  its  rule  and  its 
credit. 

Tlie  dry  light  must  sliine  in  to  adorn  our  festival,  but 
it  must  be  tempered  and  aliaded,  or  tLat  will  also  ofiend. 
Accuracy  is  essential  to  tieauty,  and  quick  perceptions  to 
politeness,  but  not  too  quick  perceptions.  One  may  be 
too  punctual  and  too  precise.  He  must  leave  the  om- 
niscience of  business  at  the  door,  vlien  he  comes  into 
the  palace  of  beauty.  Society  loves  Creole  natures,  and 
sleepy,  languishing  manners,  so  that  they  cover  sense, 
gi'ace,  and  good-will  -.  ihe  air  of  drowsy  streuglh,  wliich 
disarms  criticism ;  perhaps,  because  sucli  a  person  seems 
to  reserve  himself  fur  the  best  of  the  game,  and  not 
spend  himself  on  surfaces;  an  ignoriug  eye,  which  does 
not  see  the  annoyances,  shifts,  and  incouTeniences,  tliat 
cloud  the  brow  and  smother  the  voice  of  the  sensitive. 

Therefore,  beside  persounl  force  and  so  much  percep- 
tion as  coiistitotes  unerring  taste,  society  demands  in  ifs 
patrician  class  another  clement  already  inlimated,  which 
it  significantly  terms  good-nature,  expressing  all  degrees 
of  generosity,  from  the  lowest  willingness  and  faculty  to 
oblige,  up  to  the  heights  of  magnanimity  and  love.  lusiglit 
ire  must  have,  or  we  shall  run  agaijist  one  another,  and 
miss  tbe  way  to  our  food;  but  intellect  is  selRsh  and 
barren.  The  secret  of  success  ia  society  is  a  certain 
heartiness  acid  sympathy.  A  uiau  who  is  not  happy  in 
the  company,  cannot  find  any  word  in  his  memory  tliat 
Till  fit  the  occasiop.  All  his  information  is  a  little  im- 
pertinent. A  man  who  is  happy  there,  finds  in  every 
turn  of  the  conversation  equally  lucky  occasions  for  the 
introduction  of  that  which  he  bas  to  say.    The  favorites 


D.,:.ii6.jbvC00gle 


118  HANHEKS. 

of  societj,  and  vbot  it  calls  lekole  toali,  are  able  men, 
and  uf  more  spirit  tlian  wit,  who  have  uo  uncomfortable 
egotism,  but  who  exactlj  fill  the  hoor  and  the  company, 
CODtented  and  contenting,  at  a  marriage  or  a  funeral,  a 
ball  or  a  jury,  a  water-part;  or  a  shoo  ting- match.  Eng- 
land, which  is  rich  in  gentlemen,  furnished,  in  the  begia- 
SJng  of  the  present  century,  a  good  model  of  that  geiiias 
vhicli  the  world  loves,  iti  Mr.  Fox,  who  added  to  hia 
great  abilities  the  most  social  disposition,  and  real  love 
of  men.  Parliamentary  history  has  few  better  passages 
tliau  Ibe  debate,  in  which  Burke  and  Fox  separated  in 
tlie  House  of  Commons;  when  Vox  urged  on  his  old 
friend  tiie  claims  of  old  friendsliip  with  such  tenderness, 
that  the  house  was  moved  to  tears.  Another  anecdote  ia 
so  close  to  my  matter,  tliat  I  must  hazard  the  story.  A 
tradesman  who  had  long  dunned  him  for  a  note  of  three 
hundred  guineas,  found  Llm  one  day  counting  gold,  and 
demanded  payment.  "No,"  said  Fox,  "1  owe  this 
money  to  Sheridan :  it  is  a  debt  of  honor :  if  an  aocident 
should  happen  to  me,  he  has  nothing  to  show."  "Then," 
said  tbe  creditor,  "I  change  my  debt  into  a  debt  <A 
honor,*'  and  tore  the  note  in  pieces.  Fox  tliaoked  tlte 
man  (or  his  confidence,  and  paid  him,  saying,  "  his  debt 
was  of  older  standing,  and  Sheridan  must  wait."  Lover 
of  liberty,  friend  of  the  Hindoo,  friend  of  (he  African 
slave,  he  possessed  a  great  personal  popularity ;  and 
Napoleon  said  of  him  on  the  occasion  of  his  visit  to 
Paria,  in  1305,  "  Mr.  Fox  will  always  hold  the  first  place 
in  an  assembly  at  the  Tuileries," 

We  may  easily  seem  ridiculous  in  our  eulogy  of  cour- 
tesy, whenever  we  insist  on  benevolence  as  its  founda- 
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tjon.  The  punted  pLantasm  Fasliion  rises  to  cast  ft 
species  of  derision  on  what  we  saj.  But  I  vill  iieither 
be  driven  from  some  allowance  to  Faabion  as  a  symbolic 
iostitutioD,  nor  from  the  belief  tliat  love  is  tlic  basis  of 
courtesj.  We  must  obtain  that,  if  we  can ;  but  bj  all 
means  ve  must  affirm  thit.  Life  owes  mncli  of  its  spirit 
to  tliese  sljarp  contrasts,  Fasliion  wliich  affects  to  be 
honor,  is  ofteu,  in  all  men's  experience,  onl;  a  ball-room 
code.  Ye(,  so  long  as  it  is  the  higlKst  circle,  iii  tbe 
imaginattoii  of  Ibe.  best  heads  oil  tlie  planet,  tliere  is 
sometbing  necessary  and  excellent  in  it ;  for  it  is  not  to 
be  supposed  that  men  have  agreed  to  be  tbe  dupes  of 
ujjthing  preposterous;  and  the  respect  which  these 
mysteries  inspire  in  the  most  rude  and  sylvan  cbaractera, 
luid  tbe  curiosity  with  which  details  of  ijigh  life  are  read, 
betray  the  universality  of  tbe  love  of  cultivated  manners. 
I  know  that  a  comic  disparity  would  be  felt,  if  we  sliould 
enter  the  acknowledged  "  first  circles,"  and  apply  Ibese 
terrific  standards  of  justice,  beauty,  and  benefit  to  tlie 
individoals  actually  found  tliere.  Mouarchs  and  lieroes, 
sages  and  lovers,  these  gallants  are  not.  Fashion  has 
many  classes  and  many  rules  of  probation  and  admission ; 
and  not  the  best  alone.  There  b  not  only  the  right  of 
conquest,  wliich  genius  pretends,  —  tbe  individual,  de- 
monstrating his  natural  aristocracy  best  of  the  best; — but 
less  cUimswill  pass  for  tbe  time;  for  Fashion  loves  lions, 
and  points,  like  Circe,  to  her  horned  company.  This 
gentleman  is  this  afternoon  arrived  from  Denmnrk;  and 
that  is  my  Lord  Ride,  who  came  yesterday  from  Bagdat; 
bere  is  Captain  Friese,  from  Cape  Turnagain ;  and  Cap- 
tain Symmes,  from  the  interior  of  the  earth ;  and  Uon.- 
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sieur  JoTaire,  wlio  came  down  tliis  morning  iu  a  balloon ; 
Mr.  Hobnail,  the  reformer ;  and  Reverend  Jul  Bat,  tLo 
bas  courerted  tlie  whole  torrid  zone  in  Uis  Suiida;  school; 
Bud  Sigiior  Torre  del  Greco,  wlio  eitiiiguislied  Vesuvius 
b;  pouring  into  it  tlie  Baj  of  Naples ;  Spalii,  the  Persian, 
anibassador;  aud  Tul  Wil  Sliau,  the  exiled  nabob  of 
Nepauj,  whose  saddle  is  the  new  moon.  —  But  these  are 
monsters  of  one  day,  and  to-morrow  will  be  dismissed  to 
their  holes  and  dens;  for,  in  these  rooms,  everj  chair  is 
waited  for.  The  artist,  the  scholar,  aud  in  general,  the 
clerisj,  wins  iU  waj  up  into  these  places,  aud  gets 
represented  here,  somewhat  on  this  footing  of  conquest. 
Another  mode  is  to  pass  through  all  the  degrees,  spend- 
ing a  year  and  a  daj  in  St.  Michael's  Square,  being 
steeped  in  Cologne- water,  and  perfumed,  and  dined,  aud 
introduced,  and  properly  grounded  in  all  the  biography, 
aud  politics,  aud  anecdotes  of  the  boudoirs. 

Yet  these  fineries  ma;  have  grace  and  wit.  Let  there 
be  grotesque  sculpture  about  the  gates  and  offices  of 
temples.  Let  the  creed  aud  commandments  even  have 
the  saucy  homage  of  parody.  The  forms  of  politeness 
universally  express  benevolence  in  superlative  degrees. 
Wliat  if  they  are  in  tlie  mouths  of  selGsb  men,  aud  used 
as  means  of  selfishness  ?  What  if  the  false  gentleman 
almost  bows  the  true  out  of  the  world  ?  What  if  the 
false  gentleman  contrives  so  to  address  his  companion,  as 
civilly  to  exclude  all  others  from  bis  discourse,  and  also 
to  make  them  feel  eicluded  f  It«at  service  will  not  lose 
its  nobleness.  All  generosity  is  not  merely  French  and 
sentimental ;  nor  is  it  to  be  concealed,  that  living  blood 
aud  a  passion  of  kindness  does  at  last  distiuguish  Gud's 
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gentleman  from  Fashion's.  The  epitaph  of  Sir  Jenkiu 
Grout  is  not  wholl;  uniutetligible  to  the  present  age. 
"  Here  lies  Sir  Jenkiu  Grout,  wbo  loved  Lis  friend,  and 
persuaded  tiis  enemy  :  wliat  liis  moutb  at«,  Uia  baud  paid 
for :  what  Uia  servants  rubbed,  iie  restored :  if  a  woman 
gave  bim  pleasure,  Le  supported  ber  in  pain :  be  never  s 
forgot  bis  children  :  and  wlioso  touched  his  finger,  drew 
after  it  bis  whole  body,"  Even  the  line  of  heroes  is  not 
utterly  eitiuct.  There  is  still  ever  some  admir^le  person 
in  plain  clothes,  standing  ou  the  wharf,  who  jumps  in  to 
reseue  a  drowning  man;  there  is  still  some  absurd  in- 
ventor of  charities ;  some  guide  aod  comforter  of  runaway 
slaves  i  some  friend  of  Poland ;  some  Fhllbellene ;  some 
fanatic  who  plants  shade  trees  for  the  second  and  third 
generation,  and  orchards  when  he  is  grown  old ;  some 
well-eoncealed  piety ;  some  just  man  happy  in  an  ill- 
fame;  some  joulh  asliamcd  of  the  favors  of  fortune,  and 
impatiently  casting  tliem  ou  other  shoulders.  And  these 
are  the  centres  of  society,  on  which  it  returns  for  fresh 
impulses.  These  are  tlie  creators  of  Fashion,  which  is 
an  attempt  to  organize  beauty  of  behavior.  Tlie  beauti- 
ful and  the  generous  are,  in  tlje  theory,  the  doctors  and 
apostles  of  this  churcli :  Scipio,  and  the  Cid,  and  Sir 
Piiilip  Sidney,  and  Wosbingtoii,  and  every  pure  and 
valiant  heart,  who  worshipped  Beauty  by  word  and  by 
deed.  The  persons  who  constitute  the  natural  aristoc- 
racy, are  not  found  in  the  actual  aristocracy,  or,  only  on 
its  edge ;  as  the  chemical  energy  of  the  spectrum  is  found 
to  be  greatest  just  outside  of  the  spectrum.  Yet  that 
is  the  iuGcniity  of  the  seneschals,  who  do  not  know  their 
sovereign,  when  he  appears.    Tlie  theory  of  society  sup* 
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posea  tlie  existence  and  sovereigntj  of  these.    It  diTutea 
ah,r  off  their  coming.    It  says  with  Uie  elder  gods,  — 

"  As  Hnven  and  Earth  are  Tairer  (ar 
Than  Chaos  and  blank  Darknesa,  though  onrc  chleis ; 
And  as  we  Ao-K  beyoDd  tbat  Heaven  and  Eirth, 
In  form  and  shape  eompact  and  beautirul; 
So,  on  our  heels  a  fresh  perfection  tread)  -, 
A  power,  more  strong  in  beauty,  born  of  a». 
And  fated  to  ejcel  U9,  as  we  paaa 
In  |(1ory  thai  old  Darkness  : 

for,  't  is  Ihe  eternal  law, 

That  first  in  beaoly  aball  be  first  in  mi^ht" 

Therefore,  within  the  ethnical  circle  of  good  sodety, 
there  is  a  narrower  and  higher  circle,  concentration  of  its 
light,  and  flower  of  courtesy,  to  which  there  is  always  a 
tacit  appeal  of  pride  and  refereuce,  as  to  its  inner  and 
imperial  court,  the  parliament  of  love  and  chivalry.  And 
Ibia  is  constituted  of  those  persons  in  whom  heroic  dis- 
positions are  native,  with  the  love  of  beauty,  the  delight 
in  society,  and  the  power  to  embellish  the  passing  day. 
If  the  individuals  who  compose  the  purest  circles  of  aris- 
tocracy in  Europe,  the  guarded  blood  of  centuries,  should 
pass  in  review,  in  sucb  manner  as  tliat  we  conld,  at  leis- 
ure and  critically  inspect  their  beliavior,  we  might  find 
no  gentleman,  and  no  lady ;  for,  although  excellent  speci- 
mens of  courtesy  and  high-breeding  would  gratify  us  in 
the  assemblage,  in  the  particulars  we  should  detect  of- 
fence. Because,  elegance  comes  of  no  breeding,  but  of 
biKh.  There  must  be  romance  of  character,  or  the  most 
&stidious  exclusion  of  impeitiueuoes  will  not  avail.    It 
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must  be  genius  wUcb  takes  that  direction :  it  mnst  he 
not  courteous,  but  courtesy.  Higli  beliavior  is  as  rare 
in  fiction  as  it  is  in  fact,  Scott  is  praised  for  tbe  fidelity 
vitli  which  he  paiuted  the  demeanor  and  conversation  of 
the  superior  classes.  Certainlj,  kings  and  queens,  nobles 
and  great  ladies,  liad  some  riglit  to  complain  of  the  ab- 
surdity that  had  been  put  in  tbeir  mouths,  before  the 
days  of  Waverley;  but  neither  does  Scott's  dialogue 
bear  criticiam.  His  lorda  brare  each  other  in  smart  epi- 
grammatic speeches,  but  the  dialogue  ia  in  costume,  and 
does  not  please  oa  the  second  reading :  it  is  not  warm 
vitb  life.  In  Sliakspcare  alone,  the  speakers  do  not 
strut  and  bridle,  the  dialogue  is  easily  great,  and  he  adds 
to  ao  many  titles  that  of  being  the  best-bred  man  in  Eng. 
land,  and  in  Christendom.  Once  or  twice  in  a  lifetime 
we  are  permitted  to  enjoy  the  charm  of  noble  manuera, 
in  the  presence  of  a  man  or  woman  who  have  no  bar  in 
their  nature,  but  whose  character  emanates  freely  in  their 
word  and  gesture.  A  beautiful  form  is  better  than  a 
beautiful  face ;  a  beautiful  behavior  is  better  than  a  beau- 
tiful form  :  it  gives  a  higher  pleasure  than  statues  or  pic- 
tures ;  it  is  the  finest  of  the  fine  arts.  A  man  is  but  a 
little  thing  in  the  midst  of  the  objects  of  nature,  yet,  by 
the  moral  quality  radiating  from  his  countenance,  he  may 
abolish  all  considerations  of  magnitude,  and  in  his  man- 
ners equal  tlie  majesty  of  the  world.  I  have  seen  an  in- 
dividual, whose  manners,  though  wholly  within  the  con- 
ventions of  elegant  society,  were  never  learned  there, 
but  were  original  and  commanding,  and  held  out  protec- 
tion and  prosperity;  one  who  did  not  need  the  aid  of 
a  court-suit,  but  carried  the  holiday  in  bis  eye;  who 
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exhilarated  the  faucj  b;  flinging  wide  the  doora  of  neir 
modes  of  existence ;  vho  shook  off  tlie  captivity  of  eti- 
quette, with  happj,  spirited  bearing,  good-natured  and 
free  as  Bobin  Hood;  jet  with  the  port  of  an  emperor, 
—  if  need  be,  calm,  serious,  and  fit  to  stand  the  gaze 
of  millions. 

Tlie  open  air  and  the  fields,  the  street  and  public 
chambers,  are  the  places  where  Man  executes  his  will; 
let  liim  yield  or  divide  the  sceptre  at  tbe  door  of  the 
house.  Woman,  with  ber  instinct  of  behavior,  instantly 
detects  in  man  a  love  of  trifles,  an;  coldness  or  imbecility, 
or,  in  short,  anj  want  of  tbat  huge,  flowing,  and  mag- 
nanimous department,  which  is  indispensable  as  ait  ex- 
terior in  the  hall.  Our  American  institutions  have  been 
friendly  to  her,  and  at  this  moment,  I  esteem  it  a  chief 
felicity  of  this  country,  that  it  excels  in  women.  A  cer- 
tain awkward  consciousness  of  inferiority  in  the  men, 
may  give  rise  to  the  new  chivalry  in  behalf  of  Woman's 
Rights,  Certainly,  let  her  be  as  much  better  phiced  in 
tbe  laws  and  in  social  forms,  as  the  most  zealous  reformer 
can  ask,  but  I  conflde  so  entirely  in  her  inspiring  and 
musical  nature,  that  I  believe  only  herself  can  show  us 
how  she  shall  be  served.  The  wonderful  generosity  of 
her  sentiments  raises  her  at  times  into  lierolcal  and  god- 
like regions,  and  verifies  the  pictures  of  Minerva,  Juno, 
or  Folymnia;  and,  by  the  firmness  with  which  she  treads 
her  upward  path,  she  convinces  the  coarsest  calculators 
that  another  road  exists,  than  tbat  which  thetr  feet  know. 
But  besides  those  who  make  good  in  our  imagination  the 
placeof  muses  and  of  Delphic  Sibyls,  are  there  not  women 
who  fill  our  vase  with  wine  and  rases  to  the  brim,  so  tbat 
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tbe  wine  runs  over  and  fill  the  house  vith  perfume ;  who 
inspire  us  with  courtesy;  wlio  unloose  our  tongues,  and 
we  apeak;  who  anoint  our  ejea,  and  we  see?  We  say 
things  we  never  thouglit  to  have  said;  for  once,  our 
walls  of  Labitual  reserve  vanished,  and  left  us  at  large ; 
we  were  children  playing  with  children  in  a  wide  field 
of  flowers.  Steep  ua,  we  cried,  in  these  influences,  for 
dajs,  for  weeks,  and  we  sliall  be  suunj  poets,  and  will 
write  out  ia  many-colored  words  the  romance  that  yoo 
are.  What  Hafia  or  Firdougi  was  it  who  said  of  his  Per- 
sian Lilhi,  She  was  an  elemeotal  foree,  and  astonished  me 
by  her  aoiouut  of  life,  when  I  saw  her  day  after  day  ra- 
dhitiug,  every  instant,  redundant  joy  and  grace  on  all 
around  her.  She  was  a  solvent  powerful  to  reconcile 
all  heterogeneous  persons  into  one  society ;  lilie  air  or 
water,  an  element  of  such  a  great  range  of  afEuities,  that 
it  conibines  readily  will]  a  thousand  substances.  Where 
she  is  present,  all  others  will  b«  more  than  they  are 
wont.  She  was  a  unit  and  whole,  so  that  whatsoerer 
slie  did  ttecaiiie  her.  She  had  too  much  sympathy  and 
desire  to  please,  than  that  you  could  say,  her  manners 
were  marked  with  dignity,  yet  no  princess  could  surpass 
her  clear  and  erect  demeanor  on  each  occasion.  She  did 
not  study  the  Persian  graminar,  nor  the  books  of  tlie 
seven  poets,  but  all  the  poems  of  the  seven  seemed  to  be 
written  upon  her.  For,  though  the  bias  of  her  nature 
was  not  to  thought,  but  to  sympathy,  yet  was  she  to 
perfect  in  lier  own  nature,  as  to  meet  intellectual  persons 
by  the  fulness  of  her  heart,  warming  tliem  by  her  senti- 
ments ;  believing,  as  she  did,  that  by  dealing  nobly  with 
all,  all  would  show  themselves  noble. 
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I  knov  ttiat  tLis  Byzantine  pile  of  cliivalr;  or  Fasbion, 
vliich  seenia  so  fiir  and  picturesque  to  those  vrbo  look  at 
the  contemporary  facts  for  scieDCe  or  for  entertain ment, 
ia  not  equally  pleasant  to  all  spectators.  The  constitu- 
tion of  our  society  makes  it  a  giant's  castle  to  the  am- 
bitious youth  who  have  not  found  their  names  enrolled 
in  its  Golden  Book,  and  whom  it  has  excluded  from  its 
coveted  honors  and  privileges.  Tliey  have  yet  to  leaiii 
that  it8  seeming  grandeur  is  shadowy  and  relative :  it  is 
great  by  their  allovance :  its  proudest  gates  will  fly  open 
at  the  approach  of  their  courage  and  virtue.  For  the 
present  distress,  however,  of  those  who  are  predbposed 
to  suffer  from  the  tyrannies  of  this  caprice,  there  are 
easy  remedies.  To  remove  your  residence  a  couple  of 
miles,  or  at  most  four,  will  commonly  relieve  the  most 
extreme  susceptibility.  For,  the  advantages  which  fash- 
ion values  are  plants  which  thrive  in  very  confined 
localities,  in  a  few  streets,  namely.  Out  of  this  ptscinct, 
thej  go  for  notliing ;  are  of  no  use  in  the  farm,  in  the 
forest,  in  the  market,  in  war,  in  the  nuptial  society,  in 
the  literary  or  scientific  circle,  at  sea,  in  friendship,  in 
the  heaven  of  thought  or  virtue. 

But  we  have  lingered  long  enough  in  these  painted 
courts.  The  worth  of  the  thing  signified  must  vindicate 
OUT  taste  for  the  emblem.  Everything  that  is  called 
fashion  and  courtesy  humbles  itself  before  the  cause  and 
fountain  of  honor,  creator  of  titles  and  dignities,  namely, 
the  heart  of  love.  This  is  the  royal  blood,  this  tite  fir^ 
which,  in  all  countries  and  contingencies,  will  work  after 
its  kind,  and  conquer  and  expand  all  that  approaches  it. 
This  gives  new  meanings  to  every  &ct.    Thia  impoT-' 
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erishea  tlie  n'cli,  sufFermg  no  grandeur  but  its  own. 
What  M  rich  ?  Are  jou  rich  enough  to  help  anybody  t 
to  succor  the  unfiuhioiiable  and  the  eccentric  (  rich 
enough  to  make  the  Canadian  in  his  wagon,  the  itinerant 
with  his  consul's  paper  which  commends  him  "To  the 
charitable,"  the  swarthj  Italian  with  his  few  broken 
words  of  English,  the  lame  pauper  hunted  bj  overseers 
from  town  to  town,  even  the  poor  insane  or  besotted 
wreck  of  man  or  woman,  feel  the  noble  exception  of 
your  presence  and  jour  bouse,  from  the  general  bleak- 
ness and  stoniness ;  to  make  such  feel  that  thej  were 
greeted  with  a  voice  which  made  them  both  remember 
and  hope?  What  is  Tulgar,  but  lo  refuse  the  claim  on 
acute  and  conclusive  reasons?  Wliat  is  gentle,  hut  to 
allow  it,  and  give  their  lieart  and  vours  one  holiday  from 
the  national  caution  ?  Without  the  rich  heart,  wealth  is 
an  Qgly  be^ar.  The  king  of  Schiroz  could  not  afford  to 
be  so  bountiful  as  the  poor  Osman  who  dwelt  at  his  gate. 
Osman  had  a  humanity  so  broad  and  deep,  that  although 
his  speech  was  so  bold  and  free  with  the  Koran,  as  to 
disgust  all  the  dervishes,  yet  was  there  never  a  poor  out- 
cast, eccentric,  or  insane  man,  some  fool  who  had  cut  off 
his  beard,  or  who  had  been  mutilated  under  a  vow,  ot 
had  a  pet  madness  in  his  brain,  but  fled  at  once  to  him, 
— that  great  heart  lay  there  so  sunny  and  hospitable  In 
the  centre  of  the  country,  —  that  it  seemed  as  if  the 
instinct  of  all  sufferers  drew  tliem  to  his  side.  And  the 
madness  which  he  harbored,  he  did  not  share.  Is  not 
this  to  be  rich  ?  this  only  to  be  rightly  rich  ? 

But  1  shall  hear  witliout  pain,  that  I  play  the  courtier 
very  ill,  and  talk  of  that  which  I  do  not  well  understand. 
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It  is  easy  to  see,  that  wliat  is  called  b;  distinction  society 
aud  fasliioii,  liu  good  laws  as  well  as  bad,  has  much  lliut 
is  uecessarj,  uid  much  tbat  is  absurd.  Too  good  for 
banniug,  sud  too  bad  for  blessing,  it  reminds  us  of  & 
tradition  of  tbe  pagan  mjtLologj,  in  anj  attempt  to 
settle  its  cbaracter.  'I  overlieard  Jove,  one  daj,'  said 
Sileiius,  '  talking  of  destroying  tbe  eartb ;  be  said,  it  Lad 
failed ;  tbe;  were  all  rogues  and  viiens,  wbo  weat  from 
bad  to  Korae,  as  &st  as  the  days  succeeded  each  other. 
Minerva  said,  she  hoped  not ;  tliey  were  ouly  ridiculous 
little  creatures,  with  this  odd  circumstance,  that  tbey  bad 
a  blur,  or  indeterminate  aspect,  seen  far  or  seen  near; 
it  you  called  them  bad,  they  would  appear  ao ;  if  you 
called  them  good,  they  would  appear  so;  and  there  was 
no  ooe  person  or  action  among  them,  which  would  not 
puzzle  her  owl,  mucb  moreall  Olympus,  to  know  whether 
it  was  fundamentally  bad  or  good.' 
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It  is  said  that  the  world  is  in  a  state  of  bankraptcy, 
that  the  world  owes  the  world  more  than  the  world  can 
pay,  and  ouglit  to  go  into  chancety,  at)d  be  sold.  I  do 
not  tliink  this  general  insolvency,  wluch  involves  in  aome 
sort  all  the  population,  to  he  the  reason  of  the  difficulty 
experienced  at  Christmas  and  New  Year,  and  other 
times,  in  beatowing gifts;  since  it  is  always  so  pleasant  to 
be  generous,  though  very  vexatious  to  pay  debts.  But 
the  impediment  lies  in  the  choosing.  If,  at  any  time,  it 
comes  into  my  head  that  a  present  is  due  from  me  to 
somebody,  I  am  puzzled  wliat  lo  pve,  until  the  oppor- 
tunity is  gone.  Flowers  and  fruits  are  always  fit  pres- 
ents ;  flowers,  because  they  are  a  proud  assertion  that  a 
ray  of  beauty  outvalues  all  the  utilities  of  tlie  world. 
These  gay  natuwa  contrast  with  Ihe  somewliSit  stem 
countenance  of  ordinary  nalnre;  they  are  like  music 
heard  out  of  a  workhouse.  Nature  does  not  cocker  us: 
we  are  children,  not  pets :  she  is  not  fond :  everything 
is  dealt  to  us  without  fear  or  favor,  after  severe  universal 
laws.  Yet  these  delicate  flowers  look  like  ihe  frolic  and 
interference  of  love  and  beauty.  Men  use  to  tell  us 
that  we  love  flatlery,  even  though  we  are  not  deceived 
by  it,  because  it  shows  that  we  are  of  importance  enough 
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to  be  conrted.  Someihing  like  tliat  pleasure  the  flowers 
give  as :  what  am  I  to  whom  these  sweet  hiuts  are 
addressed  f  Fruits  are  acceptable  gifts,  because  the; 
are  the  flower  of  commodities,  and  admit  of  fantastic 
values  being  attached  to  them.  If  a  man  should  send 
to  me  to  come  a  hundred  miles  to  visit  him,  and  should 
set  before  me  »  basket  of  Sue  summer  fruit,  I  sliould 
think  there  was  some  proportion  between  the  labor  and 
the  reward. 

For  common  gifts,  necessity  makes  pertinenoes  and 
beautj  everj  daj,  and  one  is  glad  when  an  imperatJTe 
kaves  him  no  option,  since  if  tbe  man  at  the  door  hsre 
no  shoes,  you  have  not  to  consider  whether  you  could 
procure  liim  a  paint-box.  And  as  it  is  always  pleasing 
to  see  a  man  eat  bread,  or  drink  water,  in  the  house  or 
out  of  doors,  so  it  is  always  a  great  satisfaction  to  supply 
these  first  wants.  Necessity  does  everything  well.  In 
our  condition  of  universal  dependence,  it  seems  heroic  to 
let  the  petitioner  be  the  judge  of  his  necessity,  and  to 
give  all  that  is  asked,  though  at  great  incourenience. 
If  it  be  a  fantaiilic  desire,  it  is  better  to  leave  to  others 
tbe  office  of  punishing  him.  I  can  think  of  many  parts 
I  should  prefer  playing  to  that  of  the  Furies.  Next  to 
tilings  of  necessity,  the  rule  for  a  gift,  which  one  of  my 
friends  prescribed,  is,  that  we  might  convey  to  some 
person  that  which  properly  belonged  to  his  character, 
and  was  easily  associated  with  him  in  thought.  But  our 
tokens  of  compliment  and  love  are  for  the  most  part 
barbarous.  Rings  and  other  jewels  are  not  gifts,  bnt 
apologies  for  gifts.  The  onlj  gift  is  a  portion  of  thyself. 
Thou  must  bleed  for  me.    Therefore  the  poet  brings  hie 
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poem;  the  shepherd  his  lamb;  the  &rmer,  com;  the 
miner,  a  gem ;  tbe  siiilor,  coral  and  sLeils ;  the  painter, 
bis  picture ;  tlie  girl,  a  bandkercliief  of  her  own  sewing. 
This  is  rtglit  and  pleasing,  foY  it  restores  societj  in  so 
far  to  tbe  primary  basis,  when  a  man's  biographj  is  con- 
vejed  in  his  gift,  and  every  man's  wealth  is  an  index  of 
his  merit.  But  it  is  a  cold,  lifeless  business  when  you 
go  to  the  shops  to  buy  me  sometliing-,  wliich  does  not 
represent  you);  life  and  talent,  but  a  goldsmith's.  Tliis 
is  fit  for  kings,  and  rich  men  wlio  represent  kings,  aud  a 
false  state  of  property,  to  make  presents  of  gold  and 
silver  stufs,  as  a  kind  of  symbolical  sin-offering,  or  pay- 
ment of  black-mail. 

TliB  law  of  benefits  is  a  difficult  cbanttel,  which  re- 
quires careful  sailing,  or  rude  boats.  It  is  not  the  office 
of  a  man  to  receive  gifts.  How  dare  you  give  them  P 
We  wish  to  be  self-sustained.  "We  do  not  quite  forgive 
a  giver.  Tlie  hand  that  feeds  us  is  in  some  danger  of 
being  bitten.  We  can  receive  anything  from  love,  for 
that  is  a  way  of  receiving  it  from  ourselves ;  but  not 
from  any  one  who  assumes  to  bestow.  We  sometimes 
hate  the  meat  which  we  eat,  because  there  seems  sonie- 
thing  of  degrading  dependence  in  living  by  it. 


nothing  take."  • 

We  ask  the  whole.  Nothing  less  will  content  us.  We 
arraign  society,  if  it  do  not  give  us  -^  besides  earth  and 
fire  and  wafer  —  opportunity,  love,  reverence,  aud  ob- 
jects of  veneration. 

He  is  a  good  man  who  can  receive  a  gift  well.    We 
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are  either  glad  or  sonj  at  a  ^ft,  and  both  emotiona 
are  unbecoming.  Some  rioleuce,  1  tliiuL,  is  done,  some 
degradalion  bonie,  wlien  I  rejoice  or  grieve  at  a  gift.  I 
am  sorrj  when  m;  independence  is  invaded,  or  wbeu  a 
gift  comes  from  such  as  do  not  knov  mj  spirit,  aud  so 
the  act  is  not  supported ;  and  if  the  gift  pleases  me  over- 
much, then  I  should  be  ashamed  tliat  the  dunor  should 
read  my  heart,  aiid  see  that  I  love  his  commodilj,  aud 
not  him.  The  gift,  to  be  true,  must  be  the  flowiag  oF  the 
giver  unto  me,  correspondent  to  mj  flowuig  uiiUi  Liin. 
When  the  waters  are  at  level,  tbeu  mj  goods  pass  to  him, 
and  his  to  me.  AJi  his  are  mine,  all  mine  his.  1  sa;  to 
liim.  How  can  jou  give  me  this  pot  of  oil,  or  this  flagon  of 
wiue,  when  all  your  oU  and  wine  is  mine,  which  belief  of 
mine  this  gift  seems  to  deny  F  Hence  the  Stness  of  beau- 
tiful, not  useful  things  for  g^fts.  This  giving  is  Bat  usur. 
pation,  and  therefore  when  the  beneficiary  is  uiigraleful, 
as  all  beDcficiaries  hate  all  Timoos,  not  at  all  considering 
the  value  of  the  gift,  but  looki[ig  bLick  to  the  greater 
store  it  was  taken  from,  I  rather  sympatiiize  with  the 
beneficiary,  than  with  the  anger  of  my  lord  Timon.  For, 
the  expectation  of  gratitude  is  mean,  aud  is  continually 
punished  by  the  total  insensibility  of  the  obliged  person. 
It  is  a  great  happiueas  to  get  off  withont  injury  and 
heart-burning,  from  one  who  has  had  the  ill  luck  to  be 
served  by  you.  It  is  a  very  onerous  business,  this  of 
being  served,  and  the  debtor  naturally  wishes  to  give  yon 
a  slap.  A  gulden  text  for  these  gentlemen  is  that  wliich 
I  so  admire  in  llie  Buddhist,  who  never  thanks,  and  who 
says,  "  Do  not  flatter  your  benefactors." 
The  reason  of  these  discords  I  conceive  to  be,  that 
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there  is  no  commensurabilit;  between  a  mau  and  any 
gift.  You  caonot  give  anjtiiing  to  a  magnanimous  per- 
son. After  jou  have  served  iiim,  lie  at  once  puts  jou  in 
debt  by  liis  magnanimity.  Tlie  service  a  man  renders 
bis  friend  is  trivial  and  seltisb,  compared  with  the  service 
he  knows  his  friend  stood  in  readiness  to  yield  him,  alike 
before  he  had  begun  to  serve  his  friend,  and  now  also. 
Compared  with  that  good-will  I  bear  my  friend,  the  bene- 
fit it  is  ill  my  power  to  render  him  seems  small.  Besides, 
our  action  on  each  other,  fjood  as  well  as  evil,  is  so  in- 
cidental and  at  random,  that  we  can  seldom  hear  the 
acknowledgments  of  any  person  who  would  thank  us 
for  a  benefit,  without  some  shame  and  humiliation.  We 
can  rarely  strike  a  direct  stroke,  but  must  be  content 
with  an  oblique  one ;  we  seldom  have  the  satisfaction 
of  yielding  a  direct  benefit,  which  is  directly  received. 
But  rectitude  scatters  favors  ou  every  side  without 
knowing  it,  and  receives  with  wouder  the  tlianks  of  all 
people. 

I  fear  to  breathe  any  treason  agdnst  the  majesty  of 
love,  which  is  the  genius  and  god  of  gifts,  and  to  whom 
we  must  not  atFect  to  prescribe.  Let  liim  pve  kingdoms 
or  flower-leaves  indiiTerently.  There  are  persona,  from 
whom  we  always  expect  fairy-tokens;  let  us  not  eease  to 
expect  them.  This  is  prerogative,  and  not  to  be  limited 
by  our  municipal  rules.  For  the  rest,  I  like  to  see  that  we 
cannot  be  bought  and  sold.  The  best  of  hospitality  and 
of  generosity  is  also  not  in  the  will,  but  in  fate.  I  find 
that  I  am  not  much  to  you  ;  you  do  not  need  me;  you 
do  not  feel  me ;  then  am  I  thrust  out  of  doors,  though 
yon  proffer  me  bouse  and  knds.    No  services  are  of  any 
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Talue,  but  oulj  likeness.  When  I  bave  attempted  to 
join  mjself  to  others  bj  services,  it  proved  an  intellectual 
trick,  —  no  more.  The;  eat  joui  service  like  apples, 
and  leave  jou  out.  But  love  tbem,  and  tliej  feel  jon, 
and  delight  in  you  all  the  time. 
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Trk  ronnded  world  is  lair  lo  see, 

Nine  times  Tolded-in  mptery : 

Though  baffled  seers  csnnot  impart 

The  secret  of  its  Inboring  heart. 

Throb  thine  with  Nature's  throbbing  breast. 

And  at]   is  etear  from   enat  to  west. 

Spirit  that  lui'lis  eauh  I'orin  within 

Beckons  to  spiiil  of  its  kin; 

Self-kindled  every  atom  glows, 

And  hiuta  the  future  which  it  owes. 
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Thebx  are  days  which  occur  in  tliis  climate,  at  almost 
anj  season  of  the  jear,  wherein  the  world  reaches  ita  per- 
fection, when  the  air,  the  heavenly  hodies,  and  the  eartb 
miike  a.  harmony,  as  if  Nature  would  indulge  her  off- 
spring ;  wben,  in  these  bleak  upper  sides  of  the  planet, 
nothing  is  to  desire  that  we  have  heard  of  tlie  happiest 
latitudes,  aud  we  bask  in  the  shining  hours  of  Florida 
and  Cuba ;  when  eveiytbing  tliat  has  life  gives  signs  of 
satbfaction,  and  the  oallle  that  lie  on  tlie  grouud  seeni 
to  have  great  and  tranquil  tliouglits.  Tliese  halcyons 
may  be  looked  for  with  a  little  more  assurance  in  that 
pure  October  weather,  which  we  distinguish  by  the  name 
of  the  Indian  summer.  Tbe  day,  immeasurably  long, 
sleeps  over  the  broad  Inlts  and  warm  wide  Gelds.  To 
have  lived  through  all  its  suimy  hours  seems  longevity 
enough.  The  sohtary  places  do  not  seem  quite  lonely. 
At  the  gates  of  tlie  foresi,  the  surprised  man  of  the  world 
is  forced  to  leave  Ins  city  estinwtes  of  great  and  small, 
wise  and  foolisli.  Tlie  knapsack  of  custom  falls  off  Ilia 
back  with  the  first  step  he  makes  into  these  precincts. 
Here  is  sanctity  which  shames  our  religions,  aud  reality 
which  discredits  our  heroes.  Here  we  find  Nature  to  be 
the  curcumslauce  which  dwarfs  every  other  circumstauce. 
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and  jndgea  like  a  god  all  men  tliat  come  to  her.  We 
hare  crept  out  of  our  close  and  crowded  liousea  into  the 
ni^ht  and  morning,  and  we  see  what  majestic  beauties 
dailj  wrap  OS  in  their  bosom.  How  willing];  we  would 
escape  the  barriers  which  render  them  comparativei;  im- 
potent, escape  the  sophistication  and  second  thought,  and 
Buffer  nature  to  entrance  us.  The  tempered  light  of  the 
woods  is  like  a  perpetual  morning,  and  is  stimulating  and 
heroic.  The  ancientlj  reported  spells  of  t^ese  places 
creep  on  us.  The  stems  of  pines,  hemlocks,  and  oaks 
almost  gleam  like  iron  on  the  eicit«d  eje.  The  incom- 
municable trees  begin  to  persuade  as  to  live  wilb  them, 
and  quit  our  life  of  solemn  trifles.  Here  do  history,  or 
cliurcli,  or  state  is  interpolated  on  the  divine  sky  and  the 
immortal  jear.  How  easil.r  we  might  walk  onward  into 
the  opening  landscape,  absorbed  bj  new  pictures,  and  bj 
thouglits  fast  succeeding  eoeh  other,  until  b;  degrees  the 
recollection  of  home  was  crowded  out  of  the  mind,  all 
memory  obliterated  bj  the  tyranny  of  the  present,  and 
we  were  led  in  triumph  by  nature. 

These  enchantments  are  medicinal,  they  sober  and  heal 
us.  These  are  plain  pleasures,  kindly  and  native  to  as. 
We  eome  to  our  own,  and  make  friends  witji  matter, 
which  the  ambitious  chatter  of  the  schools  vould  per- 
suade us  to  despise.  We  never  can  part  with  it ;  the 
mind  loves  its  old  home  ;  as  water  to  our  thirst,  so  is  the 
rock,  the  ground,  to  our  eyes,  and  hands,  and  feet.  It  is 
firm  water :  it  is  cold  flame :  what  health,  what  afBuity ! 
Ever  an  old  friend,  ever  like  a  dear  friend  and  brother 
when  we  chat  affectedly  with  strangers,  conies  in  tiiis 
honest  &ce,  and  takes  a  grave  liberty  with  as,  and 
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slumea  ■as  out  of  our  nonsense.  Cities  give  not  the 
human  eenses  room  enougl.  We  go  out  daily  and 
niglitly  to  feed  tlie  ejea  on  tlie  horiaon,  and  require  so 
■nucli  scope,  just  as  we  need  water  for  our  bath.  Tbere 
ere  al!  degrees  of  natural  iulluence,  froni  these  quarantine 
powers  of  nature,  up  to  her  dearest  and  gravest  ministra- 
tions (o  the  imsginatinti  and  the  soul.  There  is  the 
bucket  of  cold  water  from  the  spring,  the  wood-fire  to 
which  the  chilled  traveller  rushes  for  safety,  —  and  there 
is  the  sablime  inomi  of  auluinn  and  oF  noon.  We  nestle 
in  nature,  and  draw  our  living  as  parasites  From  her  roots 
and  grains,  and  we  receive  glances  from  the  heavenly 
bodies,  which  call  us  to  solitude,  and  foretell  the  remotest 
future.  The  blue  zenltb  is  the  point  in  which  romance 
and  reality  meet.  1  thinli,  if  we  should  be  rapt  away 
into  ali  that  we  dream  of  heaven,  and  should  converse 
with  Gabriel  and  Uriel,  the  upper  sky  wonld  be  all  that 
would  remain  of  our  furniture. 

It  seems  as  if  the  day  was  not  wholly  proiane,  in  which 
we  have  given  heed  to  some  natural  object.  The  fall  of 
snowAakes  in  a  still  air,  preserving  to  each  crystal  ita 
perfect  form  ;  the  blowing  of  sleet  over  a  wide  sheet  of 
water,  and  over  plains;  the  waving  rye-field ;  the  mimic 
waving  of  acres  of  houstonia,  whose  innumerable  florets 
whiten  and  ripple  before  the  eye ;  the  reflections  of  trees 
and  (lowers  in  glassy  Ukes ;  the  musical  steaming  odor- 
ous south-wind,  which  converts  all  trees  to  wind-harps ; 
the  crackling  and  spurting  of  hemlock  in  the  flames ;  or 
of  pine  logs,  which  yield  glory  to  the  walls  and  faces  in 
the  sitting-room,  — these  are  the  music  and  pictures  of 
the  most  ancient  religion.    My  house  stands  iu  low  land. 
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with  limited  outlook,  tmd  on  the  skirt  or  the  fillage. 
Bnt  I  go  with  mj  friend  to  the  shore  of  onr  little  rivet, 
nnd  with  one  stroke  of  the  paddle,  I  leave  the  village 
politics  and  personalities,  jes,  and  the  world  of  villages 
nnd  persoualities  behind,  and  pass  into  a  delicate  realm 
of  sunset  and  moonlight,  too  bright  almost  for  spotted 
man  to  enter  without  novitiate  and  probation.  We  pen- 
etrate bodilj  this  incredible  beautj ;  we  dip  our  hands  in 
this  painted  element :  our  eyes  nre  bathed  in  these  lights 
and  forms.  A  holulay,  a  vill^^iatura,  a  rojal  revel,  the 
proudest,  most  heart-rejoicing  festival  that  valor  and 
beantj,  power  and  taste,  ever  decked  and  enjoyed,  estab- 
lishes itself  on  the  instant.  These  sunset  clouds,  these 
delicately  emerging  stars,  with  their  private  and  ine&ble 
glances,  signify  it  and  proffer  it.  I  am  taught  the  poor- 
ness of  our  invention,  the  u^iness  of  towns  and  palacea. 
Art  and  luxury  have  early  learned  that  they  must  work 
as  enhancement  and  sequel  to  this  or^nal  beauty.  Z 
am  overinstmcted  for  m;  return.  Henceforth  I  shall  be 
hard  to  please.  I  cannot  go  back  to  toys.  I  am  grown 
expensive  and  sophisticated.  I  oan  no  longer  live  with- 
ont  elegance :  but  a  countryman  shall  be  my  maat«r  of 
revels.  He  who  knows  the  most,  he  .who  knows  what 
sweets  and  virtues  are  in  Uie  ground,  the  waters,  ti>e 
plants,  the  heavens,  and  how  to  come  at  these  enchant- 
ments, is  the  rich  and  royal  man.  Only  as  far  as  the 
masters  of  the  world  have  called  in  nature  to  their  aid, 
can  they  reach  the  height  of  magnificence.  This  is  tlie 
meaning  of  their  hauging-gardens,  villas,  garden-houses, 
islands,  parks,  aud  preserves,  to  back  their  faulty  person- 
aLty  with  these  strong  accessories.    I  do  not  wonder 
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that  the  landed  interest  should  be  inTincible  in  the  st&te 
vith  these  dangerous  auxiliaries.  These  bribe  and 
invile ;  uot  kings,  not  palaces,  nut  tneu,  uot  women,  but 
these  tender  and  poetic  stats,  eloqueut  of  secret  prom- 
ises. We  heard  what  tlie  rich  mau  said,  we  knew  or  his 
Tilla,  his  grove,  bis  wine,  and  bis  company,  but  tlie  i>roT- 
ocation  and  point  of  tlie  invitation  came  out  of  these 
beguiling  stars.  In  their  soft  glances,  1  see  what  men 
strove  to  realize  in  some  Versailles,  or  Paphos,  or  Ctesi- 
phou.  Indeed,  it  is  the  magical  lights  of  the  horizon, 
and  the  blue  skj  for  the  hackgrouud,  wbich  save  all  out 
works  of  art,  wbicb  were  otherwise  bawbles.  When  the 
ricb  tax  the  poor  with  servility  and  obsequiousness,  l.liej 
should  consider  tlie  effect  of  men  reputed  to  be  the  pos- 
sessors of  nature,  on  imaginative  raiuds.  Ah!  if  the  rich 
were  rich  as  the  poor  fancy  riches  I  A  boy  bears  a  mili- 
tary band  pUy  on  tbe  field  at  uight,  and  be  has  kings 
and  queens,  and  famous  chivalry  palpably  before  blm. 
He  bears  the  echoes  of  a  bora  in  a  bill  country,  in  the 
Notch  Uountalns,  for  example,  which  converts  the  moun- 
tains into  an  .Jlolian  harp,  and  this  supernatural  tiralira 
restores  to  him  ibe  Dorian  mythology,  ApoUo,  Diana, 
and  all  divine  hunters  and  huntresses.  Can  a  musical 
note  be  so  lofty,  so  haughtily  beautiful!  To  the  poor 
young  poet,  thus  fabulous  is  his  picture  of  society;  he  is 
loyal;  he  respects  the  riclj;  they  are  rich  for  the  sake  of 
his  imagination;  how  poor  his  fancy  would  be,  if  they 
were  uot  rich  !  That  they  have  some  liigh-fenced  grove, 
which  they  call  a  park  !  that  they  hve  in  larger  and  bet- 
ter-garnished saloons  than  lie  has  visited,  and  go  in 
coaches,  keeping  only  tbe  society  of  the  elegant,  to 
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watoring-plBCes,  and  to  distant  cities,  are  the  gtonnd- 
irork  from  wLich  he  has  delineated  estates  of  romance, 
eompared  witli  vliich  their  actual  possessions  are  slianties 
and  paddoclca.  Tlie  muse  herself  betraja  Iter  son,  and 
enhances  tbe  gifts  of  wealth  and  well-bom  beatilj,  bj  a 
radiation  out  of  tbe  air,  and  clouds,  and  forests  tliat  skirt 
the  road,  —  a  certain  hangbl;  favor,  as  if  from  patrician 
genii  to  patricians,  a  kind  of  aristocracy  in  nature,  a 
priuce  of  the  power  of  tbe  air. 

The  moral  sensibility  which  makes  Edena  and  Tempes 
M  easily,  maj  not  be  always  fonnd,  but  tbe  material  land- 
scape is  never  far  off.  We  can  find  these  eochantnieuts 
without  visiting  tbe  Couin  Lake,  or  tbe  Madeira  Islands. 
We  exa^erate  the  praises  of  looal  scenery.  In  every 
landscape,  tbe  point  of  astonishment  is  the  meeting  of 
the  sky  and  tlie  earth,  and  that  is  seen  from  tbe  first 
hillock  as  well  as  from  the  top  of  tbe  Allegbanies.  The 
stars  at  night  stoop  down  over  the  brownest,  homeliest 
common,  with  all  the  spiritual  magnificence  wbich  tbey 
shed  on  the  Campagna,  or  on  tbe  niarble  deserts  of 
Bgypt.  Tbe  uprolled  clonds  and  tbe  colors  of  morning 
and  evening  will  transfigure  maples  and  alders.  Tbe 
difference  between  landscape  and  landscape  is  small,  but 
there  is  great  difference  in.  the  beholders.  There  is 
nothing  so  wonderful  in  any  particular  landscape,  as  the 
necessity  of  being  beautiful  under  which  every  landscape 
lies.  Nature  cannot  be  surprised  in  undress.  Beauty 
breaks  in  everywhere. 

But  it  is  very  easy  to  outrun  the  sympathy  of  readers 
on  this  topic,  which  schoolmen  called  natura  naturata,  or 
nature  passive.     One  can  hardly  apeak  directly  of  it  witb- 
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out  excess.     It  b  as  easy  to  broach  in  mixed  coinpanies 

■wliat  is  called  "tlie  subject  of  relipon,"  A  suacepiible 
penoa  does  not  like  to  indulge  his  tastes  in  this  kind, 
Tithont  the  apnlogj  of  some  trivial  necessitj :  he  goes 
to  see  B  wood-lot,  or  to  look  at  tbe  crops,  or  to  fetch  a 
plant  or  a  mineral  from  a  remote  locality,  or  lie  carries 
a  fowling-piece  or  a  fishing-rod.  I  suppose  tliia  shame 
most  have  a  good  reason,  A  dilettanteism  in  nature  is 
barren  and  uuwortUj.  Tlie  fop  of  fields  is  no  belter  than 
his  brother  of  Broadway.  Men  are  naturaliy  hunters  and 
inquiaitiTe  o(  wood-craft,  and  I  suppose  that  auch  a  gaz- 
etteer (S  wood-cutters  and  Indians  should  furnish  facta 
for,  would  take  place  id  the  most  sumptuous  drawing- 
rooms  of  all  the  "  Wreatha  "  and  "  Flora's  cbaplets  "  of 
the  bookshops ;  jet  ordinarily,  whether  we  are  too  clumsy 
for  SO  subtle  a  topic,  or  from  wliaterer  cauae,  as  soon  as 
men  begin  to  write  on  nature,  they  fall  into  euphuism. 
f  rtrolity  is  a  most  unfit  tribute  to  Pan,  who  ouglit  to  be 
represented  in  the  mythology  as  the  most  continent  of 
gods. .  I  would  not  be  frivolous  before  the  admirable 
reserve  and  pmdeace  of  time,  yet  I  cannot  renounce  tlie 
right  of  retumiog  often  to  this  old  topic.  The  multitude 
of  false  churches  accredits  the  true  religion.  Literature, 
poetry,  science,  are  the  homage  of  man  to  this  nnfath- 
omed  secret,  concerning  which  no  sane  man  can  affect  an 
indifference  or  incuriosity.  Nature  i^  loved  by  what  is 
best  ill  ns.  It  is  loved  as  the  eitj  of  Qnd,  althougli,  or 
rather  because,  there  ia  no  citizen.  The  sunset  is  unlike 
anything  that  ia  underneath  it:  it  wants  men.  And  tlie 
beauty  of  nature  must  always  seem  unreal  and  mocking, 
until  the  landscape  has  human  figures,  that  are  as  good  as 
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itself.  If  theie  were  good  men,  tiiere  would  never  be 
tliLS  repttire  in  nature.  If  the  king  ia  iu  the  palace, 
nobodj  looks  at  the  waUs.  It  ia  when  lis  is  guue,  and 
the  hoiiae  is  filled  with  grooma  and  gazers,  that  we  turn 
from  the  people,  to  fiad  relief  in  the  Binjestic  meu  that 
are  suggested  bj  the  pictures  and  the  architecture.  The 
critics  who  complain  of  tlie  sioklj  separation  of  the  beautj 
of  nature  from  the  ttiing  to  be  done,  must  consider  that 
our  Imnting  of  the  picturesque  is  ioaepamble  from  our 
protest  against  blse  societj.  Man  is  fallen;  nature  is 
erect  and  serres  aa  a  differential  thermometer,  detecting 
the  presence  or  abacoce  of  the  dlrlne  sentiment  in  man. 
Bj  fault  of  our  dulness  and  selfishness  we  are  looking 
up  lo  nature ;  but  when  we  are  convalescent,  nature  will 
look  up  to  us.  We  see  the  foaming  brook  with  com- 
punction :  if  onr  own  hfe  flowed  with  the  right  energj, 
we  should  shame  tJie  brook.  The  stream  of  zeal  spar- 
kles with  real  fire,  and  not  with  reflex  rays  of  sun  and 
moon.  Nature  maj  be  aa  selfish);  studied  as  trade. 
Astronomj  to  the  selfish  becomes  astroli^ ;  psjcholog;, 
mesmerism  (with  intent  to  sbow  where  our  spoons  are 
gone) ;  and  anatom;  and  pbjsiol(^  become  phrenology 
and  palmistry. 

But  taking  tinielj  waruin^.  and  leaving  many  things 
unsaid  on  this  topic,  let  us  not  longer  omit  our  homage 
to  the  Efficient  Nature,  miiura  natvratu,  the  quick  cause, 
before  which  all  forms  flee  as  the  driven  snows,  itself 
secret,  its  works  driven  before  it  iu  flocks  and  multitudes 
(as  the  ancients  represented  nature  bj  Proteus,  a  sljep- 
herd),  and  in  undcseribable  varietj.  It  publishes  itself 
iu  creatures,  reaching  from  particles  and  spicuk,  through 
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tmnsForination  on^rausfonnation  to  tbe  highest  symme- 
tries, Brriving  at  consummate  results  wilUout  a  shock  or 
a  leap.  A  little  heat,  that  is,  a  little  motion,  U  all  that 
diAerences  the  bald,  dazzling  white,  and  deadly  cold  poles 
of  tbe  earth  from  the  prolific  tropical  climates.  All 
changes  pass  without  violeuce,  by  reason  of  the  two  car- 
dinal conditions  of  boundless  space  and  boundless  time. 
Geology  has  initiated  us  into  the  secularity  of  nature,  and 
taught  us  to  disuse  our  dame-school  measures,  and  cs- 
diange  our  Mosaio  and  Ptolemaic  acbemes  for  her  large 
Btjle.  We  knew  nothing  rightly,  for  want  of  perspec- 
tive. Now  WB  learn  what  patient  periods  must  round 
themselves  before  tbe  rock  is  formed,  then  before  the 
rock  is  broken,  and  the  first  licben  race  has  disintegrated 
tbe  thinnest  external  plate  into  soil,  and  opened  the 
door  for  the  remote  Flora,  Tauna,  Ceres,  and  Pomona  to 
cotne  in.  How  far  off  yet  is  the  trilobite!  how  far  the 
quadruped !  how  inconceivably  remote  is  man !  All  duly 
arrive,  and  then  race  after  race  of  meu.  It  is  a  loug  nay 
from  gisnile  to  the  oyster;  farther  yet  Ut  Plato,  and  tlte 
preaehing  of  tbe  immortality  of  the  soul.  Yet  all  must 
come,  as  surely  as  the  first  atom  has  two  sides. 

Motion  or  change,  and  identity  or  rest,  are  the  first 
and  second  secrets  of  nature :  Motion  and  Rest.  Tha 
whole  code  of  lier  laws  may  be  written  on  the  thumbnail, 
or  the  signet  of  a  ring.  The  whirling  bubble  on  the  sur- 
hca  of  a  brook  admits  us  to  tbe  secret  of  the  mechanics 
of  the  sky.  Every  shell  on  the  bcaeh  is  a  key  to  it.  A 
little  water  made  to  rotate  in  a  cup  explains  the  forma- 
tion of  the  simpler  shells;  the  addition  of  matter  from 
year  to  year,  arrives  at  hist  at  the  most  complex  forms; 
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anii  jet  so  poor  is  Nature  with  all  her  craft,  th»t,  from 
the  beginning  to  the  end  of  the  uuiverse,  she  biis  but  ona 
■tuff,  —  but  ODC  stuff  with  its  tvo  ends,  to  serve  up  all 
her  dream-like  varietj.  Compound  it  how  she  will,  star. 
Mod,  Are,  water,  tree,  man,  it  is  still  one  stuff,  and  be- 
trays the  same  properties. 

Nature  is  always  eonststent,  though  she  feigns  to  con- 
trareue  her  own  laws.  She  keeps  her  Uws,  and  seenia 
to  transcend  them.  She  arms  and  equips  an  ammal  to 
find  its  place  and  living  in  the  earth,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  she  arms  and  equips  another  animal  to  destroy  it. 
Space  exists  to  divide  creatures;  but  by  clothing  tha 
sides  of  a  bird  with  a  few  feathers,  she  gives  him  a  petty 
omnipresence.  The  direction  is  forever  onward,  but  the 
artist  still  goes  back  for  materials,  and  begins  ag^n  with 
the  first  elements  on  the  most  advanced  stage :  otherwise, 
all  goes  to  ruin.  If  we  look  at  her  work,  we  seem  to 
catch  a  glance  of  a  system  in  transition.  Plants  are  tha 
yonng  of  the  world,  vessels  of  health  and  vigor ;  but  they 
grope  ever  upward  towards  consciousness ;  the  trees  are 
imperfect  men,  and  seem  to  bemoan  th^r  imprisonment, 
rooted  in  the  ground.  The  animal  is  the  novice  and  proi 
bationer  of  a  more  advanced  order.  The  men,  though 
young,  having  tasted  the  first  drop  from  the  cup  of 
thought,  ate  already  dissipated;  the. maples  and  fema 
are  still  uncorrupt ;  yet  no  doubt,  when  they  come  ti> 
consciousness,  they  too  will  curse  and  swear.  Flowers 
80  strictly  belong  to  yonth,  that  we  adult  men  soon  come 
to  feel,  that  tJieir  beautiful  generations  concern  not  us : 
we  have  liad  our  day ;  now  let  the  children  have  theirs. 
The  flowers  jilt  ui,  and  we  are  old  hactielorg  with  our 
ridiculous  tenderneas. 
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Things  are  bo  strictlj  related,  that  aceording  to  the 
skill  of  the  eye,  from  any  one  object  the  pads  and  prop- 
erties of  auj  other  may  be  predicted.  If  we  had  eyes  to 
gee  it,  a  bit  of  stone  from  the  city  wall  vould  certify  us 
of  tJie  necessity  that  man  must  exist,  as  readily  as  the 
city.  Tbat  identity  makes  us  all  one,  and  reduces  to 
nothing  great  interTals  on  our  customary  scale.  We 
talk  of  deviations  from  natural  life,  as  if  artificial  life 
were  not  also  natural.  The  smoothest  curled  courtier  in 
the  boudoirs  of  a  palace  has  an  animal  nature,  rude  and 
aboriginal  as  a  white  bear,  omnipotent  to  its  own  ends, 
and  is  directly  related,  tliere  amid  essences  and  billets- 
doux,  to  Eimmaleh  mouiitain-cliuins,  and  the  axis  of  the 
globe.  If  we  eonader  how  miicli  we  are  nature's,  we 
need  not  be  superstitious  about  lowoa,  as  if  that  terrific 
or  beneSc  force  did  not  find  us  there  also,  and  fashion 
cities.  Nature,  wlio  made  the  mason,  made  the  house. 
We  may  easily  hear  too  much  of  rural  influences.  The 
cool  disengaged  air  of  natoral  objects,  makes  them  envia- 
ble to  na,  chafed  and  irritable  creatures  with  red  faces, 
and  we  think  we  shall  be  as  grand  as  they,  if  we  camp 
out  and  eat  routs ;  but  let  us  be  men  instead  of  wood- 
chucks,  and  the  oak  and  the  elm  shall  gladly  serve  us, 
though  we  sit  in  cbairs  of  ivory  on  carpets  of  silk. 

This  guiding  identity  runs  through  all  the  surprises 
and  contrasts  of  tlie  piece,  and  characterizes  every  law. 
Man  carries  the  world  in  his  head,  the  whole  astronomy 
and  chemistry  suspended  in  a  thought.  Because  the  his- 
tory of  nature  is  charactered  in  his  brain,  therefore  is  he 
the  prophet  and  discoverer  other  secrets.  Every  known 
fact  in  natural  science  was  divined  by  the  presentiment 
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of  someboi);,  before  it  was  actually  verified.  A.  man 
does  uot  lie  liis  siioe  without  recognizing  laws  wbich 
bind  tbe  farthest  regions  of  nature :  mnou,  plant,  gas, 
crystal,  are  concrete  geoinetrj  and  uuml>ers.  Common- 
sense  knows  its  own,  and  recognizes  the  fact  at  first  sight 
in  chemical  expeninent.  The  common-sense  of  Fiimkhu, 
Dalton,  Davy,  and  Black  is  the  same  common-sense 
which  made  the  arrangemeuts  which  now  it  discovers. 
If  tbe  identity  expresses  oi^iiized  rest,  the  counter 
action  runs  also  into  oi^auization.  The  astronomers 
said,  '  Give  us  matter,  and  a  hltle  motion,  and  we  will 
construct  the  universe.  It  is  uot  enough  that  we  should 
have  matter,  we  must  also  have  a  single  impulse,  one 
shove  to  launch  the  mass,  and  generate  the  liarmony  of 
the  centrifugal  and  centripetal  forces.  Once  heave  the 
ball  from  the  band,  and  we  can  show  how  all  this  mi^ty 
order  grew,'  -—  '  A  very  uureasonable  postulate,'  said  the 
metaphysicians,  'and  n  plain  begging  of  the  question. 
Could  you  not  prevail  to  know  the  genesis  of  projection, 
as  well  as  the  continuation  of  it  ? '  Nature,  meanwhile, 
had  not  waited  fur  the  discussion,  but,  right  or  wrong, 
bestowed  the  impulse,  and  the  balls  rolled.  It  was  no 
great  affair,  a  mere  push,  but  the  astronomers  were  right 
in  making  much  of  it,  for  there  is  no  end  to  the  conse- 
quences of  the  act.  That  famous  aboriginal  push  propa- 
gates ilsclf  through  all  tbe  balls  of  the  -system,  and 
through  every  atom  of  every  bail,  through  alt  the  races 
of  creatures,  and  through  the  history  and  performances 
of  ever;  individual.  Exaggeration  is  in  the  course  of 
things.  Nature  sends  no  creatu[«,  no  man  into  the 
world,  without  adding  a  small  excess  of  his  proper  qual- 
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itj.  Given  tbe  planet,  it  is  still  necessary  to  add  the  im- 
pulse ;  so,  to  everj  creature  nature  added  a  little  Tioleuce 
of  direction  in  its  proper  path,  a  stiove  to  pnt  it  on  its 
vay ;  iu  every  instance,  a  slight  generosity,  a  drop  too 
much.  Without  electricity  tbe  air  would  rot,  and  with- 
out this  violence  of  direction,  whieh  men  and  women 
have,  without  a  spice  of  bigot  and  fanatic,  no  excitement, 
no  efficiency.  We  aim  atiove  the  mark,  to  bit  the  mark. 
Every  act  hath  some  faJsehood  of  exaggeration  in  it. 
And  when  now  and  then  comes  along  some  sad,  sharp- 
eyed  man,  who  sees  how  paltry  a  game  is  plajed,  and  re- 
fuses to  play,  but  blabs  the  secret ;  —  how  tlien  ?  is  Ihe 
bird  flown  ?  0  no,  the  wary  Nature  sends  a  new  troop 
of  fairer  forms,  of  lordlier  youths,  with  a  little  more  ex- 
cess of  direction  to  hold  them  fast  to  their  several  aim  ; 
makes  thero  a  little  wrong-headed  in  tliat  direction  in 
which  tbey  are  riglitest,  and  on  goes  the  game  again  wilh 
new  whirl,  for  a  generation  or  two  more.  The  child 
with  his  sweet  pranks,  the  fool  of  his  senses,  commanded 
by  every  sight  and  sound,  without  any  power  to  compare 
and  rank  his  sensations,  abandoned  to  a  whistle  or  a 
painted  chip,  to  a  lead  dragoon,  or  a  gingerbread-dog, 
individualizing  everytbii^,  generalizing  nothing,  delighted 
with  every  new  thing,  lies  down  at  night  overpowered  by 
tlie  fatigue,  which  this  day  of  continual  pretty  madness 
has  incurred.  But  Nature  lias  answered  her  purpose' 
with  the  curly,  dimpled  lunatic.  She  has  tasked  every 
faculty,  and  has  secured  the  symmetrical  growth  of  the 
bodily  frame,  by  all  these  attitudes  and  exertions,  — ^an 
end  of  the  first  importance,  which  could  not  be  trusted 
to  any  care  less  perfect  than  her  own.    This  glitter,  this 
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Opaline  lustre  plays  round  the  top  of  every  toy  to  his 
eye,  to  insure  bis  fidelity,  and  lie  is  deceived  to  his  good. 
We  are  made  alive  and  kept  alive  by  the  same  aits. 
Let  tlie  stoics  say  what  they  please,  we  do  not  eat  for 
the  good  of  living,  but  because  the  meat  is  savory  and 
the  appetite  is  keen.  The  vegetable  life  does  not  eonteut 
ilself  with  casting  from  the  flower  or  the  tree  a  single 
aeed,  faut  it  fills  the  air  and  earth  with  a  prodigality  of 
seeds,  that,  if  thousands  perish,  thousands  may  plant 
themselves,  that  imndreds  may  come  up,  that  tens  may 
live  to  maturity,  that,  at  least,  one  may  replace  the 
parent.  All  things  betray  the  same  calculated  profu- 
sion. The  excess  of  fear  with  which  tlie  animal  frame 
is  hedged  round,  slirinking  from  eold,  starting  at  sight 
of  a  snake,  or  at  a  sudden  noise,  protecU  us,  through  a 
multitude  of  groundless  ^rms,  from  some  one  real  dan- 
ger at  last.  The  lover  seeks  in  marriage  his  private 
felicity  Mid  perfection,  with  no  prospective  end ;  and 
Nature  hides  in  his  happiness  her  own  end,  namely,  pro- 
geny, or  the  perpetuity  of  the  race. 

But  the  craft  with  which  Uie  world  is  made,  rum  also 
into  the  mind  and  character  of  men.  No  man  is  qnite 
sane ;  each  has  a  vein  of  folly  in  his  composition,  a  slight 
determination  of  blood  to  the  head,  to  make  snre  of  hold- 
ing him  hard  to  some  one  point  which  nature  had  taken 
to  heart.  Great  causes  are  never  tried  on  their  merits; 
but  the  cause  is  reduced  to  particulars  to  suit  the  size  of 
the  partisans,  and  the  contention  is  ever  hottest  on  minor 
matters.  Not  less  remarkable  is  the  overfaith  of  each 
man  in  the  importance  of  what  be  has  to  do  or  say.  The 
poet,  the  prophet,  has  a  higher  value  for  what  he  uttera 
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tlum  anj  hearer,  and  therefore  it  gets  Broken.  The 
etroDg,  self-complacent  Luther  declares  with  an  em- 
pbasis,  not  to  be  mistaken,  that  "  God  himself  cannot  do 
without  wise  men."  Jacob  Behmen  and  George  Fox 
betraj  their  egotism  in  the  pertinacity  of  their  cootro- 
Tcrsial  tracts,  and  James  Najbr  once  suffered  himself 
to  be  worshipped  as  the  Christ.  Each  prophet  conies 
presently  to  identifj  himself  with  his  thought,  and  to 
esteem  his  hat  and  shoes  sacred.  However  tliis  maj 
discredit  such  persons  with  the  judicious,  it  lielpa  them 
with  the  people,  as  it  gives  heat,  pungeucj,  and  publicity 
to  their  words.  A  similar  experience  is  not  infreijnent 
in  private  life.  Each  young  and  ardent  person  writes  a 
diarj,  in  whieli,  when  the  hours  of  prayer  and  penitence 
arrive,  he  inseribaa  his  aoul.  The  pages  thus  written 
are,  to  him,  burning-  and  fragrant:  be  reads  them  on  hia 
knees  by  midnight  and  by  the  morning  star;  he  wets 
them  with  his  tears :  they  are  sacred ;  too  good  for  the 
world,  and  hardly  yet  to  be  ahown  to  tlie  dearest  friend. 
Tliis  is  the  man-cliild  that  is  bom  to  the  soul,  and  her 
life  still  circulates  in  the  babe.  The  umbilical  cord  has 
not  jet  been  cut.  After  some  time  has  elapsed,  he 
begins  to  wish  to  admit  his  friend  ta  Ihis  hallowed  ex- 
perieoce,  and  with  hesitation,  yet  with  Urmuess,  exposes 
the  pages  to  his  eye.  Will  they  not  burn  his  eyesP 
The  friend  coldly  turns  them  over,  and  passes  from  tha 
writing  to  conversation,  with  easy  transition,  which 
strikes  the  other  party  with  astonishment  and  vexation. 
He  cannot  suspect  the  writing  itself.  Days  and  nights 
of  fervid  life,  of  communion  with  angels  of  darkness  and 
of  light,  have  engraved  their  sliadowy  characters  on  that 
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tesr-stused  book.  He  auapects  tlie  intelligeDoe  or  the 
}ieart  of  hia  friend.  Is  there  then  no  friend?  He  can- 
not jet  credit  that  one  maj  hire  impresaive  experience, 
■ad  jet  maj  not  know  hotr  to  put  hb  private  fact  into 
literature;  and  perhaps  the  discorerj  tbat  visdom  has 
otber  tonguea  and  ministers  than  we,  tbat  Uiough  we 
should  hold  oar  peace,  the  tnilh  would  not  the  less  be 
apoken,  might  check  Injuriouslj  the  flames  of  our  zeal. 
A  man  can  oulj  speak,  so  long  as  he  does  not  feel  hia 
Speech  to  be  partial  and  inadequate.  It  is  partial,  but 
be  does  not  see  it  to  be  so,  whilst  he  utters  it.  As  soon 
OS  he  is  released  from  the  inatinctiTe  and  particular,  and 
sees  its  partialitj,  he  shuts  his  mouth  in  di^ust.  Por, 
no  man  can  write  anjthing,  who  does  not  tliink  that 
what  be  writes  is  for  the  time  the  history  of  tbe  wodd ; 
or  do  anjtbing  well,  who  does  not  esteem  bis  work  to 
be  of  importance.  Mj  work  maj  be  of  none,  but  I  mu^ 
not  think  it  of  none,  or  I  sball  not  do  it  with  impuuitj. 

In  like  manner,  tbere  is  throughout  nature  sometbing 
mocking,  sometbing  tbat  leads  us  on  and  on,  but  arrives 
nowhere,  keeps  no  faith  with  us.  All  promise  outruns 
tbe  performance.  We  live  in  a  sjstem  of  approxima- 
tions. Ever;  end  is  prospective  of  some  other  end, 
which  is  also  temporary ;  a  round  and  fioal  success  no- 
where. We  are  encamped  in  nature,  not  domesticated. 
Hunger  and  thirst  lead  us  on  to  eat  and  to  drink  ;  but 
bread  and  wine,  mix  and  cook  them  how  jon  will,  leave 
ns  bungrj  and  thirstj,  after  the  stomach  ia  full.  It  is 
the  same  with  all  our  arts  and  performances .  Our 
music,  our  poetrj,  our  language  itself,  are  not  satisfac- 
tions, but  su^estioDB.     The  hunger  for  wealth,  which 
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Induces  the  planet  to  a  garden,  foob  tbe  eager  pursuer. 
What  is  tbe  end  sought  ?  Plainly  to  secure  the  ends  of 
good  sense  and  beautj,  from  tbe  intrusion  of  deformitj 
or  vulgarity  of  any  kind.  But  what  an  operose  method! 
What  a  train  of  meaos  to  secure  a  little  eonversation ! 
Thb  palace  of  brick  and  stone,  these  servants,  this 
kitchen,  these  stables,  horses,  and  equipage,  this  bank- 
atock,  and  file  ot  mortgages  ;  trade  to  all  tbe  world, 
country-house  and  cottage  b;  the  water-side,  all  for  a 
little  conversation,  liigh,  clear,  and  spiritual !  Could  it 
not  be  had  as  well  by  beggars  on  the  highway  ?  No,  all 
these  things  came  from  successive  efforts  of  these  b^^ra 
to  remove  friction  from  the  wheels  of  life,  and  give  op- 
portunity. Conversation,  character,  were  tlie  avowed 
ends;  wealth  was  good  as  it  appeased  the  animal  crav- 
ings, cured  the  smoky  chimney,  silenced  the  creaking 
door,  brought  friends  together  in  a  warm  and  quiet 
room,  and  kept  the  children  and  the  dinner-table  in  a 
different  apartment.  Tliought,  virtue,  beauty,  were  the 
ends ;  but  it  was  known  that  men  of  thought  and  virtue 
sometimes  had  tbe  headache,  or  wet  feet,  or  could  lose 
good  time  whilst  the  room  was  getting  warm  in  winter 
days.  Unluckily,  in  the  exertions  necessary  to  remove 
these  inconveniences,  the  main  attention  has  been  di- 
verted to  this  object ;  the  old  ums  have  been  lost  sight 
of,  and  to  remove  friction  has  come  to  be  tbe  end.  Tliat 
is  the  ridicule  of  rich  men,  and  Boston,  London,  Vienna, 
and  now  the  governments  generaUj  of  the  world,  are 
cities  and  governments  of  the  rich,  and  the  masses  are 
not  men,  but  paor  wct,  that  is,  men  who  would  be  ricli; 
this  is  the  ridicule  of  the  class,  that  they  arrive  with 
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paina  and  sweat  and  furj  nowhere ;  when  all  is  done,  it 
is  for  nothing.  Thej  are  like  one  who  boa  iaterrupted 
the  coQTeraatioD  of  a  companj  («  make  hia  speech,  and 
now  has  fo^otten  what  be  went  to  aay .  The  appearance 
atrikea  the  e^e  eTerjwhere  of  an  aimless  society,  of  aim- 
less nations.  Were  the  ends  of  nature  so  gretd  and 
cogent,  as  to  exact  this  immense  aacrifioe  of  men  ? 

Quite  analogous  to  the  deceits  in  life,  there  is,  oa 
might  be  expected,  a  similar  effect  on  the  eje  &om  the 
face  of  external  nature.  There  is  in  woods  and  waters  a 
certain  entjcement  and  flatterj,  together  with  a  failure  to 
jield  a  present  satisfaction.  This  disappointment  is  felt 
in  ever;  landscape.  I  have  seen  the  softneaa  and  besnt; 
of  the  summer  clouds  floating  feathery  overbead,  enjoy- 
ing, as  it  aeemed,  their  height  and  privilege  of  motion, 
whilst  yet  they  appeared  not  so  much  the  drapery  of  this 
place  and  hour,  aa  forelooking  to  some  paTilioDS  and 
gardens  of  festivity  beyond.  It  ia  an  odd  jealousy ;  but 
tbe  poet  Gods  bimself  not  near  enough  to  bis  object. 
The  pine-tree,  the  river,  tbe  bank  of  flowers  before  him, 
does  not  seem  to  be  nature.  Nature  ia  sljll  elsewhere. 
Tills  or  this  is  but  outakirt  and  far-off  reffectitm  aad  echo 
of  Uie  triumph  that  has  passed  by,  and  is  now  at  its 
glancing  splendor  and  heyday,  perchance  in  the  neigh- 
boring fields,  or,  if  you  stand  in  tbe  field,  then  in  the 
adjacent  wooila.  The  present  object  shall  give  you  this 
sense  of  stillness  that  follows  a  pageant  which  has  just 
gone  by.  What  splendid  distance,  what  recesses  of  in- 
effable pomp  and  loveliness  in  the  sunaet !  But  who 
can  go  where  they  are,  or  lay  bis  band  or  plant  his 
foot  thereon  ?     Off  they  fall  from  the  round  worid  for 
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CTer  and  ever.  It  ta  the  same  among  the  men  and 
women,  as  among  the  silent  trees ;  alwnja  a  referred 
existence,  an  absence,  never  a  presence  and  satisfaction. 
Is  it,  that  heaut;  can  never  be  grasped  ?  in  persons  and 
in  landscape  is  equally  inaccessible?  Tlie  accepted  and 
betrothed  lover  has  lost  the  wildest  cfaami  of  hia  maiden 
in  her  acceptance  of  him.  She  was  heaven  wjiilst  he  pur- 
sued her  as  a  star ;  she  cannot  be  heaven  if  she  stoops 
to  such  a  one  as  be. 

What  shall  we  saj  of  this  omnipresent  appearance  of 
that  first  projectile  impulse,  of  this  fiatt«rj  and  balking 
of  so  manj  well-meaning  creatures?  Unst  we  not  sup- 
pose somewhere  m  the  universe  a  slight  tteacherj  and 
derision  P  Are  we  not  engaged  to  a  serious  resenbnmt 
of  this  use  that  b  made  of  us?  Are  we  tickled  trout, 
and  fools  of  nature  f  One  look  at  the  fcce  of  heaven  end 
earth  lajs  all  petulance  at  rest,  and  soothes  us  to  wiser 
convictions.  To  the  intelligent.  Nature  converts  herself 
into  a  vast  promise,  and  will  nnt  be  rashly  explained. 
Her  secret  is  untold.  Manj  and  manj  an  (Edipus  ar- 
rives; he  has  the  whole  mystery  teeming  in  his  brain. 
Alas  [  the  same  sorcery  has  spoiled  his  skill ;  no  syllable 
can  he  shape  on  liis  lips.  Her  mighty  orbit  vaults  like 
the  fresh  rainbow  into  the  deep,  but  no  archangel's  wing 
was  yet  strong  enough  to  follow  it,  and  Te|)ort  of  the 
return  of  the  curve.  But  it  also  appears,  that  our  ac- 
tions are  seconded  and  disposed  to  greater  conclusions 
than  we  designed.  We  are  escorted  on  every  hand 
through  life  by  spiritual  agents,  and  a  beneficent  purpose 
lies  in  wait  [or  us.  We  cannot  bandy  words  with  Na- 
ture, or  deal  with  her  as  we  deal  with  persons.     If  we 
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measure  our  individual  forces  agaiost  hers,  we  may  easilj 
feel  as  if  wa  were  the  sport  of  an  insuperable  destiuy. 
But  if,  instead  of  identifjiag  ourselves  with  tbe  work, 
we  feel  that  tlie  soul  of  tlie  workman  streams  through 
us,  we  shall  fiud  tlie  peace  of  the  inoroiug  dwelling  first 
ia  our  heai'U,  and  tlie  fathomless  powers  of  gravity  and 
chemistrv,  and,  over  theiu,  of  life,  pre-existing  witbiu  us 
in  their  highest  form. 

The  uneasiness  which  tlie  thought  of  our  helplessness 
in  the  cliain  of  causes  occasions  us,  results  from  looking 
too  much  at  one  condition  of  uature,  namely,  Motion. 
But  the  drag  is  never  token  from  the  wheel.  Wherever 
the  impulse  exceeds,  the  Rest  or  Identity  insiuuates  its 
compensation.  All  over  the  wide  fields  of  earth  grows 
the  prunella  or  self-heal.  After  every  foolish  day  we 
sleep  off  the  fumes  and  furies  of  its  hours;  aud  though 
we  are  always  engaged  with  particulars,  and  ofteu  en- 
slaved to  them,  we  bring  with  us  to  every  experiment  tbe 
innate  universal  laws.  These,  while  they  exist  In  the 
mind  as  ideas,  stand  around  us  in  nature  forever  em- 
bodied, a  present  sanity  to  expose  and  cure  the  insanity 
of  men.  Our  servitude  to  particulars  betrays  us  into  a 
hundred  foolish  expectations.  We  anticipate  a  new  era 
from  the  invention  of  a  locomotive,  or  a  balloon;  the 
new  engine  brings  with  it  the  old  checks.  They  say  that 
by  electro- magnetism,  your  salad  shall  be  grown  from 
the  seed,  whilst  your  fowl  b  roasting  for  dinner;  it 
it  is  a  symbol  of  our  modern  aims  and  endeavors,  — of 
our  condensation  and  acceleration  of  objects ;  but  noth- 
ing is  gained:  nature  cannot  be  cheated:  man's  life  is 
but  seventy  salads  long,  grow  they  swift  or  grow  they 
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slow.  In  these  checka  and  impossibilitiea,  lioweTer,  we 
fiiid  our  advantage,  not  less  tliau  in  the  impulses.  Let 
the  victory  Tall  where  it  will,  we  are  on  that  side.  And 
the  icnowlcdge  that  we  traverse  the  wliole  scale  o(  being, 
from  the  ceutre  to  tlie  poles  of  nature,  and  have  some 
stake  in  every  poasibilitj,  lends  that  sublime  lustre  to 
death,  which  pliilosophj  and  religion  have  too  outwardly 
and  literallj  striven  to  express  in  the  popular  doctrine 
of  the  immortality  of  the  soul.  The  reality  is  more 
excellent  than  the  report.  Here  is  no  ruin,  no  discon- 
tinuity, no  spent  ball.  The  divine  circulations  never 
rest  nor  linger.  Nature  is  the  incarnation  of  a  thought, 
and  turns  to  a  thought  again,  as  ice  becomes  water  and 
gas.  The  world  is  mind  precipitated,  and  the  volatile 
essence  is  forever  escaping  again  into  the  state  of  free 
thought.  Hence  the  virtue  and  pungency  of  the  influ- 
ence on  the  mind,  of  natural  objects,  whetlier  inorganic 
or  organized.  Man  imprisoned,  man  crystallized,  man 
vegetative,  speaks  to  man  impersonated.  That  power 
which  does  not  respect  quantity,  which  makes  tlie  wtiole 
and  the  particle  its  equal  channel,  delegates  its  smile  to 
the  morning,  and  distils  its  essence  into  every  drop  o[ 
rain.  Every  moment  instructs,  and  every  object ;  for 
wisdom  is  infused  into  every  form.  It  has  been  poured 
into  as  as  blood ;  it  convulsed  us  as  pain ;  it  slid  into  ua 
as  pleasure ;  it  enveloped  us  in  dull,  melancholy  days,  or 
in  days  of  cheerful  labor;  we  did  not  guess  its  essence, 
until  after  a  long  time. 
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Gold  and  iron  are  good 

Td  buy  inia  and  gold  ; 

All  eai'th'a  fleece  and  food 

For  thdr  like  are  aold. 

Hinted  Merlin  wise, 

Proved  Napoleon  great,  — 

Nor  kind  nor  coinsge  buys 

Aught  above  i(s  rale. 

Fear,  Craft,  and  Avarice 

Canuot  rear  a  Slate. 

Out  of  dust  to  build 

What  it  more  than  dust,— 

Walls  Amphion  piled 

Phcebiu  Btabliab  muat. 

When  the  Muiea  nine 

With  the  Virtnes  meet, 

Find  to  tbeir  deeign 

An  Atlantic  seat, 

By  green  orchard  boughs 

Fended  from  the  heat. 

Where  the  statesman  ploughs 

Furrow  for  Ibe  wheat ! 

When  the  Church  is  social  worth. 

When  the  State-house  is  the  hearth, 

Then  the  perfect  State  is  come. 

The  republican  at  home. 
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In  dealing  witli  the  State,  we  ought  to  remember  tliat 
its  institulioDS  are  not  aboriginal,  tbougli  tliej  existed 
before  we  were  bora ;  that  they  are  not  superior  to  the 
citizen:  that  every  one  of  them  was  once  the  act  of  a 
single  mau :  every  law  and  uaage  was  h  man's  expedient 
to  meet  a  particular  case :  tliat  they  all  are  imitable,  all 
alterable ;  we  may  make  as  good ;  we  may  make  better. 
Society  is  an  illusion  to  the  young  citizen.  It  lies  before 
him  in  rigid  repose,  with  certain  names,  men,  and  insti- 
tutions, rooled  like  oak-trees  to  the  centre,  round  which 
all  arrange  themselves  the  best  they  can.  But  the  old 
statesman  knows  that  society  is  fluid ;  there  are  no  such 
roots  and  centres;  but  any  particle  may  suddenly  become 
the  centre  of  the  movement,  and  compel  the  system  to 
gyrate  round  it,  as  every  man  of  strong  will,  like  Fisis- 
tratus,  or  Cromwell,  does  for  a  time,  and  every  man  of 
truth,  like  Plato,  or  Paul,  does  forever.  But  politics  rest 
on  necessary  foundations,  and  cannot  be  treated  with 
levity.  Republics  abound  in  young  civilians,  wlio  believe 
that  the  laws  niake  the  city,  that  grave  modiflcatjons  of 
the  policy  and  modes  of  living,  and  employments  of  the 
popuhition,  that  commerce,  education,  and  religion,  may 
be  voted  in  or  out;  and  that  any  measure,  though  it 
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were  absurd,  may  be  imposed  on  a  people,  if  onlj  jon 
can  get  sufficient  voices  to  make  it  a  law.  But  tiie  wise 
know  that  foolish  legbUtion  is  a  rope  of  sand,  wliicli 
perishes  in  the  twisting;  that  the  State  must  follow,  aud 
not  lead,  the  cbarecler  and  progress  of  the  citizen ;  the 
strongest  usurper  is  quickl;  got  rjd  of;  and  thej  only 
who  build  on  Ideas,  build  for  etemit; ;  and  that  the  form 
of  government  which  prevails,  is  the  expression  of  what 
cultivation  exists  in  the  population  which  permits  it. 
The  law  is  only  a  memoraudum.  We  are  superstitious, 
and  esteem  the  statute  somewiiat :  so  much  life  as  it  lias 
in  the  character  of  living  men,  ia  its  force.  Tiie  statute 
stands  there  to  say,  yesterday  we  agreed  so  and  so,  but 
how  feel  je  this  article  to-day  ?  Our  statute  is  a  cur- 
rency, which  we  stamp  with  our  own  portrait :  it  soon 
becomes  unrecognizable,  aud  in  process  of  time  will  re- 
turn tu  the  mint.  Nature  is  not  democratic,  nor  limited- 
mouarchical,  but  despotic,  and  wQl  not  be  fooled  or 
abated  of  any  jot  of  her  authority,  by  the  pertest  of  her 
sons;  and  as  fast  as  the  public  mind  is  opened  to  more 
intelligence,  Uie  code  is  seen  to  be  brute  and  stammering. 
It  speaks  not  articulately,  and  must  be  made  to.  Mean- 
time the  education  of  the  general  mind  never  stops.  The 
reveries  of  the  tme  and  simple  are  prophetic.  What  the 
tender  poetic  youtli  dreams,  and  prays,  and  paints  to- 
day, but  shuns  the  ridicule  of  saying  aloud,  shall  pres- 
ently be  the  resolutions  of  public  bodies,  then  shall  be 
carried  as  grievance  and  bill  of  rights  through  conflict 
and  war,  and  then  shall  he  triumphant  law  and  establish- 
ment for  a  hundred  years,  until  it  gives  place,  in  turn, 
to  new  prayers  and  pictures.     The  history  of  the  Slato 
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sketehes  in  coarse  outline  the  progress  of  thought,  knd 
follova  at  a  distance  the  delicacy  of  culture  and  of 
aspiration. 

The  theory  of  politics,  which  has  possessed  the  miud 
of  men,  and  which  tie;  liave  expressed  the  best  they 
could  in  their  laws  and  in  their  revolutions,  considers 
persons  and  property  as  the  two  objects  for  whose  pro- 
tection gOTemment  exists.  Of  persons,  all  have  equal 
'  rights,  in  virtue  of  being  identical  in  nature.  This  inter- 
est, of  course,  with  its  whole  power  demands  a  democ- 
racy. Whilst  the  rights  of  all  as  persons  are  equal,  in 
virtue  of  their  access  to  reason,  their  rights  in  prop- 
eily  are  very  unequal.  One  man  owns  liis  clothes, 
uid  another  owns  a  county.  This  accident,  depending, 
primarily,  on  the  skill  and  virtue  of  the  parties,  of  which 
thqre  is  every  degree,  and  secondarily,  on  patrimony, 
falls  unequally,  and  its  rights,  of  course,  are  unequal. 
Personal  rights,  universally  the  same,  demand  a  govern- 
ment framed  on  the  ratio  of  the  census :  property  de- 
mands a  government  framed  on  the  ratio  of  owners  and 
of  owning.  Laban,  who  has  flocks  and  herds,  wi^es 
them  looked  after  by  an  officer  on  the  frontiers,  lest  the 
Midianites  shall  drive  them  off,  and  pays  a  tax  to  that 
end.  Jacob  has  no  flocks  or  herds,  and  no  fear  of  the 
Midianites,  and  pays  no  tax  to  the  officer.  It  seemed  Ht 
that  Labu)  and  Jacob  should  iiave  equal  rights  to  elect 
the  officer,  who  is  to  defend  their  persons,  hat  that 
Iiaban,  and. not  Jacob,  should  elect  the  officer  who  is  to 
guard  the  sheep  and  cattle.  And,  if  question  arise 
whether  additional  officers  or  watcli-towers  should  be 
provided,  must  not  Laban  and  Isaac,  and  those  who 
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tnmt  sell  part  of  their  herds  to  bn;  protection  for  tlie 
rest,  judge  better  of  this,  and  with  more  right,  than 
Jacob,  who,  because  he  ia  a  ;outh  and  &  traveller,  eata 
their  bread  aad  not  his  own  ? 

In  the  earliest  aociet;  the  proprietors  made  tbeir  own 
wealth,  and  so  loog  as  it  comes  to  the  owners  in  the 
direct  waj,  no  other  opinion  would  arise  in  any  equitable 
community,  than  that  property  should  make  the  law  for 
property,  and  persons  the  law  for  persons. 

But  property  passes  tlirough  douation  or  inheritance 
to  those  who  do  not  create  it.  Gift,  in  one  case,  makes 
it  as  really  the  new  owner's,  as  labor  made  it  the  first 
owner's:  in  the  other  case,  of  patrimony,  tlie  law  makes 
an  ownership,  which  will  be  valid  in  each  man's  view 
according  to  the  estimate  which  he  sets  on  the  publio 
trani^uillit;. 

It  was  not,  however,  found  easy  to  embody  the  readily 
admitted  principle,  that  property  should  make  law  for 
property,  and  persons  for  persons:  since  persons  and 
property  miied  themselves  in  every  transaction.  At  last 
it  seemed  settled,  that  the  rightful  distinction  was,  that 
the  proprietors  should  have  more  elective  franchise  than 
non-proprietors,  on  the  Spartan  principle  of  "calling  that 
which  is  just,  equal ;  not  that  which  is  equal,  just." 

Tliat  principle  no  longer  looks  so  self-evident  as  it 
appeared  in  former  times,  partly,  because  doubts  have 
arisen  whether  too  much  weight  had  not  been  allowed  in 
the  laws  to  property,  and  such  a  structure  given  to  our 
usages,  as  allowed  the  rich  to  encroach  on  the  poor,  and 
to  keep  them  poor;  but  mainly,  because  there  is  an 
inatinotive  sense,  however  obscure  and  yet  inarticulate. 
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that  the  whole  constitution  of  property,  on  its  present 
tenures,  is  injurious,  and  its  influence  on  persons  deterio- 
rating atjd  degrading;  that  trulj,  tlie  onlj  interest  for 
the  consideration  of  the  State  is  persons;  that  property 
will  alwajs  follow  persons;  that  the  highest  end  of  go»- 
emment  is  the  culture  of  men ;  and  if  men  can  be  edu- 
cated, the  institutions  will  share  their  improvement,  and 
the  moral  sentiment  will  write  the  law  of  tlie  land. 

If  it  be  not  easy  to  settle  the  equity  of  this  question, 
the  peril  is  less  when  we  take  note  of  our  natural  de- 
fences, 'We  are  kept  by  better  guards  Ihan  the  vigilance 
of  such  magistrates  as  we  commonly  elect.  Society 
always  consists,  in  greatest  part,  of  young  and  foolisli 
persons.  The  old,  who  have  seen  through  the  hypocrisy 
of  courts  and  statesmen,  die,  and  leave  no  wisdom  to 
their  sons.  These  believe  their  own  newspaper,  as  their 
fethers  did  at  their  age.  With  such  an  ignorant  and 
deceivable  majority,  States  would  soon  run  to  ruin,  but 
that  there  are  limitations,  beyond  which  the  folly  and 
ambition  of  govemorg  cannot  go.  Things  have  their 
laws,  as  well  as  men ;  and  things  refuse  to  he  trifled 
with.  Properl.y  will  be  protected.  Corn  will  not  grow, 
unless  it  is  planted  and  manured;  but  the  fanner  will 
not  plant  or  hoe  it,  unless  the  cliancea  are  a  hundred  to 
one  that  he  will  cut  and  harvest  it.  Under  any  forms, 
persons  and  property  must  and  will  have  tiieir  just  sway. 
They  exert  their  power,  as  steadily  as  matter  its  attrac- 
tion. Cover  up  a  pound  of  earth  never  so  cunningly, 
divide  and  subdivide  it;  melt  it  to  liquid,  convert  it  to 
gas ;  it  will  always  weigh  a  pound ;  it  will  always  attract 
and  resist  other  matter,  by  the  full  virtue  of  one  pound 
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weight;  —  and  the  attributei  of  a  person,  his  wit  ud 
liit  monl  enei^,  will  exeTcise,  under  anj  law  or  eitia- 
guisbiog  tymui;,  their  proper  force,  —  if  not  orertlj, 
Uieu  covertlyi  if  not  for  the  law,  theu  agaiost  it;  if  not 
wbolesomel;,  tben  poisonoualj ;  with  right,  or  bj  might. 

The  boundaries  of  persoual  influeuce  it  is  iinpouible  to 
fix,  aa  persoDi  are  or^am  of  moral  or  supernatural  force. 
Under  the  dominion  of  an  idea,  whicli  poaseues  tk 
iniuds  of  multitudes,  as  civil  freedom,  or  the  religious 
sentimeut,  the  powers  of  persons  are  no  longer  subjects 
of  calculation.  A  nation  of  men  unanimoual;  bent  on 
freedom,  or  conquest,  can  easilj  confound  the  arithnietic 
of  statists,  and  achieve  extravagant  actions,  out  of  all 
proportion  to  tlieir  means ;  as,  the  Greeks,  the  Saiacens, 
the  Swiss,  the  Americans,  and  the  French  have  done. 

In  like  minaer,  to  everj  particle  of  propertj  b^ongs 
its  own  attraction.  A  cent  is  the  representative  of  a 
certain  qoantity  of  com  or  other  commodity.  Ita  value 
is  in  the  necessities  of  the  animal  man.  It  ia  so  mudi 
warmth,  so  much  bread,  so  much  water,  so  much  land. 
The  law  maj  do  what  it  will  with  the  owner  of  propertj, 
its  just  power  will  still  attach  to  the  cent.  The  law  may 
in  a  mad  freak  say,  that  all  shall  have  power  except  tbe 
owners  of  property ;  they  shall  have  no  vote.  Neverlba- 
less,  by  a  higher  law,  the  property  will,  year  after  yeu, 
write  every  statute  that  respects  property.  Tbe  non- 
proprietor  will  be  the  scribe  of  tbe  proprietor.  What 
the  owners  wish  to  do,  the  whole  poirer  of  property  will 
do,  either  Ibrongh  the  law,  or  else  in  defiance  of  it  Of 
course,  I  speak  of  all  the  property,  not  merely  of  tbe 
great  estates.    Wlien  the  ricb  are  outvoted,  as  frequently 
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happens,  it  is  tlie  joint  treasury  of  tbe  poor  wbicb  exceeds 
their  accumulalious.  Ever;  man  owna  sonietbing,  if  it  is 
oulj  a  cow,  or  a  wheelbarrow,  or  hU  arms,  and  so  lias 
tliat  propertj  to  dispose  of. 

The  same  necessity  which  aeeuies  tlie  riglils  of  person 
and  property  ogaiuat  the  malignity  or  folly  of  tbe  ub^s- 
trate,  delerminea  tbe  form  and  methods  of  goTemmg, 
which  are  proper  to  each  nation,  and  to  its  habit  of 
thought,  and  nowise  transferable  to  other  states  of  soci- 
ety. In  this  country,  we  are  ?ery  vain  of  our  political 
institutions,  which  are  singular  in  tbis,  tliat  they  sprung, 
within  the  memory  of  living  men,  from  tbe  character 
and  oonditiou  of  tbe  people,  whicb  they  still  express  with 
sufficient  fidelity,  —  and  we  ostentatiously  prefer  them 
to  an;  other  in  history.  They  are  not  better,  but  only 
fitter  for  us.  We  may  be  wise  in  asserting  the  advan- 
tage in  modem  times  of  tbe  democratic  form,  but  la 
other  states  of  society,  in  which  religion  consecrated  the 
monarchical,  that  and  not  this  was  expedient.  Democ- 
racy is  better  for  us,  because  the  religious  sentiment  of 
the  present  time  accords  better  with  it.  Bom  democrats, 
we  are  nowise  quallQed  to  Judge  of  monarchy,  which,  to 
our  iathera  living  in  the  monarchical  idea,  was  also  rela- 
tively right.  But  our  institutions,  though  in  coincidence 
with  tbe  spirit  of  the  age,  have  not  any  exemption  from 
the  practical  defects  which  bave  discredited  other  forms. 
Every  actual  State  is  corrupt.  Good  men  must  not  obey 
the  laws  too  well.  Wliat  satire  on  government  can  equal 
the  severity  of  censure  conveyed  in  the  word  politie, 
which  now  for  ages  has  signified  emminf,  iatimating 
that  tbe  Slate  i^  a  trick? 
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The  Bame  benign  uecessitj  and  tlw  same  practical 
abuse  appear  ia  Uie  parties  into  which  each  State  divides 
itself,  of  opponents  and  defenders  of  the  adiniiiistcalioil 
of  the  goveraotent.  Parties  are  also  fouDded  ou  instincts, 
and  have  better  guides  to  their  owu  humble  aims  than 
the  sagacity  of  their  leaders.  Thej  have  notliing  per- 
verse in  their  origin,  but  rudelj  mark  some  real  and 
lasting  relation.  We  might  as  wiaelj'  leprove  the  east- 
viud,  or  the  frost,  as  a  pohtical  party,  vhose  members, 
for  the  moat  part,  could  give  no  account  of  their  position, 
but  stand  for  the  defence  of  those  interests  in  which  tbey 
find  themselves.  Our  quarrel  with  them  begins,  when 
they  quit  tbis  deep  natural  ground  at  the  bidding  of 
some  leader,  and,  obeying  personal  considerations,  throw 
themselves  into  the  maintenauce  and  defence  of  points, 
nowise  belonging  to  their  system.  A  party  is  perpetu- 
ally corrupted  by  personality.  Whilst  we  absolve  the 
association  from  dishonesty,  we  cannot  extend  the  same 
charity  t«  their  leaders.  Tbej  reap  the  rewards  of  the 
docility  and  seal  of  the  masses  which  they  direct.  Ordi- 
narily, our  parties  are  parties  <^  circumstance,  and  not 
of  principle;  as,  the  planting  interest  in  conflict  with 
the  commercial  1  the  party  of  capitalists,  and  that  of 
operatives;  parties  wliieh  are  identical  in  their  moral 
character,  and  which  can  easily  change  ground  Math  each 
other,  in  the  support  of  many  of  their  measures.  Far- 
ties  of  principle,  as,  religions  sects,  or  the  party  of 
free-trade,  of  universal  suffrage,  of  abolition  of  slavery, 
of  abolition  of  capital  punishment,  degenerate  into  per- 
sonalities, or  would  inspire  enthusiasm.  The  vice  of 
our    leading  parties   iu  this  country   (which  may  be 
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cited  as  a  fair  specimen  of  these  sodetiea  of  opinion)  is, 
that  the;  do  not  plant  themselves  on  tlie  deep  atid  neces- 
sary grounds  to  which  the;  are  respectivelj  entitled,  but 
lash  themselves  to  fury  in  the  carrying  of  sofne  local  and 
momentary  measure,  nowise  useful  to  the  commonwealth. 
Of  the  two  great  parties,  which,  at  this  hour,  almost 
share  the  nation  between  them,  I  should  say,  that,  one 
has  the  best  cause,  and  the  other  contaius  the  best  men. 
Tiie  philosopher,  the  poet,  or  the  religious  man  will,  of 
course,  wish  to  cast  his  vote  witli  the  democrat,  for  free 
trade,  for  wide  suffrt^,  for  the  abolition  of  legal  cruel- 
ties in  the  penal  code,  and  for  facilitating  in  every  man- 
ner the  access  of  the  young  and  the  poor  to  the  sources 
of  wealth  aud  power.  But  he  can  rarely  accept  the 
persons  whom  the  so-called  popular  parly  propose  to  him 
as  representatives  of  tiiese  liberalities.  Tliej  have  uot 
at  heart  the  ends  which  give  to  the  name  of  democracy 
what   hope   end      rt  it.      The   spirit   of  our 

American  rad  cal  m  d  t  ctive  and  aimless ;  it  is 
not  loving;    t  has  It  and  divine  ends;  but  is 

destructive  o  ly  t  f  I  t  d  and-  selfishness.  On  the 
other  side,  tl  t      party,  composed  of  the  most 

moderate,  M  d  It  ted  part  of  the  population,  is 
timid,  and  m      ly  d  f  f  property.     It  viudicates 

no  right,  it  asp  re    t  1  good,  it  brands  no  crime, 

it  proposes         g  p  1   y,  it  does  not  build  nor 

write,  nor  cherish  the  arts,  nor  foster  religion,  nor 
establish  schools,  nor  encourage  science,  nor  emancipate 
the  slave,  nor  bpfricnd  the  poor,  or  the  Indian,  or 
the  immigrant.  From  neither  party,  when  in  power, 
has  the  world  any  benefit  to  expect  in  science,  art,  or 
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homuiit;,  ti  bU  commensurate  witU  the  resouroea  of  the 

I  do  not  for  these  defects  despair  of  our  republic  We 
are  Qot  at  Hie  mere;  of  no;  waves  of  chance.  la  the 
strife  of  ferocious  parties,  bumaa  nature  always  finds 
itself  cherished,  as  the  childreu  of  the  couvicta  at  Botany 
Baj  are  foaod  to  have  as  health;  a  moral  seulimeut  as 
other  cliildren.  Citizens  of  feudal  states  are  alarmed  at 
our  democratic  institutions  lapsing  iuto  anarch; ;  aud 
the  older  and  more  cautious  among  ourselves  are  learn- 
ing from  Europeans  lo  look  with  some  terror  at  our  tur- 
bulent freedom.  It  is  said  tliat  in  our  license  of  con- 
struing the  Constitution,  and  in  the  despotism  of  public 
opiuiou,  we  liave  no  aucltor;  and  oue  foreign  observer 
thinlis  he  has  found  the  safeguard  in  the  sanctity  of  Mar- 
riage among  us;  and  another  thinks  be  has  found  it  ia 
our  Calvmism.  Fisher  Ames  expressed  tbe  popular  se- 
curity more  wisely,  when  he  compared  a  monarch;  and 
a  republic,  saying,  "  that  a  nionarcliy  is  a  mercliaiitnian, 
wfatcl)  sails  well,  but  will  sometimes  strike  on  a  rock,  and 
go  to  the  bottom  ;  wliilat  a  republic  is  a  raft,  which 
would  never  sink,  but  then  your  feet  are  always  in 
water."  No  forms  can  have  an;  dangerous  importance, 
whilst  we  are  befriended  by  the  laws  of  things.  It 
makes  no  difference  how  many  tons'  weight  of  atmos- 
phere presses  on  our  heads,  so  long  as  the  same  pressure 
resists  it  witliin  the  lunga.  Augment  tlie  mass  a  tbou- 
sand.fold,  it  cannot  begin  to  crush  us,  as  long  as  reaction 
is  equal  to  action.  Tbe  fact  of  two  poles,  of  two  forces, 
centripetal  and  centrifugal,  is  universal,  and  eacli  force 
by  jtg  owu  Rotivitj  develops  the  other.    Wild  liberl;  de- 
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Telops  iron  conscience.  Want  of  liberty,  b;  strengthen- 
ing law  aad  decoram,  stupefies  conscience.  'Ljnch-law' 
prevails  only  where  Ibere  is  greater  hardihood  and  self- 
subsiatencj  in  the  leaders.  A  moh  cannot  be  a  perma- 
nency ;  everybody's  interest  requires  that  it  should  not 
exist,  and  only  justice  satisfies  all. 

We  must  trust  iufluil«ly  to  the  beneficent  necessity 
which  shines  through  all  laws.  Human  nature  expresses 
itself  in  them  as  characteristically  as  in  statues,  or  songs, 
or  raiiroada,  and  an  abstract  of  tlie  codes  of  natious  would 
he  a  transcript  of  the  common  coascience.  GoTemtnents 
lia?e  their  origiu  in  the  moral  identity  of  men.  Reason 
for  one  is  seen  to  be  reason  for  anollier,  and  for  every 
other.  There  is  a  middle  measure  which  satisfies  all 
parties,  be  they  never  so  njany,  or  so  resolute  for  their 
own.  Every  man  finds  a  sanction  for  his  simjilest  claims 
and  deeds  in  decisions  of  his  own  mind,  which  lie  calls 
Truth  aud  Holiness.  In  tliese  decisions  all  the  citizens 
find  a  perfect  agreement,  and  only  in  these  ;  not  in  what 
is  good  to  eat,  good  to  wear,  good  use  of  time,  or  what 
amount  of  hind,  or  of  public  aid,  each  is  entitled  to  claim. 
This  truth  ^nd  justice  men  presently  endeavor  to  maliB 
application  of,  to  the  measuring  of  laud,  the  apportion- 
ment of  service,  the  protection  of  life  and  property. 
Their  first  endeavors,  no  doubt,  are  very  awkward.  Yet 
absolute  right  is  the  first  governor ;  or,  every  goven»- 
ment  is  an  impure  theocracy.  The  idea,  &tter  which 
each  community  is  aiming  to  make  and  mend  its  law,  is 
the  will  of  the  wise  man.  The  wise  man  it  cannot  find 
in  nature,  and  it  makes  awkward  .but  earnest  efforts  to 
secure  his  government  by  contrivance;  as,  by  causing  the 
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entire  people  to  give  tlieir  voices  on  every  meaSDte ;  or, 
b;  a  double  choice  to  get  the  representation  of  tbe  whole; 
or,  bj  a  selection  of  the  best  citiicns  ;  or,  to  secure  the 
advantages  of  efficiency  and  interiial  peace,  b;  confidiug 
tlie  government  to  one,  who  may  liimself  select  bis 
agents.  All  forms  of  goremmeiit  symbolize  an  immortal 
government,  common  to  all  dynasties  and  independent 
of  numbers,  perfect  where  two  men  eibt,  perfect  where 
there  is  only  one  man. 

Every  man's  nature  is  a  sufficient  adrertisement  to  Uim 
of  the  character  of  bis  fellows.  My  right  and  my  wrong 
is  their  right  and  their  wrong.  Whilst  I  do  what  is  fit 
for  me,  and  abstain  from  what  is  unfit,  my  neighbor  and 
I  shall  often  agree  in  our  means,  and  work  together  for 
a  time  to  one  end.  But  whenever  I  find  my  dominioa 
over  myself  not  sufficient  for  me,  and  undertake  the  di- 
rection  of  him  also,  I  overstep  the  truth,  and  come  int^ 
false  relations  to  him.  I  may  have  so  much  more  skill 
or  strength  than  he,  that  he  cannot  express  adequately 
his  sense  of  wrong,  but  it  is  a  lie,  and  hurts  like  a  lie 
both  him  and  me.  Love  and  nature  cannot  maintaia 
the  assumption:  it  must  be  executed  by  a  practical  lie, 
namely,  by  force.  This  undertaking  for  another  is  the 
blunder  which  stands  in  colossal  ugliness  in  the  govern- 
ments of  the  world.  It  is  the  same  thing  in  numbers,  as 
in  a  pair,  only  not  quite  so  intelligible.  I  can  see  well 
enough  a  great  difference  between  my  setting  myself 
down  to  a  self-control,  and  my  going  to  mate  somebody 
else  act  after  my  views ;  but  when  a  quarter  of  the  human 
race  assume  to  tell  me  what  I  must  do,  I  may  be  too 
much  disturbed  by  the  circumstances  to  see  so  dearly 
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the  absurdity  of  their  commaDd.  Therefore,  all  puWic 
ends  loolt  vague  and  quixotic  beside  private  ones.  For, 
any  laws  but  those  which  men  make  for  themselves  are 
laughable.  If  I  put  myself  in  tlie  pUce  of  my  child,  and 
we  stand  in  one  thought,  and  see  that  things  are  thus  or 
thna,  that  perception  is  law  for  him  and  me.  We  are 
both  there,  both  act.  But  if,  without  carrying  him  into 
the  thought,  I  look  over  iiito  his  plot,  and,  guessing  how 
it  i»  witli  him,  ordain  this  or  that,  lie  will  never  obey  me. 
Tliis  is  the  liistflry  of  governments,  —  one  man  does 
BOmethiug  which  is  to  bind  another.  A  man  who  cannot 
be  acquainted  with  me  taxes  me;  looking  from  afar  at 
me,  ordains  tliat  a  part  of  my  labor  shell  go  to  this  or 
that  whimsical  end,  not  as  I,  hut  as  he,  happens  to  fancy. 
Beliold  the  ramsequeoce.  Of  all  debts,  men  are  least 
willing  to  pay  the  taxes.  What  a  satire  is  this  on  gov- 
ernment! Everywhere  they  think  they  get  their  money's 
worth,  except  for  these. 

Hence,  the  less  government  we  have  the  better,  —  tlie 
fewer  laws,  and  tlie  less  confided  power.  The  antidote 
to  this  abuse  of  formal  government  is,  tlie  influence  of 
private  character,  the  growth  of  the  Individual ;  the 
appearance  of  the  principal  t«  supersede  the  proxy ;  the 
appeaiiance  of  the  wise  man,  of  whom  tlie  existing  gov- 
ernment is,  it  must  be  owned,  but  a  shabby  imitation. 
That  which  all  things  tend  to  educe,  which  freedom, 
cultivation,  intercourse,  revolutions,  go  to  form  and 
deliver,  is  character;  that  is  the  end  of  nature,  to  reach 
unto  this  coronation  of  her  king.  To  educate  the  wise 
man,  the  State  exists  ;  and  with  the  appearance  of  the 
wise  man,  the  Slate  expires.    Tlie  appearance  of  charao- 
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ter  makes  tbe  State  unaecessary.  The  vise  man  is  tbe 
State,  He  needs  no  army,  fort, or  navy,—  be  loves  men 
too  well ;  no  bribe,  or  feast,  or  palace,  to  draw  frieods 
to  bim ;  Qo  TanUge-grouud,  no  faronible  eireuni stance. 
He  needs  no  library,  for  be  bas  not  done  tliinking;  no 
cburch,  for  be  is  a  propbet ;  no  statute-book,  for  be  bas 
tbe  lawgiver;  no  monej,  for  be  is  value  ;  no  road,  for  be 
ia  st  home  where  be  is;  no  experience,  for  the  life  of  tbe 
creator  shoots  through  him,  and  looks  from  hisejes.  He 
bas  no  personal  friends,  for  he  who  has  the  spell  to  draw 
the  prayer  and  piel;  of  all  men  unto  bim,  needs  not  hus- 
band and  educate  a  few,  to  share  with  him  a  aelect  and 
poetic  life.  His  relation  to  men  is  angelic ;  bis  niemorj 
is  myrrh  to  them ;  his  presence,  frankincense  and  flowers. 
We  think  our  civilization  near  its  meridian,  but  we 
are  jet  only  at  the  cock-crowing  and  the  morning  star. 
In  our  barbarous  society  the  influence  of  character  is  in 
its  infancy.  As  a  political  power,  as  the  rightful  lord 
who  is  to  tumble  all  rulers  from  their  chairs,  ita  presence 
is  hardly  yet  suspected.  Malthus  and  EJcardo  quite 
omit  it ;  the  Annual  Register  ia  silent ;  in  the  Conversa- 
tions' Lexicon,  it  is  not  set  down;  the  President's  Mes- 
sage, the  Queen's  Speech,  liave  not  mentioned  it;  and 
yet  it  is  never  nothing.  Every  thought  which  genius 
and  piety  throw  into  tbe  world,  alters  the  world.  The 
gladiators  in  the  Ibts  of  power  feel,  through  all  tlieir 
frocks  of  force  and  siniulation,  the  presence  of  worth.  I 
tbiuk  the  very  strife  of  trade  and  ambition  are  confession 
of  this  divinity ;  and  successes  in  those  fields  are  the 
poor  amends,  the  fig-leaf  with  which  the  shamed  soul 
attempts  to  bide  its  nakedness.     I  find  the  like  unwilLng 
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homt^  in  all  quarters.  It  is  because  we  know  Low 
Tnuch  is  due  from  us,  that  we  are  impatient  to  show 
some  petty  talent  as  a  substitute  for  worth.  We  are 
haunted  b;  a  conscience  of  this  right  to  grandeur  of 
ctiaracter,  and  are  false  to  it.  But  eacli  of  us  has  some 
tslent,  can  do  somewhat  useful,  or  graceful,  or  formi- 
dable, or  amusiijg,  or  lucrative.  That  we  do,  aa  an 
apologj  to  others  aud  to  ourselves,  for  not  reaching  the 
mark  of  a  good  and  equal  life.  But  it  does  not  sattsfj 
tM,  whilst  wc  thrust  it  ou  the  notice  of  our  eompanious. 
It  may  throw  dust  in  their  eyes,  but  does  not  smooth 
our  own  bruw,  or  give  us  the  tranquillity  of  the  strong 
when  we  walk  abroad.  We  do  peuauce  as  we  go.  Our 
talent  is  a  sort  of  expiation,  and  we  are  constrained  to 
reflect  on  our  splendid  moment,  with  a  eerlaio  humilia- 
tion, as  somewhat  too  fine,  and  not  as  one  act  of  many 
acts,  a  fair  expression  of  our  permanent  energy.  Most 
persons  of  ability  meet  in  society  with  a  kind  of  tacit 
appeal.  Each  seems  to  Kay,  'I  am  not  all  here.'  Sena- 
tors and  presidents  have  climbed  so  high  with  pain 
enough,  not  because  thcj  think  the  place  specially  agree- 
able, but  aa  an  apology  for  real  worth,  and  to  vindicate 
their  manhood  in  our  eyes.  Thla  conapicuous  chair  is 
their  compensation  to  themselves  for  being  of  a  poor, 
cold,  bard  nature.  They  must  do  what  tliey  cnn.  Like 
one  class  of  forest  animals,  they  have  nothing  but  a  pre- 
hensile tail :  climb  tbey  must,  or  crawl.  If  a  man  found 
himself  bo  rich-natured  that  he  could  enter  into  strict 
relations  with  the  best  persons,  and  make  life  serene 
around  him  by  tlie  dignity  and  sweetness  of  his  behavior, 
could  he  aETord  to  circumvent  the  favor  of  the  caucus  aud 
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tbe  press,  and  covet  relations  so  liollov  and  pompons,  as 
those  of  a  politician  F  Surel;  nobody  would  be  a  cbatla- 
tan,  who  could  afford  to  be  sincere. 

Tlie  tendencies  of  the  times  favor  the  idea  of  self-gov- 
ernment, and  leave  the  individual,  for  all  code,  to  Ihe 
rewards  and  penalties  of  his  own  constitution,  whicb  work 
with  more  energy  than  we  believe,  whilst  we  depend  on 
artificial  restraints.  The  movement  in  this  direction  has 
been  very  marked  in  modem  liislory.  Much  lias  been 
blind  and  discreditable,  but  the  nature  of  the  revolution 
is  not  affecled  by  the  vices  of  the  revolters ;  for  this  is  a 
purely  moral  force.  It  was  never  adopted  by  any  party 
in  history,  neitlier  can  be.  It  separates  the  individual 
from  all  party,  and  unites  Ijim,  at  the  aame  time,  to  the 
race.  It  promises  a  recognition  of  higher  rights  than, 
those  of  personal  freedom  or  the  security  of  property. 
A  man  has  a  right  to  he  employed,  to  he  trusted,  to  be 
loved,  to  be  revered.  The  power  of  love,  as  the  basis  of 
a  State,  has  never  been  tried.  We  must  not  imagine 
that  all  things  are  lapsing  into  confusion,  if  every  lender 
protestant  be  not  compelled  to  bear  his  part  in  certain 
social  conventions;  nor  doubt  tliat  roads  can  be  built, 
letters  carried,  and  the  fruit  of  labor  secured,  when  the 
government  of  force  is  at  an  end.  Are  our  methods  now 
so  excellent  that  all  competition  is  hopeless  ?  could  not  a 
nation  of  friends  even  devise  better  ways  ?  On  the  other 
baud,  let  not  the  most  conservative  and  timid  fear  any- 
thing from  a  premature  surrender  of  the  bayonet,  and 
the  system  of  force.  Fov,  according  to  the  order  of 
nature,  which  is  quite  superior  to  our  will,  it  stands 
thus ;  there  will  always  be  a  government  of  force,  where 
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men  are  selfish ;  and  when  thej  are  pure  enough  to 
abjure  the  code  of  force,  thej  will  be  wise  enough  to  see 
how  these  public  ends  of  the  post-office,  of  tjje  highway, 
of  commerce,  and  the  exchange  of  property,  of  museums 
and  libraries,  of  institutions  of  art  and  science,  can  be 
answered. 

We  live  in  a  very  low  state  of  the  world,  and  pay  nu- 
wtlling  tribute  to  governments  founded  on  force.  There 
is  not,  among  tlie  most  religious  and  instructed  men  of 
tlie  most  reli^ous  and  civil  nations,  a  reliance  on  the 
moral  sentiment,  and  a  sufficient  belief  in  the  unity  of 
things,  to  persuade  tbem  that  society  can  be  maiutaiued 
without  artificial  restraints,  as  well  as  the  solar  system; 
or  that  the  private  citizen  might  be  reasonable,  and  a  good 
neighbor,  without  the  hint  of  a  jail  or  a  confiicatinti. 
What  is  strange,  too,  tliere  never  was  in  any  man  suffi- 
cient faith  in  the  power  of  rectitude,  to  inspire  liim  with 
the  broad  design  of  renovating  the  State  on  the  principle 
of  right  and  love.  All  those  who  have  pretended  this 
design  have  been  partial  reformers,  and  have  admitted  in 
Bome  manner  the  supremacy  of  the  bad  State.  I  do  not 
call  to  mind  a  single  liuman  being  who  has  steadily 
denied  the  authority  of  iJie  laws,  on  the  simple  ground 
of  his  own  moral  nature.  Such  designs,  full  of  genius 
and  full  of  fate  as  they  are,  are  not  entertained  except 
avowedly  as  aJT-piclures.  If  the  individna!  who  exhibits 
them  dare  to  thint  them  practicable,  he  disgusts  scholars 
and  churchmen ;  and  men  of  talent,  and  women  of  supe- 
rior  sentiments,  cannot  hide  their  contempt.  Not  the 
less  does  nature  continue  to  fill  the  heart  of  youth  with 
suggestions  of  this  enthusiasm,  and  there  are  now  men. 
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—  if  indeed  I  con  speak  in  the  pluml  number,  —  mora 
exactly,  I  will  sbj,  I  bare  just  been  coarersiug  with  one 
man,  to  whom  no  wei^t  of  adverse  experience  will  make 
it  for  a  montent  appear  impossible,  tiiat  thousands  of 
hnman  beings  might  share  and  obej  eacli  witb  the  otber 
the  grandest  and  truest  sentiments,  as  welt  as  a  knot  of 
friends,  or  a  paii  of  loTets. 
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In  cooDtlesa  upward -etrlvLDg  wave) 

The  moon -drawn  lidc-wtive  itrivts ; 

In  thuuaand  rar-trans|ilDiLUd  gralta 

The  [tarent  fruit  surviTcs ; 

So,  in  the  new-born  inillioni 

The  perfect  Adnm  lives. 

Not  leas  are  gnmmer  nwiTiingi  dar 

To  everir  child  they  wake, 

And  each  with  novel  life  hia  apbere 

Fills  for  hli  proper  aalie. 
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I  CANNOT  often  enough  saj  that  a  mim  is  only  a  rela- 
tive and  i«preaentative  nature.  Each  is  a  hint  of  the 
truth,  but  far  enough  from  being  that  truth,  which 
yet  he  quite  newly  and  inevitably  suggests  to  us.  If 
I  seek  it  in  hiin,  I  shall  not  find  it.  Could  any  man 
oonduct  into  me  the  pure  stream  of  tliat  which  lie 
pretends  to  be !  Long  afterwards,  I  find  that  quality 
elsewhere  which  he  promised  me.  The  genius  of  the 
Platonists  is  intoxiealing  to  the  atudent,  yet  how  few 
particulars  of  it  can  1  detach  from  all  their  books.  The 
man  momentarily  stands  for  the  thought,  but  will  not 
bear  examination ;  and  a  society  of  men  will  cursorily 
represent  well  enougli  a  certain  quality  and  culture,  for 
example,  chivalry  or  beauty  of  manners,  but  separate 
them,  and  there  is  no  gentleman  and  no  lady  in  the 
group.  The  least  hint  sets  us  on  tlie  pursuit  of  a  char- 
acter, which  no  man  realizes.  We  have  such  exorbitant 
eyes,  that  on  seeing  the  smallest  arc,  we  complete  the 
curve,  and  when  the  curtain  is  liftea  from  the  diagram 
which  it  seemed  to  veil,  we  are  veicd  to  find  that  no 
more  was  drawn,  than  just  that  fragment  of  an  arc  which 
we  first  beheld.  We  are  greallj  too  liberal  in  our  con- 
struction of  each  other's  (acuity  and  promise.    Exactly 
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what  the  parties  have  already  done,  tbey  hIihI]  do  agntn ; 
but  that  which  ve  inferred  from  their  nature  and  incep- 
tion, thej  will  not  do.  That  u  in  nature,  faut  not  in 
them.  That  happens  in  the  world,  which  ve  often  wit- 
ness in  a  public  debate.  Each  of  the  speakers  expresses 
himself  imperfectly :  no  one  of  them  lieara  much  tliat 
another  says,  such  is  tlie  preoceupation  of  mind  of  each  -, 
and  the  audience,  who  liavc  only  to  hear  and  not  to 
apeak,  judge  rery  wisely  and  superiorly  how  wrong- 
headed  and  unskilful  is  each  of  the  debaters  to  his  own 
affair.  Great  men  or  men  of  great  gifts  you  shall  easily 
find,  but  symmetrical  men  never.  Wlien  I  meet  a  pure 
intellectual  foroe,  or  a  generosity  of  affection,  I  believe, 
here  then  is  roan ;  and  am  presently  mortiiied  by  the 
discovery,  that  this  individual  is  no  more  available  to  his 
own  or  to  the  general  ends,  than  his  (mmpanions;  be- 
cause the  power  which  drew  my  respect  is  not  supported 
by  the  total  symphony  of  bis  talents.  All  persons  exist 
to  society  by  some  shining  trait  of  beauty  or  utility, 
which  they  have.  We  borrow  the  proportions  of  the 
man  from  that  one  fine  feature,  and  finish  the  portrait 
symmetrically;  which  is  false;  for  the  rest  of  his  body 
is  small  or  defonned.  I  observe  a  person  who  makes  a 
good  public  appearance,  and  conclude  thence  the  perfec- 
tion of  his  private  cliaract«r,  on  which  this  is  based ;  but 
he  has  no  private  character.  He  is  a  graceful  cloak  or 
lay-figure  for  holidsys.  All  our  poets,  heroes,  and  saints 
fail  utterly  in  some  one  or  in  many  parts  to  satisfy  our 
idea,  fail  to  draw  onr  spontaneous  interest,  and  so  leave 
us  without  any  hope  of  realiiation  but  in  our  own  future. 
Our  eiaggeratinit  of  all  tine  characters  arises  from  the 
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fact  that  we  Jdentif;  each  in  turn  with  the  soul.  But 
there  are  no  such  rtieu  as  we  fable;  uo  Jesus,  nor  Peri- 
cles, nor  CiEsar,  nor  Angelo,  nor  Washiugkin,  such  as 
we  have  made.  We  consecrate  a  great  deal  of  nonsense, 
because  it  was  allowed  b;  great  men.  There  is  none 
without  his  foible.  Must  I  believe  tliat  if  an  angel  should 
come  to  cliant  the  chorus  of  the  moral  law,  he  would 
eat  too  much  gingerbread,  or  take  liberties  with  private 
letters,  or  do  some  precious  atrocit;  F  It  is  bad  enough 
that  our  geniuses  cannot  du  anything  useful,  hut  it  is 
worse  that  no  man  is  lit  for  society,  who  has  flue  traits. 
He  is  admired  at  a  distance,  but  be  cannot  come  near 
wit.liout  appearing  a  cripple.  The  men  of  Sue  parts  pro- 
tect themselves  by  solitude,  or  by  courtesy,  or  by  satire, 
or  by  an  acid  worldly  manner,  each  concealing,  as  he 
best  can,  his  incapacity  for  useful  association,  but  they 
want  either  love  or  self-reliance. 

Our  native  love  of  reality  joins  with  this  eiperience  to 
teach  us  a  little  reserve,  and  to  dissuade  a  too  sudden 
surrender  to  the  brilliant  qualities  of  peraoiis.  Young 
people  admire  talents  or  particular  excellences;  as  wa 
grow  older,  we  value  total  powers  and  effects,  as,  the 
impression,  the  {|Uality,  the  spirit  of  men  and  tilings. 
The  genius  is  all.  The  man,  —  it  is  his  system:  we  do 
not  try  a  solitary  word  or  act,  but  his  habit.  The  acts 
which  you  praise,  I  praise  not,  siuce  they  are  departures 
from  bis  faith,  and  are  mere  compliances.  The  magnet- 
ism which  arranges  tribes  and  races  in  one  polarity  is 
alone  to  be  respected;  tlie  men  are  steel- HI iiigs.  Yet  we 
unjuslly  select  a  particle,  and  say, '  0  steel-lilitig  number 
one !   what  heart-drawings  1  feel  to  thee !    wliat  pro- 
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digioua  virtues  are  tliese  of  tbine !  how  constitution bI  to 
tbee,  and  iuconimunicable ! '  Whilst  we  speak,  l.lie  toud- 
stone  is  willidrawn ;  down  &|]s  our  filing  in  a  heap  with 
the  rest,  and  we  contiaue  our  mummerj  to  the  wretched 
sliaviiig.  Let  us  go  for  universals ;  for  tlie  niaguetisni, 
not  for  the  needles,  Hunma  life  aud  its  persons  are 
poor  empirical  pretensions.  A  personal  influence  is  hu 
ignii faluat.  If  the;  say,  it  is  great,  it  is  great;  if  lliej 
saj,  it  is  small,  it  is  small ;  jou  see  it,  and  jou  see  it 
not,  by  turns;  it  borrows  all  its  size  from  the  momentary 
estimation  of  the  speakers :  the  will -of- the- wisp  Tanislies 
if  you  go  too  near,  vanishes  if  you  go  too  far,  and  only 
blazes  at  one  angle.  Who  can  (ell  if  Washington  be  a 
great  man,  or  no?  Who  can  t*ll  if  Franklin  be?  Yes, 
or  any  but  the  twelve,  or  six,  or  three  great  gods  of  fame? 
And  they,  too,  loom  and  fade  before  the  etejnaL 

We  are  amphibious  creatures,  weapoued  for  two  ele- 
ments, having  two  sets  of  faculties,  the  particular  and 
the  catholic.  We  adjust  our  inslruineut  for  general 
observation,  and  sweep  the  heavens  as  easily  as  wc  pick 
out  a  single  figure  in  the  terrestrial  landscape.  We  are 
practically  skilful  in  detecting  elements  for  which  we 
have  no  place  in  our  theory,  and  no  name.  Thus  we 
are  very  sensible  of  an  atmospheric  infiueuce  iu  men  aud 
in  bodies  of  men,  not  accounted  for  in  an  arithmetical 
addition  of  all  their  measurable  properties.  There  ia  a 
genius  of  a  nation,  which  is  not  to  be  found  in  the 
numerical  citizens,  but  which  characterizes  the  society. 
England,  strong,  punctual,  practical,  well-spoken  Eng- 
land, I  should  not  find,  if  I  should  go  to  tlie  island  to 
seek  it.     In  the  Parliament,  in  the  play-house,  at  dinner- 
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tables,  I  tniglit  see  a  great  number  of  ricli,  ij*norant, 
book-read,  conveDtionitl,  proud  men,  — man;  old  women,  ■ 
—  and  not  anjwbere  tlie  EnglislimaA'who  made  the 
good  speeches,  combined  tlie  accurate  engines,  and  did 
the  bold  and  nervous  deeds.  It  is  even  worse  in  Amer- 
ica, vhere,  from  the  intellectual  quickness  of  the  race, 
the  genius  of  llie  couutry  is  more  splendid  in  its  promise, 
and  more  slight  in  its  performance.  Webster  caiinot  do 
the  work  of  Webster.  We  conceive  distinctlj  enongb 
the  French,  the  Spanish,  the  German  genius,  and  it  is 
aot  the  less  real,  tliat  perliaps  we  should  not  meet  in 
either  of  those  nations,  a  single  individual  who  corre- 
sponded with  the  tjpe.  We  infer  the  spirit  of  the  natjon 
in  great  measure  from  the  language,  whici)  is  a  sort  of 
mouunieni,  to  wlilcli  each  forcible  individual  in  a  course 
of  manj  hundred  jcars  lias  contributed  a  stone.  And, 
universally,  a  good  example  of  tliis  social  force  is  the 
veracity  of  language,  whieb  cannot  be  debauched.  In 
any  controversy  concerning  morals,  an  appeal  may  be 
made  with  safety  to  the  sentiments,  which  the  language 
of  the  people  expresses.  Proverbs,  words,  and  grammar 
inflections  convey  the  public  sense  with  more  purity  and 
precision  than  the  wisest  iudividual. 

In  the  famous  dispute  with  the  Nominalists,  the 
Bealists  liad  a  good  deal  of  reason.  General  ideas  are 
essences.  They  are  our  gods ;  they  round  and  ennoble 
Ihe  most  partial  and  sordid  way  of  living.  Our  pro. 
clivity  to  details  cannot  quite  degrade  our  life,  and  divest 
it  of  poetry.  The  day-laborer  is  reckoned  as  standing 
at  the  foot  of  the  social  scale,  yet  he  is  saturated  witli 
the  laws  of  tlie  world.    His  measures  are  the  hours; 
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raorniag  and  ujglit,  solstice  and  etjuinoi,  geometrj,  m- 
trononij,  and  all  tlie  lovel;  accideuts  of  nature,  jilay 
tlirougli  his  mind.  Money,  vhich  represents  tlie  prose 
of  life,  and  wliicb  is  hardly  spoken  of  in  pnrlors  witliout 
an  apology,  is,  in  its  effects  and  laws,  as  beautiful  as 
roses.  Property  keeps  tlie  accoanU  of  tlie  vorld,  and 
is  always  moral.  The  property  will  be  found  where  the 
labor,  the  wisdom,  and  the  virtue  have  been  in  nations, 
in  classes,  ami  (the  whole  lifetime  considered,  with  the 
compensations)  in  the  individual  also.  How  wise  the 
world  appears,  when  the  laws  and  usages  of  nations 
are  largely  detailed,  and  the  completeness  of  the  munt- 
cipal  system  is  considered  1  Notliin;^  is  left  out.  If  you 
go  into  the  markets,  and  the  custom-houses,  the  insur- 
ers' and  notaries'  offices,  the  otSces  of  sealers  of  weights 
and  measures,  of  inspection  of  provisions,  —  It  will  ap- 
pear as  it  one  man  hod  made  it  all.  Wlierever  you  go, 
a.  wit  like  your  own  lias  been  before  you,  and  has  real- 
ized its  thought.  The  Eleusinian  niysleries,  the  Egyptian 
architecture,  the  Indian  astronomy,  the  Greek  sculpture, 
show  that  there  always  were  seeing  and  knowing  men  in 
the  plaoet.  The  world  is  full  of  masonic  ties,  of  guilds, 
of  secret  and  public  legions  of  honor ;  that  of  scholars, 
for  example ;  and  that  of  gentlemen  fiaiemizing  with  the 
upper  class  of  every  country  and  every  culture. 

I  am  very  much  struck  in  literature  by  the  appear- 
ance that  one  person  wrote  all  the  books ;  as  if  the  editor 
of  a  journal  planted  his  body  of  reporters  in  different 
parts  of  the  field  of  action,  and  relieved  some  by  others 
from  time  to  time ;  but  there  is  such  equality  and  ideu- 
tily  both  of  judgment  and  point  of  view  iu  the  narrative. 
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tiiat  it  is  plainlj  the  work  of  one  all-seeing,  all-liearing 
gentleman.  I  looked  into  Pope's  Odyssey  yesterday;  it 
is  as  correct  and  elegaut  after  our  canon  of  to-day,  as 
if  it  were  newly  written.  Tlie  modernness  of  all  good 
books  seems  to  give  me  an  existence  as  wide  as  man. 
What  is  well  done,  I  feel  as  if  I  did;  wliat  b  ill  done, 
I  reck  not  of.  Siiakspeare's  passages  of  passion  (for 
example,  in  Lear  and  Hamlet)  are  in  tlie  very  dialect  of 
tlie  present  year.  I  am  faithful  again  to  the  whole  over 
the  members  in  my  use  of  books.  I  Stid  tbe  most  pleas- 
ure in  reading  a  book  in  a  manner  least  flattering  to  the 
Butlior.  I  read  Proclus,  and  sometimes  Plato,  as  I  migiit 
read  a  dictionary,  for  a  mecliauical  help  to  the  fancy  and 
the  imagination.  I  read  for  the  lustres,  as  if  one  should 
nse  a  fine  picture  in  a  chromatic  experiment,  for  its  rich 
colors.  'T  is  not  Proclus,  but  a  piece  of  nature  and  fate 
that  I  explore.  It  is  a  greater  joy  to  see  the  author's  au- 
thor, tluiu  himself.  A  higher  pleasure  of  the  same  kind  I 
found  lately  at  a  concert,  w.here  I  vreut  to  hear  Handel's 
Uessiah.  As  the  master  overpowered  the  lititeiiess  and 
incapableness  of  the  performers,  and  made  them  conduc- 
tors of  his  electricity,  so  it  was  easy  to  observe  what  ef- 
forts nature  was  making  through  so  many  hoarse,  wooden, 
and  imperfect  persons,  to  produce  beautiful  voices,  fluid 
and  soul-guided  men  and  women.  The  genius  of  nature 
WHS  paramount  at  the  oratono. 

This  preference  of  the  genius  to  tbe  parts  is  the  secret 
of  that  deification  of  art,  which  is  found  iii  all  superior 
minds.  Art,  in  the  artist,  is  proportion,  or  a  habitual 
respect  to  tlie  whole  by  an  eye  loving  beauty  in  details. 
And  the  wonder  and  charm  of  it  is  the  sanity  in  insanity 
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which  ii  denolea.  Finportioii  ia  almosL  impossible  to 
human  beings.  Tlieic  ia  no  one  who  does  not  exagger- 
ate. In  convetsation,  men  arc  encumbered  with  person- 
alitj,  and  talk  too  much.  In  modem  sculpture,  pictoit^ 
and  poetij,  the  beautj  ia  miscellaneous ;  the  artist  works 
here  and  there,  and  at  all  points,  adding  and  adding,  in- 
stead of  unfolding  the  unit  of  his  tliought.  Beautifiil  de- 
tails we  roust  have,  or  no  artist ;  but  thej  most  be  means 
and  never  other.  The  eye  must  not  lose  sight  for  a  mo- 
ment of  the  purpose.  Liveij  bojs  write  to  their  ear  and 
eje,  and  the  cool  reader  finds  nothing  but  sweet  jingles  In 
it     When  Ihej  grow  older,  Uic;  respect  the  argument. 

We  obej  the  same  intellectual  integri^,  when  wa 
atudj  in  exceptions  the  law  of  the  wor^d.  'Aaontalous 
bets,  as  the  never  quite  obsolete  rumora  of  magic  and 
demonologj,  and  the  new  aJlpgntions  of  phrenologists 
and  uearologists,  are  of  ideal  nse.  Tliej  are  good  indica- 
tions. Homffiopathy  ia  insignificant  as  an  art  of  healing, 
but  of  great  value  as  criticism  on  the  Ljgeia  or  medical 
practice  <tf  the  time.  So  with  Kesmerism,  Swedeuboig- 
nm,  Fourierism,  and  the  Millennial  Church;  they  are 
poor  pretenuons  enough,  but  good  criticism  on  the  sci- 
ence, philoBoplij,  and  preaching  of  tlie  day.  For  these 
abnormal  insights  of  the  adepts  ou^t  to  be  normal,  aud 
things  of  course. 

All  things  sliow  us,  that  on  every  side  we  are  veiy 
near  to  the  best.  It  seems  not  wori.li  while  to  execute 
with  too  much  pains  soine  one  intellectual,  or  testhetical, 
or  civil  feat,  wlien  preseutly  tljc  dream  will  scatter,  aud 
we  shall  hurst  into  universal  power.  The  reason  of  idle- 
ness and  of  crime  is  the  deferring  of  our  hopes.    WLilat 
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we  ue  waiting,  we  beguile  the  time  witU  joliea,  witb 
sleep,  witii  eating,  aud  with  crimes. 

TliUB  we  settle  it  in  our  cool  libraries,  that  all  the 
agents  with  which  we  deal  are  subalterus,  which  we  can 
well  aSurd  to  let  pasa,  and  life  will  be  simpler  when  we 
live  at  the  centre,  and  flout  the  surfaces.  I  wish  t« 
speak  with  all  respect  of  persons,  but  soiaetinies  I  must 
pinch  mjself  U>  keep  awake,  and  preserve  the  due  deco- 
rum. The;  melt  so  fast  iato  eacli  other,  that  the;  are 
like  grass  and  trees,  and  it  needs  an  effort  to  treat  them 
as  individuals.  Though  the  uninspired  man  certainly 
Ends  persons  a  convenience  in  household  matters,  tbe 
dlviue  man  does  not  respect  them ;  he  sees  them  as  & 
rock  of  clouds,  or  a  fleet  of  ripples  which  the  wind  drives 
over  the  surface  of  tbe  water.  But  tliis  is  flat  rebellion. 
Nature  will  not  be  Buddhist;  she  resents  generalizing, 
and  insults  the  phiiosopher  in  ever;  moment  with  a  mil- 
lion  of  fresh  particulars.  It  is  all  idle  tatkinj; :  as  muob 
as  a  man  is  a  wliole,  so  is  he  also  a  part;  and  it  were 
partial  not  to  see  it.  W!iat  ;ou  saj  in  ;our  pompous 
distribution  onl;  distributes  jou  into  your  class  and  sec- 
tion. You  have  not  got  rid  of  parts  bj  denying  them, 
but  are  the  more  partial.  You  are  one  thing,  but  nature 
is  one  thing  and  the  other  thing,  in  tlie  same  moment. 
She  will  not  remain  orbed  in  a  thought,  but  nisbes  into 
persons ;  and  when  each  person,  iuQamed  to  a  fur;  of 
personaltt;,  would  conquer  all  things  to  his  poor  crotchet, 
■lie  raises  up  against  him  another  person,  and  b;  mau; 
persons  incarnates  again  a  sort  of  whole.  She  will  have 
all.    Nick  Bottom  cannot  pla;  all  the  parts,  work  it  how 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


192  MOUtNAMST    AND    KEALIST. 

he  ma; :  there  will  be  somebodj  else,  and  the  world  wjtl 
be  round.  £verjtluiig  must  have  its  Sower  or  eflbrt  at 
the  beautiful,  coarser  or  finer  according  to  its  stuff. 
Thej  relieve  and  recommend  each  other,  and  the  sanitj 
of  society  is  a  balance  of  a  thousand  insanities.  Slie 
punishes  abstractionists,  and  will  onl;  foi^iTe  an  induc- 
tion vriiicli  is  rare  and  casual.  We  like  to  come  to  a 
height  of  land  and  see  tlie  landscape,  just  aa  we  value  a 
general  remark  in  couTersation.  But  it  is  not  the  inten- 
tion of  nature  that  we  should  live  bj  general  views.  We 
fetch  fire  and  water,  run  about  all  day  among  the  shops 
and  markets,  and  get  our  clothes  and  shoes  made  and 
mended,  and  are  the  victims  of  these  details,  and  once  in 
a  fortnight  we  arrive  perhaps  at  a  rational  moment.  If 
we  were  not  thus  infatuated,  if  we  saw  tlio  real  from 
hour  to  hour,  we  should  not  be  here  (o  write  and  to  read, 
but  should  have  been  bumcd  or  frozen  long  ago.  She 
would  never  get  anything  done,  if  she  suffered  edmirable 
Crichtons,  imd  universal  geniuses.  She  loves  belter  a 
irheelwright  who  dreams  all  night  of  wheels,  and  a 
groom  who  is  part  of  Ins  horse ;  for  she  is  full  of  work, 
and  these  are  her  hands.  As  the  frugal  farmer  takes 
care  that  his  cattle  shall  eat  down  the  rowen,  and  swine 
shall  eat  the  waste  of  his  house,  and  poultry  shall  pick 
the  crumbs,  so  our  economical  inoUier  despatches  a  new 
geniua  and  habit  of  mind  into  everj  district  and  condition 
of  existence,  plants  an  e;e  wherever  a  new  ra;  of  light 
can  fall,  and  gathering  up  into  some  man  every  property 
in  the  universe,  establishes  lliousaud-fold  occult  mutual 
attractions  among  her  offi^pring,  that  all  this  wash  and 
'  waste  of  power  may  be  imparted  and  exchanged. 
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Great  dangers  undoubtedly  accrue  from  this  incama- 
tioa  and  distribution  of  tbe  godhead,  and  Isence  Nature 
has  her  nialigners,  as  if  she  were  Ciroe  ;  and  Al^ihouso 
of  Castile  fancied  he  could  have  given  useful  advice. 
But  she  does  uot  go  unprovided ;  she  ]\as  hellebore  at 
the  bottom  of  the  cup.  Solitude  would  ripen  a  plentiful 
crop  of  despots.  Tlie  recluse  thinks  of  men  as  having 
Lis  maaner,  or  as  not  having  his  manner ;  and  as  having 
degrees  of  it,  more  and  less.  But  when  he  cornea  into 
a  public  assembly,  he  sees  that  men  have  very  different 
manners  from  his  own,  and  in  their  way  admirable.  In 
bis  childhood  and  youth,  he  has  had  many  checks  and 
censures,  and  thinks  modestly  enough  of  his  own  endow- 
ment.  When  afterwards  he  comes  to  uufold  it  in  pro- 
pitious circumstance.  It  seems  the  only  talent:  be  is 
delighted  with  bis  success,  and  accounts  himself  already 
the  fellow  of  the  great.  But  he  goes  into  a  mob,  iuto  a 
banking-house,  into  a  mechanic's  shop,  Into  a  jnill,  into 
a  laboralory,  into  a  ship,  into  a  camp,  and  in  each  new 
place  he  is  no  better  than  an  idiot ;  other  talents  take 
phice,  and  rule  the  hour.  The  rotation  which  wliirls 
every  leaf  and  pebble  to  the  meridian,  reaches  to  every 
gift,  of  man,  and  we  all  take  turns  at  the  top. 

For  Nature,  who  abl)ors  mannerism,  bas  set  her  heart 
on  breaking  up  all  styles  and  tricks,  and  it  is  so  much 
easier  to  do  what  one  has  done  before,  than  to  do  a  new 
thing,  that  there  is  a  perpetual  tendejicy  to  a  set  mode. 
In  every  conversation,  even  the  higliest,  there  is  a  certain 
trick,  which  may  be  soon  learned  by  an  acute  person, 
and  then  that  particular  style  continued  indefinitely. 
Each  man,  too,  is  a  tyrant  in  tendency,  because  he  nould 
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impose  his  idea  on  olhers ;  and  tlieir  trick  is  their  natu- 
ral defence.  Jesus  would  absorb  tLe  race;  but  Tom 
Poiue  or  the  coarsest  blasphemer  helps  humanity  b; 
resisting  this  exuberance  of  power.  Ilence  the  immeDse 
benefit  of  partj  in  politics,  as  it  reveals  faults  of  cliarac- 
ter  iu  a  chief,  which  tjie  intellectual  force  of  the  persons, 
with  ordinary  opportunitj,  and  not  hurled  into  aphelion 
by  hatred,  could  not  have  seen.  Since  we  are  all  so 
stupid,  wliat  benefit  that  there  should  be  two  stupidities ! 
It  is  like  that  brute  advantage  so  essential  to  aatronOinj, 
of  having  the  diameter  of  the  earth's  orbit  for  a  base  of 
its  triangles.  Democracy  is  morose,  and  runs  to  anarahy, 
but  in  the  state,  and  in  the  schools,  it  is  indispensable  to 
resist  the  consolidation  of  all  men  into  a  few  men.  If 
John  vas  perfect,  why  are  you  and  I  ahve  ?  As  long  as 
any  man  exists,  there  is  some  ueed  of  him ;  let  him  fight 
for  his  own.  A  uew  poet  has  appeared ;  a  new  charao- 
t«r  approached  us ;  why  shoukl  we  refuse  to  eat  bread, 
until  we  have  found  his  regiment  and  section  in  our  old 
army  files P  Wlij  not  a  new  man?  Here  is  a  uew 
enterprise  of  Brook  Farm,  of  Skencateles,  of  Northamp- 
ton :  why  ao  impatient  to  baptize  them  Essenes,  or  Port- 
Koyalists,  or  Sliakcrs,  or  by  an;  known  and  effete  name? 
liCt  it  be  a  new  way  of  living.  Wliy  liave  only  two  or 
three  ways  of  life,  and  not  tbousauds?  Every  man  is 
wanted,  and  no  man  is  wanted  much.  We  came  this 
time  for  condiments,  not  for  com.  We  want  the  great 
genius  only  for  joy;  for  one  star  more  in  our  constelU- 
tion,  for  one  tree  more  in  our  grove.  But  he  thinks  we 
wish  to  belong  to  him,  as  he  wislies  to  occupy  us.  Ha 
greatly  mistakes  us.    I  think  1  have  doue  welt,  if  1  hav« 
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acquired  a  new  vord  from  a  good  author;  and  mj  busi- 
ness with  liim  is  to  find  m;  own,  though  it  were  onlj  to 
melt  bim  down  tato  an  epithet  or  an  image  for  dail;  use. 
"  Into  paint  will  I  griad  thee,  my  bride  1 " 

To  embroil  the  confusion,  and  make  it  impossible  to 
arrive  at  aaj  general  statement,  when  we  have  insisted 
on  the  imperfection  of  individuals,  our  aSections  and  our 
experience  urg«  that  ever;  individual  is  entitled  to  faonor, 
and  a  ytrj  generous  treatment  is  sure  to  be  repaid.  A 
reduse  sees  onl;  two  or  three  persons,  and  allows  them 
all  their  room ;  the;  spread  themselves  at  lai^.  The 
statesman  looks  at  many,  and  compares  the  few  habitually 
with  others,  and  these  look  less.  Yet  are  they  not  enti- 
tled to  this  generosity  of  reception?  and  is  not  muniff- 
cence  the  means  of  insight  ?  For  tlioiigh  gamesters  say, 
that  the  cards  beat  all  the  players,  though  they  were 
never  so  skilful,  yet  in  the  contest  we  are  now  consider- 
ing, the  players  are  also  the  game,  and  share  the  power 
of  the  cards.  If  you  criticise  a  fine  genius,  the  odds  are 
that  jou  are  out  of  your  reckoning,  and,  instead  of  the 
poet,  are  censuring  joar  own  caricature  of  him.  For 
there  is  somewhat  spheral  and  infinite  in  every  man, 
especially  in  every  genius,  which,  if  you  can  come  very 
near  him,  sports  with  all  your  limitations.  For,  rightly, 
every  man  is  a  channel  throngh  which  heaven  flowetli, 
and,  whilst  I  fancied  I  was  criticising  him,  I  was  censur- 
ing or  rather  termiiuiting  my  own  soul.  After  taxing 
Goethe  as  a  courtier,  artificial,  unbelieving,  worldly,  — 
I  look  up  this  book  of"  Helena,"  and  found  him  an  Indian 
of  the  wilderness,  a  piece  of  pure  nature  like  an  apple  or 
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an  oak,  large  a>  moniing  or  night.  Bud  Tirtoou  as  a 
brier-roae. 

But  care  ia  taken  that  the  whole  tuoe  shall  be  pkjed. 
If  we  were  not  kept  among  surfaces,  erer^thing  would 
be  large  and  nnivenial;  now  tlie  excluded  attributes 
burst  in  on  us  with  the  more  brightness,  tliat  thej  have 
been  excluded.  "Tour  turn  now,  mj  turn  next,"  is  the 
rule  of  the  game.  The  univenalitj  being  liindered  in  its 
primar;  form,  comes  in  the  secondaij  form  of  all  tida: 
the  points  come  in  succeasion  to  the  meridian,  and  bj 
tlie  speed  of  rotation,  a  new  whole  is  formed.  Nature 
keeps  heraelf  whole,  and  her  represeutalion  complete  in 
the  eiperieoce  of  each  mind.  She  suffers  no  seat  to  be 
vacant  in  lier  college.  It  b  the  secret  of  the  world  that 
all  things  subsist,  and  do  not  die,  but  onl;  retire  a  litlJe 
from  sight,  and  aflenrards  return  again.  Whatever  does 
not  concern  us,  is  concealed  from  us.  As  soon  as  a  per- 
son is  no  longer  rekted  to  our  present  well-being,  he  is 
concealed,  or  diet,  as  we  say.  Keall;,  all  things  and 
persons  are  related  to  us,  but  according  to  our  nature, 
they  act  on  ns  not  at  once,  but  in  succession,  and  we 
are  made  aware  of  their  presence  one  at  a  time.  All  per- 
sons, all  things  which  we  hare  known,  are  here  present, 
and  man;  more  than  we  see ;  the  world  is  futi.  As  the 
ancient  said,  (lie  world  is  a  plemm  or  solid ;  and  if  we 
saw  all  tbinga  that  really  surround  us,  wb  should  be  im- 
prisoned and  unable  to  move.  For,  though  nothing  is 
impassable  to  the  soul,  hut  all  things  are  pervious  to  it, 
and  like  highways,  jet  this  is  only  whQst  the  soul  does  not 
tee  them.  As  soon  as  the  soul  sees  any  object,  it  stops 
before  that  object.     Therefore,  the  divine  Providence, 
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wliicli  Iceeps  the  universe  open  in  ererj  direction  to  tite 
soul,  conceals  all  the  furniture  and  all  the  persons  that 
do  not  concern  &  particular  soul,  from  the  senses  of  that 
individual.  Through  solidest  eternal  things,  the  man 
finds  liis  road,  as  if  thej  did  not  subsist,  and  does  not 
once  suspect  their  being.  As  soon  as  he  needs  a  new 
object,  suddenly  lie  bebolds  it,  and  no  longer  attempts  to 
pass  through  it,  but  takes  another  way .  When  he  ha& 
exhausted  for  tlie  time  tbe  nourislunent  to  be  drawn 
froni  any  one  person  or  thing,  tbat  object  is  witbdrawn 
from  bis  observation,  and  though  stilt  in  his  immediate 
neigliborhood,  lie  does  not  suspect  its  presence.  Nothing 
is  dead:  men  feign  tliemseives  dead,  and  endure  mock 
fuuerab  and  mournful  obituaries,  and  there  the;  stand 
looking  out  of  the  window,  sound  and  well,  in  some  new 
and  strange  disguise.  Jesus  is  not  dead :  be  is  very  well 
olire ;  nor  John,  uor  Paul,  oor  Maliuinet,  nor  Aristotle ; 
at  times  we  believe  we  have  seen  them  all,  and  could 
easily  tell  the  names  under  which  they  go. 

If  we  cannot  make  Toluutar;  and  conscious  steps  in 
the  admirable  science  of  universals,  let  us  see  the  parts 
wisely,  and  infer  tbe  genius  of  nature  from  the  best  par- 
ticubrs  with  a  becoming  cliarity.  Wbat  is  best  in  each 
kind  is  an  index  of  wliat  should  be  the  average  of  tliat 
thing.  Love  sbows  me  tbe  opidence  of  nature,  by  dis- 
closing to  me  in  my  friend  a  hidden  wealth,  and  I  infer 
an  equal  depth  of  good  in  every  other  direction.  It  is 
commonly  said  by  fanners,  that  a  good  pear  or  apple 
costs  no  more  time  or  pains  to  rear,  than  a  poor  one  ;  so 
I  would  hare  no  work  of  art,  no  speech,  or  action,  or 
thought,  or  friend,  but  the  best. 
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The  end  and  the  means,  the  gamester  and  the  game, — 
life  U  made  up  of  the  iDtermixture  and  reaction  of  these 
two  amicable  powers,  whose  marriage  appears  before- 
haad  monstrous,  as  each  denies  and  tends  to  abolish  the 
other.  We  must  reconcile  the  contradictions  as  we  can, 
but  their  discord  and  their  concord  introduce  wild  ab- 
surdities into  our  tliiiikiiig  and  speech.  No  sentence  will 
hold  the  wjiole  truth,  and  the  onl;  waj  in  which  we  can 
be  just,  is  by  giving  ourselves  the  lie;  Speech  is  better 
than  silence ;  silence  is  better  than  speech ;  — Ail  things 
are  in  contact ;  ever;  atom  has  a  sphere  of  repulsion ;  — 
Things  are,  and  are  not,  at  the  same  time ;  —  and  the 
like.  All  the  universe  over,  there  is  but  cue  thiug,  this 
old  Two-Face,  creator^ireature,  mind-matter,  right-wrong, 
of  which  an;  proposition  ma;  be  affirmed  or  denied. 
Very  fill;,  therefore,  I  assert,  that  ever;  man  is  a  partial- 
ist,  that  nature  secures  him  as  an  instrument  b;  self-con- 
ceit, preventing  the  tendencies  to  religion  and  science; 
and  now  furlher  assert,  that,  each  man's  genius  being 
nearl;  and  affectionate);  explored,  he  is  justified  in  his 
individiialit;,  as  his  nature  is  found  to  be  immense;  and 
now  I  add,  that  evei;  man  is  a  universalist  also,  and,  as 
our  earth,  whilst  it  spins  on  its  owu  axis,  spins  all  the 
time  around  Ihc  sun  through  the  celestial  spaces,  so  the 
least  of  its  rational  children,  the  most  dedicated  to  his 
private  affair,  works  out,  though  as  it  were  under  a  dis- 
guise, the  universal  problem.  We  fane;  men  are  indi- 
viduals ;  so  are  pumpkins ;  but  ever;  pumpkin  in  the  field 
gues  through  ever;  point  of  pumpkin  hiator;.  The  rabid 
democrat,  as  soon  as  he  is  senator  and  rich  man,  has 
ripened  be;ond  possibilit;  of  sincere  radicalism,  and 
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uuleaa  he  can  resist  the  sua,  he  must  be  conservative  the 
remainder  of  bb  da;s.  Lord  Sldon  said  in  iiis  oid  age, 
"  that,  if  he  were  to  begin  lite  again,  he  would  be  damned 
but  he  would  bepn  as  agitator." 

We  hide  this  uuiversality,  if  we  can,  but  it  appears  at 
all  points.  We  are  as  ungrateful  as  children.  There  is 
nothing  we  cherish  and  strive  to  draw  to  us,  but  in  some 
hour  we  turn  and  rend  it.  We  keep  a  running  lire  of 
sarcasm  at  ignorance  and  the  life  of  the  senses;  then 
goes  by,  perchance,  a  fair  girl,  a  piece  of  life,  gaj  and 
happj,  and  making  the  eommonest  offices  beautiful,  bj 
the  energy  and  heart  wiih  which  she  does  them,  aiid 
seeing  this,  we  admire  and  love  her  and  them,  and  say, 
'Lo!  a  genuine  creature  of  the  fair  earth,  not  dissipated, 
or  too  earl;  ripened  by  books,  philosophy,  religion,  soci- 
elj,  or  care ! '  insinuating  a  treacliery  and  contempt  for 
all  we  had  so  long  loved  and  wrought  in  ourselves  and 
Otliers. 

If  we  could  have  any  security  against  moods !  If  tlie 
profoundest  prophet  could  be  lioldcn  to  his  words,  and 
the  hearer  who  is  ready  to  sell  all  and  join  the  crusade 
could  have  any  certificate  that  to-morrow  bis  prophet 
shall  not  unsay  his  testimony !  But  the  Truth  sils  veiled 
there  on  the  Bench,  and  never  interposes  an  adamantine  . 
syllable ;  and  the  most  sincere  and  revolutionary  doc- 
trine, put  as  if  the  ark  of  God  were  carried  forward  some 
furlongs,  and  planted  there  for  the  succor  of  the  world, 
shall  in  a  few  weeks  be  coldly  set  aside  by  the  same 
speaker,  aa  morbid ;  "  I  thought  I  was  right,  but  I  was 
not,"  — and  the  same  immeasurable  credulity  demanded 
for  new  audacities.    If  we  were  not  of  all  opinions !  if 
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we  did  not  in  an;  moment  stiift  the  platfonn  on  vliicli 
ve  stand,  and  look  and  speak  from  another!  it  (here 
could  be  an;  regulation,  an;  'one-hour-rule,'  that  a  man 
should  never  letive  his  point  of  view,  witliout  sound  of 
trumpet,  I  am  atn-ays  insincere,  as  alvsja  knowing 
there  are  other  moods. 

How  sincere  and  confidential  we  can  be,  sajing  all 
that  lies  in  the  mind,  and  jet  go  away  feeling  that  all  b 
yet  nnsaid,  from  tlie  iocapacily  of  the  parties  to  know 
each  other,  although  the;  use  the  same  words !  M; 
companion  assumes  to  know  m;  mood  and  habit  of 
thought,  and  we  go  on  from  explanation  to  explanation, 
until  all  is  said  which  words  can  sa;,  and  we  leave  mat- 
ters just  as  the;  were  at  first,  because  of  that  vicious 
assumption.  Is  it  that  ever;  man  believes  ever;  other  to 
be  an  incurable  partialist,  and  Iiimself  a  universaliat  ?  I 
talked  ;esterda;  with  a  pair  of  philosophers;  I  endear- 
ored  to  show  m;  good  men  that  I  liked  cverjihing  by 
turns,  and  nothing  long;  that  I  loved  the  centre,  but 
doaled  on  the  superficies ;  that  I  loved  man,  if  men 
seemed  lo  me  mice  and  rats;  that  I  revered  saints,  but 
woke  up  glad  that  the  old  pagan  world  stood  its  ground, 
and  died  hard ;  tliat  I  was  glad  of  men  of  ever;  gift  and 
nobilit;,  but  would  not  live  in  their  arms.  Could  they 
hut  once  understand  that  I  loved  to  know  that  the; 
existed,  and  hearfil;  wished  them  Godspeed,  ;et,  out  of 
m;  poverty  of  life  and  thought,  iiad  no  word  or  welcome 
for  them  when  the;  came  to  see  me,  and  could  well  con- 
sent to  their  living  in  Oregon,  for  any  ckim  I  felt  on 
them,  it  would  be  a  great  satisfaction. 
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Lecture  bead  BEroRE  the  SociBir  in  Anobi  Hali, 

ON  Sunday,  Maech  3,  1814. 


In  the  suburb,  in  the  town, 
On  the  niitway,  in  the  square. 
Came  >  beam  aC  goodness  down 
Doublin);  daylight  eveij'where: 
Peaie  now  each  for  mBlii-e  lakes. 
Beauty  for  his  sinful  weed*; 
For  the  angel  Hope  njre  makes 
Him  an  angel  whom  afae  lends. 
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Whoever  lias  had  opportuuitj  of  acqnaint»iice  with 
societj  iu  New  Eiiglaud,  during  the  last  tweiity-Rve 
jears,  with  lliuse  middle  and  witli  those  leading  aectioiia 
that  may  cuiistitute  aii^  just  representatjou  of  tlie  cliar- 
Bcter  aad  aim  of  the  cuminuuit;,  wilt  have  been  struck 
vilh  llie  gi-eat  activity  of  tliougbt  and  ex|>erinienliiig. 
His  attention  must  be  commanded  by  tlie  signs  tliat  tlie 
Cburch,  ur  rel^ious  party,  is  failing  from  tbe  cliureb 
nominal,  and  is  appearing  in  temperance  and  uon-resist- 
ance  societies,  in  movementa  of  abulitiojiists  and  of  social- 
ists, and  in  very  significant  assemblies,  called  Sabbalb 
and  Bible  Conventions,  —  composed  of  ultraisls,  of  seek- 
ers, of  all  the  soul  of  the  soldiery  of  dissent,  and  meeting 
to  call  in  question  the  autliority  of  tlie  Sabbatb,  of  (lie 
priesthood,  and  of  tlie  churcli.  In  tlicse  movenients, 
nothing  was  more  remarkable  than  the  discontent  tliey 
begot  in  tlie  movers.  Tbe  spirit  of  protest  and  of  detach- 
ment drove  the  members  of  these  Conventious  to  bear 
testimony  against  the  cliurcli,  and  immediately  afterward, 
to  decjare  tlieir  discontent  with  these  Conveiitiuns,  tlieir 
independence  of  tlieir  colleagues,  and  i  lieir  impatience  of 
the  methods  wlieitby  lliey  were  working.  Tliey  defied 
eacb  otLer,  like  a  congress  uf  kings,  each  of  wlioni  had  a 
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renlm  to  rule,  and  a  wa;  of  hia  own  that  made  concert 
unprofitable.  What  a  fertilitj  or  projects  for  the  aalva- 
tioD  of  the  world !  One  apostle  tlioughl  all  aien  abould 
go  to  farming;  and  another,  that  no  man  sliould  buy  or 
sell ;  that  the  use  of  money  was  the  cardinal  ev!l ;  an- 
other, that  the  iniscliief  was  in'our  diet,  that  we  eat  and 
drink  damnation.  These  made  unleavened  bread,  and 
were  foes  to  the  death  to  fermentation.  It  was  in  vain 
ur;^  by  the  housewife,  that  God  made  yeast,  as  well  as 
dou<;h,  and  loves  fcnnentation  just  as  dearly  as  he  loves 
vegetation;  that  fermentation  develops  the  saccharine 
element  in  the  grain,  and  makes  it  more  palatable  and 
more  digestible.  No ;  they  wish  the  pure  wheat,  and 
will  die  but  it  shall  not  ferment.  Stop,  dear  nature, 
these  iucessant  advances  of  thine ;  let  as  scotch  these 
ever-rolliug  wheels !  Others  attacked  the  system  of 
agriculture,  the  use  of  animal  manures  in  farming ;  and 
the  tyranny  of  man  over  brute  nature ;  these  abuses  pol- 
luted his  food.  The  os  must  be  taken  from  the  plough, 
and  the  liorse  from  the  cart,  the  hundred  acres  of  the 
farm  must  be  spfidiid,  and  the  man  must  walk  wlierever 
boats  and  locomotives  will  not  carry  him.  Even  Ihe 
insect  world  was  to  be  defended,  —  that  had  been  too 
long  neglected,  and  a  society  for  the  protection  of 
ground -worms,  slugs,  and  mosquitoes  was  to  be  incor- 
porated without  delay.  With  these  appeared  the  adepts 
of  homceopathy,  of  hydropathy,  of  mesmerism,  of  phrenol- 
ogy, and  their  wonderful  theories  of  the  Christian  mira- 
cles !  Others  assailed  particular  vocations,  as  that  of 
the  lawyer,  that  of  the  merchant,  of  the  manufacturer,  of 
the  clergyman,  of  the  scholar,     O'hers  attacked  the  iuati- 
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tulion  of  marria^,  as  tlie  roiintaiii  of  social  erils.  Others 
devoted  lliemselves  to  tlie  worrying  of  cliiirches  and 
meetinga  For  public  worsliip;  and  the  fertile  forms  of 
antinomianiani  among  the  elder  puritans  seemed  to  have 
their  match  iii  the  plenty  of  the  new  harvest  of  reform. 

With  this  din  of  opinton  and  debate,  there  was  a 
lieener  scrutinj  of  lostitutions  and  domestic  life  than  nnj 
we  had  knonn,  there  was  sincere  protesting  against 
existing  evils,  and  there  were  changes  of  employment 
diclaled  by  conscience.  No  doubt,  there  was  plentiful 
Taporiug,  and  cases  of  hacksliding  might  occur.  But  in 
each  of  these  niovemenls  emerged  a  good  result,  a  ten- 
dene;  to  the  adoption  of  simpler  methods,  and  an  asser- 
tion of  the  sufficiency  of  the  private  man.  Thus  it  was 
directly  in  the  spirit  and  genius  of  the  age,  what  hap- 
pened in  one  instance,  when  a  church  censured  and  threats 
ened  to  excommunicate  one  of  its  members,  on  account 
of  the  somewhat  hostile  part  to  the  church,  which  his 
conscience  led  him  to  take  in  the  antislavery  business; 
the  threatened  individual  immediately  excommunicated 
the  church  in  a  public  end  formal  jirocess.  This  has 
been  several  times  repeated  ;  it  was  excellent  when  it 
was  done  the  first  time,  hut,  of  course,  loses  all  value 
when  it  is  copied.  Every  project  in  the  history  of 
reform,  no  matter  how  violent  and  surprising,  la  good, 
when  il  is  the  dictate  of  a  man's  genius  and  constitution, 
but  very  dull  and  suspicions  when  adopted  from  another. 
It  is  right  and  beautiful  in  any  man  to  say,  '  I  will  lake 
this  coat,  or  this  book,  or  this  measure  of  corn  of  yours,' 
—  in  whom  we  see  the  act  to  be  original,  and  to  flow 
iiom  the  whole  spirit  and  faith  of   him ;    for  then  that 
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taking  vill  have  ■  giving  as  free  and  divine :  but  we 
are  verj  eaailj  dbposed  lo  resist  the  same  generosity  of 
speech,  wlien  we  miss  originalitj  and  trutli  to  cliaracter 

Tliere  was  in  all  the  practical  activities  of  New 
^England,  for  tlie  last  quarter,  of  a  century,  a  gradual 
witlidrawal  of  tender  consciences  from  the  social  organi- 
lationa.  There  is  observable  tlirnughout,  the  contest 
between  mecliBnical  and  spiritual  methods,  but  with  a 
st«adj  tendency  of  the  thoughtful  and  virtuous  to  a 
deeper  belief  and  reliance  on  spiritual  facts. 

In  politics,  for  enample,  it  is  easy  to  see  the  progress 
of  dissent.  The  country  is  full  of  rebellion ;  tlie  country 
is  full  of  kings.  Hauda  off!  let  there  be  no  control  and 
DO  interference  in  the  edntinistration  of  the  affairs  of  this 
kingdom  of  me.  Hence  tlie  growth  of  the  doetrine  and 
of  the  party  of  Free  Trade,  and  the  willingness  to  try 
that  experiment,  in  the  face  of  what  appear  incontest- 
able facts.  I  confess,  the  motto  of  the  Globe  newspaper 
is  so  attractive  to  me,  lliat  I  can  seldom  Rad  much  appe- 
tite to  read  what  is  below  it  in  its  columns,  "  Tlie  world 
is  governed  too  much."  So  the  country  is  frequently 
affording  solitary  examples  of  resistance  to  the  govern- 
ment, solitary  uullifiers,  who  throw  themselves  on  their 
reserved  rights ;  nay,  who  have  reserved  aU  their  rights ; 
who  reply  to  the  assessor,  and  to  the  clerk  of  court,  tliat 
they  do  not  know  the  State  ;  and  embarrass  the  courts 
of  law,  by  non-juring,  and  the  comraauder-iu.chief  of  the 
militia,  by  non-resistance. 

The  same  diapoailion  to  scrutiny  and  dissent  appeared 
in  civil,  festive,  neighborly,  and  domestic  society.     A 
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restless,  prying,  conscieatious  criticism  broke  out  in  un- 
expected quarters.  Wbo  gave  me  tlje  uione;  witli  which 
I  bougLt  mv  coat  ?  Wlij  sliould  professional  labor  and 
tUat  of  tlie  couutiug'liuuse  be  paid  so  disproportion  a  telj 
to  the  tabor  of  tbe  porter  aud  woodsawyer?  Tliis  it'liole 
business  of  Trade  gives  me  to  pause  and  tliink,  as  it  con- 
stitutes false  relations  between  ineu  ;  iiiasmucb  as  I  am 
prone  to  count  mjsclf  relieved  of  any  responsibilily  to 
behave  well  and  nobly  to  that  person  whom  I  pay  with 
money,  wbereas  if  1  had  not  tiiat  commodity,  1  should 
be  put  on  my  good  behavior  in  all  companies,  and  man 
would  be  a  benefactor  to  man,  as  being  Inmself  his  only 
certiRcate  (liat  be  bad  a  right  l«  those  aids  and  services 
which  eaeb  asked  of  tbe  other.  Am  I  not  too  protected 
a  person  ?  is  there  not  a  wide  disparity  betweeu  the  lot 
of  me  and  the  lot  of  tliee,  my  poor  brother,  my  poor 
sister?  Am  I  not  defrauded  of  jny  best  culture  iu  the 
loss  of  those  gynmastics  which  manual  labor  and  the 
emergencies  of  poverty  constitute ;  I  find  nolhing  liealtb- 
ful  or  exalting  in  the  smooth  conventions  of  society;  I 
do  not  like  the  close  air  of  saloons.  I  begin  to  suspect 
myself  to  be  a  prisoner,  though  treated  with  all  this 
courtesy  and  luxury.  I  pay  a  destructive  tax  in  mj 
conformity. 

Tbe  same  insatiable  criticism  may  be  traced  In  the 
efforts  for  tbe  reform  of  Education.  The  popular  edu- 
cation has  been  taxed  with  a  want  of  truth  and  nature. 
It  was  comphiiued  that  an  education  to  things  was  not 
given.  We  are  students  of  words ;  we  are  shut  np  in 
schools,  and  colleges,  and  recitation- rooms,  for  ten  or 
fifteen  years,  and  come  out  at  last  with  a  bag  of  wind,  a 
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memory  of  words,  and  do  not  Vnow  a  thing.  We  cannot 
use  Oiir  bands,  or  our  legs,  or  our  ejes,  or  our  anns.  Wo 
do  not  know  an  edible  root  in  tlie  woods,  we  eannot  tell 
our  course  b;  the  stars,  nor  tbe  hour  of  the  day  bj  the 
sun.  It  is  well  if  we  can  swim  and  skate.  We  are  afraid 
of  a  horse,  of  a  cow,  of  a  dog,  of  a  snake,  of  a  spider. 
The  Roman  rule  was  to  teach  a  boj  nothing  that  he  could 
not  learn  standing.  Tlie  old  English  rule  was,  '  All 
aammer  in  the  field,  and  all  winter  in  the  study.'  And 
it  seems  as  if  a  man  should  learn  to  plant,  or  to  (ish, 
or  to  hunt,  that  lie  might  secure  his  subsisteoce  at  all 
events,  and  not  be  painful  to  his  friends  and  fellow-men. 
The  lessons  of  science  should  be  experimental  also.  The 
sight  of  the  planet  through  a  telescope  is  worth  all  the 
course  on  astronomy;  the  shock  of  the  electric  spark 
in  the  elbow  outvalues  all  the  theories ;  the  taste  of 
the  nitrous  oxide,  the  firing  of  an  artificial  volcano,  are 
better  than  volumes  of  chemistry. 

One  of  the  traits  of  the  new  spirit  is  the  inquisition  it 
Gied  on  our  scholastic  devotion  to  the  dead  languages. 
Tlie  ancient  languages,  with  great  beauty  ot  structure, 
contain  wonderful  remains  of  genius,  which  draw,  and 
always  will  draw,  certain  likeminded  men,  — Greek  men, 
and  Roman  men,  in  all  eounlries,  t«  their  study ;  but  by 
a  wonderful  drowsiness  of  usage,  they  had  enacted  the 
study  of  all  men.  Once  (say  two  centuries  ago),  Latin 
and  Greek  had  a  strict  relation  to  all  the  science  and 
culture  there  was  in  Europe,  and  the  MathemaUcs  bad  a 
momentary  importance  at,  so.me  era  of  activity  in  physical 
science.  These  thin^  become  stereotyped  as  edvcalion, 
as  the  manner  of  men  is.    But  the  Good  Spirit  never 
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cared  for  tbe  colleges,  and  thougli  all  men  and  bojs  were 
now  drilled  in  Latin,  Greek,  and  Mallieinaties,  it  liad 
quite  left  these  shells  higii  and  drj  on  the  bench,  and 
was  now  creating  and  feeding  other  matters  at  other 
ends  of  the  world.  But  in  a  hundred  liigli  scliools  and 
colleges,  this  warfare  against  common -sense  still  goes  on. 
Tour,  or  six,  or  ten  jears,  the  pupil  is  parsing  Greek  and 
Latin,  and  as  soon  as  he  leaves  the  University,  as  it  is 
ludicrously  stjied,  he  shuts  those  hooks  for  the  last  time. 
Some  thousands  of  young  men  are  graduated  at  our  col' 
leges  in  this  country  every  year,  and  the  persona  who,  at 
forty  years,  still  read  Greek,  can  all  be  counted  on  your 
hand,  I  never  met  with  ten.  Four  or  five  persona  I 
have  seen  who  read  Plato. 

But  13  not  this  absurd,  that  the  whole  liberal  talent  of 
this  country  should  be  directed  in  its  best  years  on  stud- 
ies which  lead  to  nothing?  What  was  the  consequence  f 
Some  intelligent  persons  said  or  thought :  '  Is  that  Greek 
and  Latin  some  spell  to  conjni'c  with,  and  not  words  of 
reason  ?  It  the  physician,  the  lawyer,  the  divine,  never 
use  it  to  come  at  their  ends,  I  need  never  leani  it  to  come 
at  mine.  Conjuring  is  gone  out  of  fashion,  and  I  will 
omit  this  conjugating,  and  go  straight  to  affairs.'  So 
they  jumped  Ibe  Greek  and  Latin,  and  read  law,  medi' 
cine,  or  sermons,  without  it.  To  the  astonishment  of  all, 
the  self-niade  men  took  even  ground  at  once  nitb  the 
oldest  of  the  regular  graduates,  and  in  a  few  months  the 
most  conservative  circles  of  Boston  and  New  York  had 
quite  forgotten  who  of  their  gownsmen  was  college-bred, 
and  who  was  not. 

One  tendency  appears  alike  in  the  pliilosophical  specu- 
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lation,  and  in  llie  rudest  democratical  movements,  through 
all  tlie  petulauce  and  all  tlie  puerility,  the  wisU,  uamelv, 
to  cast  aside  the  superfluous,  and  arrive  at  short  methods, 
urged,  us  I  suppose,  b;  sji  intuition  that  the  human  spirit 
is  ec|ual  (o  all  eniergejicies  alone,  and  that  mau  is  more 
often  injured  than  heljied  b;  the  means  he  uses. 

I  conceive  ihis  gradual  CHsllugoff  of  materia!  aids,  and 
the  iudicalion  of  groving  trust  la  the  private,  self-sup- 
plied puvers  of  the  individual,  to  be  tbe  affiiniiitive  prin- 
ciple of  the  recent  pliilosoph]' ;  aud  that  it  is  feeling  ita 
own  profound  truth,  aud  is  reaching  forward  at  this  very 
hour  to  the  happiest  conclusions.  I  readil;  concede  that 
in  this,  as  iu  every  period  of  intellectual  activitj,  there 
has  been  a  noise  of  denial  and  protest;  much  was  to  be 
resisted,  much  was  to  be  got  rid  of  by  tlioae  who  were 
reared  in  the  old,  before  tliey  could  begin  to  affirm  aud 
to  construct.  Many  a  reformer  perishes  in  hb  removal 
of  rubbish,  —  and  that  makes  the  oflensiveness  of  the 
class.  They  are  partial ;  they  are  uot  equal  to  tlie  work 
they  pretend.  They  lose  tlieirway ;  in  the  assault  on  the 
kingdom  of  darkness,  they  expend  al!  tlieir  energy  on 
some  accidental  evil,  and  lose  their  sajiity  and  power  of 
benefit.  It  is  of  little  moment  that  one  oi- two,  or  twenty 
errors  of  our  social  system  be  corrected,  but  of  much  that 
tbe  man  be  in  his  senses. 

The  criticism  and  attack  ou  institutions  which  we  have 
witnessed  has  made  one  thing  plain,  that  society  gains 
notliing  whilst  a  man,  uot  himself  renovated,  attempts  to 
renovate  things  around  him  :  he  has  become  tediously 
good  iu  some  particular,  but  negligent  or  narrow  in  the 
rest ;  and  hypocnsy  and  vanity  are  on«n  the  disgusting 
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It  is  bandsoTneT  to  remain  in  the  establish  meiit  better 
than  the  estabLshment,  and  conduct  that  in  the  best 
manner,  than  to  make  a  sail;  against  evil  bj  some  single 
iniprovemeut,  without  suppurtii^  it  b;  a  total  regenera- 
tion. Do  not  be  so  vain  of  your  one  objection.  Do  jon 
think  there  is  onl;  one  ?  Alas  !  aij  good  friend,  tiiere  is 
no  part  of  societ;  or  of  life  better  than  any  other  [wrt. 
All  our  things  are  right  and  wrong  together.  Tbe  wave 
of  evil  washes  all  our  institutions  alike.  Do  you  com- 
phiin  of  our  Alarriage  F  Our  marriage  is  no  worse  than 
our  education,  our  diet,  our  trade,  our  social  customs. 
Do  you  complain  of  the  laws  of  Property  ?  It  is  a  ped- 
antry to  give  such  importance  to  them.  Can  we  not  play 
the  game  of  life  with  these  counters  as  well  as  with 
those ;  m  the  institution  of  property,  as  well  as  out  of  it. 
Let  into  it  the  new  and  renewing  principle  of  love,  and 
property  will  be  universality.  No  one  gives  the  impres- 
sion of  superiority  to  tlie  institution,  which  tie  must  give 
who  will  reform  it.  It  makes  no  difference  what  you 
say;  you  must  make  me  feel  that  you  are  aloof  from  it; 
by  your  natural  and  supernatural  advantages,  do  easily 
see  to  the  end  of  it,  —  do  see  liow  man  can  do  without 
it.  Now  all  men  are  on  one  side.  No  man  deserves  to 
be  heard  against  property.  Only  Love,  only  an  idea,  ia 
against  property,  as  we  hold  it. 

I  cannot  afford  lo  he  irritable  and  captious,  nor  to 
waste  all  my  time  in  attacks,  ■  If  I  should  go  out  of 
church  whenever  I  hear  a  false  sentiment,  I  could  never 
stay  there  five  minutes.  But  why  come  out?  the  street 
is  as  false  as  the  church,  and  when  I  get  to  my  house,  or 
to  my  manners,  or  to  my  speech,  I  have  not  got  away 
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frnin  the  lie.  When  we  see  an  eager  assailant  of  one  of 
tliese  wrongs,  a  special  reformer,  we  feel  like  asking  him, 
TVliat  right  have  jou,  air,  to  your  one  virtue?  Is  virtue 
piecemeal  ?     This  is  a  jewel  amidst  the  rags  of  a  be^ar. 

In  another  waj  (lie  right  will  be  vindicated.  In  the 
midst  of  abuses,  in  the  heart  of  cities,  in  the  aisles  of 
false  churches,  alike  in  one  place  and  in  another,  — -wher- 
ever^namely,  a  just  and  heroic  soul  finds  itself,  there  it 
will  do  what  is  next  at  liaiid,  and  fav  the  new  quality  of 
character  it  shall  put  forth,  it  shall  abrogate  that  old 
condition,  law,  or  school  in  which  it  stands,  before  the 
law  or  its  own  mind. 

If  partiality  was  one  fault  of  the  movement  party,  the 
other  defect  was  their  reliance  on  Association.  Doubb 
such  as  those  I  have  intimated  drove  many  good  persons 
to  agitat«  the  questions  of  social  reform.  But  the  revolt 
against  the  spirit  of  commerce,  the  spirit  of  aristocracy, 
and  the  inveterate  abuses  of  cities,  did  not  appear  possi- 
ble to  individuals ;  and  to  do  battle  against  numbers, 
they  armed  themselves  with  numbers,  and  against  con- 
cert, they  relied  on  new  concert. 

Following,  or  advancing  beyond  the  ideas  of  St.  Simon, 
of  Fourier,  and  of  Owen,  three  communities  have  already 
been  formed  in  Massachusetts  on  kindred  plans,  and 
many  more  in  the  country  at  lai^.  They  aim  to  give 
every  member  a  share  in  the  manual  labor,  to  give  an 
equal  reward  to  labor  and  to  talent,  and  to  nuite  a  liberal 
culture  with  an  education  to  labor.  The  scheme  offers, 
by  the  economies  of  associated  labor  and  expense,  to 
make  every  member  rich,  on  the  same  amount  of  prop- 
erty, that,  in  separate  families,  would  leave  every  member 


Digiiis^bvCoogle 


HEW    ENGLAND    SEFOKHERS.  213 

poor.  These  nev  associations  are  conipoaed  nf  men  and 
women  of  superior  talents  and  sentiments;  jet  it  maj 
easily  be  questioned,  whether  sueli  a  communitj  will 
draw,  except  in  its  beginnings,  tlie  able  and  the  good; 
wljetlier  tliose  who  have  energy  will  not  prefer  their 
chance  of  superiority  and  power  in  the  world,  to  the 
humble  certainties  of  the  association ;  whether  such  'a 
retreat  does  not  promise  to  become  an  asjluin  to  those 
who  have  tried  and  failed,  rather  than  a  fleld  to  the 
strong;  and  whether  the  members  will  not  iiecesaarilj  be 
fractions  of  men,  because  each  finds  tliat  he  cannot  enter 
it,  without  some  compromise.  Friendship  and  associa- 
tion are  very  line  things,  and  a  grand  phalanx  of  (he  best 
of  (he  human  race,  banded  for  some  catholic  object:  yes, 
excellent ;  but  remember  that  no  society  can  ever  be  so 
large  as  one  man.  He  in  his  friendship,  in  his  natural 
and  momentary  associations,  doubles  or  multiplies  him- 
self; but  in  the  hour  in  which  he  mortgages  himself  to 
two  or  ten  or  twenty,  he  dwarfs  himself  below  tlie  stature 

But  the  men  of  less  faith  could  not  thus  believe,  and 
to  such,  concert  appears  the  sole  specific  of  strength.  I 
have  failed,  and  you  have  failed,  but  perhaps  together 
we  shall  not  fail.  Our  housekeeping  is  not  satisfaetoiy 
to  us,  but  perhaps  a  phalanx,  a  community,  might  be. 
Many  of  us  have  differed  in  opinion,  and  we  could  Rnd 
no  man  who  could  make  the  truth  plain,  but  possibly  a 
college  or  an  ecclesiastical  council  might.  I  have  not 
been  able  either  to  persuade  mj  brother  or  to  prevail  on 
myself,  to  disuse  the  traffic  or  the  potation  of  brandy, 
but  perhaps  a  pledge  of  total  abstinence  might  effectually 
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testraiu  us.  The  candidate  mj  partj  votes  for  is  not  to 
be  trusted  with  a.  dollar,  but  lie  will  be  honest  in  the 
Senate,  for  we  can  briug  public  opinion  to  bear  on  bini. 
Thus  concert  was  the  specific  iu  all  cases.  But  concert 
ia  neither  better  nor  worse,  neither  mure  nor  less  potent, 
than  individual  force.  All  the  men  in  the  world  caunot 
nialie  a  atatue  walk  and  speak,  caunot  make  a  drop  of 
blood,  or  a  blade  of  grass,  any  more  than  one  man  can. 
But  let  there  be  one  man,  let  there  be  truth  in  two  men, 
in  t«n  men,  then  ia  concert  for  the  Qrst  time  possible, 
because  the  Soret  which  moves  the  world  is  a  new  qualitj, 
and  CMi  never  be  fumislicd  b;  addin<;  whatever  quantities 
of  a  diAereut  kind.  What  is  the  use  of  tiie  concert  of 
the  false  and  the  disunited?  There  ctua.  be  uo  coueert  iu 
two,  where  there  is  uo  concert  in  one.  When  the  indi- 
vidual is  not  indieidual,  but  is  dual;  when  his  thoughts 
look  one  waj,  and  his  actions  another;  wheu  tiis  faith  is 
traversed  by  his  habits ;  wheu  his  will,  enlightened  b; 
reason,  is  warped  b;  his  sense ;  wheu  with  one  hand  be 
rows,  and  with  the  other  backs  water,  what  concert  can 
be? 

I  do  not  wonder  at  the  interest  these  projects  inspire. 
The  world  is  awaking  to  the  idea  of  union,  and  these 
experiments  show  what  it  is  thinking-  of  It  is  and  will 
be  magic.  Men  will  live  and  communicate,  and  plough, 
and  reap,  and  govern,  as  bj  added  ethereal  power,  when 
once  tUey  are  united;  as  in  a  celebrated  experiment,  bj 
expiration  aud  respiration  exactly  together,  four  persona 
lift  a  heavy  mau  from  the  ground  b_y  the  little  finger  onlj, 
and  without  sense  of  weight,  fiut  this  union  must  be 
iuwai'd,  and  not  one  of  covenants,  and  is  to  be  reached 
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b;  a  reverse  of  tlie  methods  they  use.  The  tinion  is  oulf 
perfect,  irhen  all  the  uniters  are  isolated.  It  is  tlie  uiiioa 
of  friends  wlio  live  iii  different  streets  or  towns.  Each 
nan,  if  he  atteiiipis  to  join  himself  to  others,  is  on  all 
sides  cramped  and  diminished  of  his  proportion;  and  the 
stricter  tlie  union,  the  smaller  and  the  more  pitiful  be  is. 
But  leave  him  alone,  to  recognize  in  every  hour  and 
place  the  secret  soul,  he  will  gu  up  and  down  doing  the 
works  of  a  true  member,  aud,  to  the  astonishment  of  all, 
the  work  will  be  done  with  concert,  thougli  no  man 
spoke.  Government  will  be  adamantine  without  any 
governor.    The  uuion  must  be  ideal  in  actual  iudividu- 

1  pass  to  the  indication  in  some  particulars  of  that 
faitb  in  man,  which  the  lieart  is  preaching  to  us  in  lliese 
days,  and  which  engages  the  more  regard,  from  the  con- 
sideralion,  that  the  speculatious  of  one  generation  ace 
the  history  of  tlie  next  following. 

In  alluding  just  now  (o  our  system  of  education,  I 
spoke  of  tlie  deadness  of  its  details.  But  it  is  open  to 
graver  criticism  than  the  palsy  of  its  membera;  it  is  a 
system  of  despair.  The  disease  with  which  the  human 
mind  now  labors  la  want  of  faith.  Men  do  not  believe 
in  a  power  of  education.  We  do  not  think  we  can  speak 
to  divine  sentiments  in  man,  and  we  do  not  try.  "VVe 
renounce  all  high  aims.  We  believe  that  the  defects  of 
BO  many  perverse  and  so  many  frivolous  people,  who 
make  up  society,  are  organic,  and  society  is  a  hospiiul 
of  incurables.  A  man  of  good  sense  but  of  little  faith, 
whose  compassion  seemed  to  lead  him  to  church  as  often 
as  he  went  there,  said  to  me,  "  that  he  liked  to  have 
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coDcerts,  and  fairs,  and  cliuiclies,  and  otber  public 
amusemeaU  go  on."  I  am  afraid  tbe  remark  is  too 
Lonest,  and  comes  from  llic  same  origin  aa  tie  maxim  of 
tlie  tjraiit,  "  If  jou  would  rule  tlie  world  quiettj,  jou 
must  keep  it  amused."  I  DOlice  too,  tliat  Hie  ground 
on  which  eminent  pubEic  servants  urge  the  claims  of 
popular  education  is  fear:  'Tills  country  is  filling  up 
with  thousands  and  millions  of  voters,  and  jou  must 
educate  them  to  keep  Lhem  from  our  throats.'  We  do 
not  believe  that  anj  education,  anj  system  of  philosophy, 
any  influence  of  genius,  will  ever  ^ve  depth  of  insight 
to  a  superficial  mind.  Uaving  settled  ourselves  uito  this 
infidelity,  our  skill  is  expended  to  procure  alleviations, 
dirersion,  opiates.  We  adorn  the  victim  witL  manual 
skill,  ha  tongue  witb  langua<^,  his  body  with  inoffeD- 
sive  and  comely  manners.  So  have  we  cunningly  hid 
the  tragedy  of  limitation  and  imier  death  we  cannot 
avert.  Is  it  strange  tliat  society  should  be  devoured  by 
ft  secret  melancholy,  which  breaks  through  all  its  smiles, 
and  all  its  gayety  aud  games  F 

But  even  one  step  further  our  infidelity  baa  gone.  It 
appears  that  some  doubt  is  felt  by  good  and  wise  men, 
whether  really  the  happiness  and  probity  of  men  are 
increased  by  the  culture  of  the  mind  in  those  disciplines 
to  which  we  give  the  name  of  education.  Unliappily, 
too,  the  doubt  comes  from  scholars,  from  persons  who 
have  tried  these  methods.  In  their  experience,  the 
scholar  was  not  raised  by  tbe  sacred  thoughts  amongst 
which  he  dwelt,  but  used  them  to  selfish  ends.  He  was 
a  profane  person,  and  became  a  showman,  tui-ning  Ills 
gifts  to  a  marketable  use,  and  not  to  liis  own  sustenance 
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and  growtli.  It  was  found  tliat  the  intellect  oould  be 
judepeudcuttj  developed,  tliat  is,  iu  se|)aralian  from  the 
man,  as  au;  aiugle  organ  can  be  invigorated,  and  tlie 
result  was  monstrous.  A  canine  appetite  for  knowledge 
VBs  generated,  wliicli  mnst  still  be  fed,  but  was  never 
sntisfied,  and  this  knowledge  not  being  directed  on  aC' 
tion,  never  look  the  character  of  substantial,  humane 
truth,  blessing  those  whom  it  entered.  It  gave  (lie 
Bciiolar  certain  powers  of  expression,  the  power  of  speech, 
the  power  of  poetrj,  at  liUrary  art,  but  it  did  not  brjug 
him  to  peace,  or  to  beneticence. 

When  the  literarj  class  betraj  a  destitution  of  fiiith, 
it  is  not  strange  that  sociel;  should  be  disheartened  nud 
sensualized  by  unbelief.  Wliat  remedy  ?  Life  must  be 
lived  on  a  higher  plane.  We  must  go  up  to  a  higher 
platform,  to  which  we  are  always  iuvited  to  ascend; 
there,  the  whole  aspect  of  things  changes,  I  resist  the 
scepticism  of  our  education,  and  of  our  educated  men. 
1  do  not  believe  that  the  differences  of  0|iinion  and  char- 
acter in  men  are  organic.  I  do  not  recognize,  beside 
the  class  of  the  good  and  the  wise,  a  permanent  chiss  of 
sceptics,  or  a  class  of  conservatives,  or  of  nialiguants,  or 
of  materialists.  I  do  not  believe  in  two  classes.  You 
remember  the  story  of  the  poor  woman  who  importuned 
King  Philip  of  Macedon  to  grart  her  justice,  which 
Philip  refused :  the  woman  exclaimed,  "  I  appeal " :  the 
king,  astonished,  asked  to  irhom  she  appealed:  the 
woman  replied,  "  From  Philip  drunk  to  Philip  sober." 
The  text  will  sait  me  very  well.  I  beliere  not  in  two 
chisses  of  men,  but  in  man  in  two  moods,  in  Philip 
drunk  and  Philip  sober.    I  tliiuk,  according  to  the  good- 
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hearted  word  of  Plato,  "  Unwillinglj  llie  soul  is  deprired 
of  truth."  Iron  coiiser?ative,  miser,  or  tliief,  no  man 
is,  but  bj  a  supposed  necessity,  wliicli  lie  tolerates  bj 
shortness  or  torpiditj  of  sight.  The  soul  lets  uo  mau 
go  without  some  visitations  and  holydajs  of  a  diviner 
pi-esence.  It  would  be  easy  to  show,  by  a  narrow  scan- 
ning of  any  man's  biograpliy,  tbat  we  are  not  so  wedded 
to  our  paltry  performances  of  every  kind,  but  that  every 
man  has  at  intervals  the  grace  to  scorn  his  perform auces, 
in  comparing  tliem  with  bis  belief  of  what  be  should  do, 
tliat  he  puts  himself  on  the  side  of  his  enemies,  listeiiiug 
gludly  to  wliat  they  say  of  him,  and  accusuig  himself  of 
tlie  same  things. 

What  is  it  men  love  in  Genius,  but  its  iuGnite  hope, 
wliicli  degrades  all  it  has  done  ?  Genius  counts  all  its 
miracles  poor  and  short.  Its  own  idea  it  never  exe- 
cuted. The  Iliad,  tlie  Hamlet,  the  Doric  column,  tbe 
Roman  arch,  the  Gothic  minster,  the  German  anthem, 
when  lliey  are  ended,  the  master  casts  behind  him.  How 
sinks  the  song  in  the  waves  of  melody  wiilch  the  uni- 
verse pours  over  his  soul !  Before  that  gracious  InGuite, 
out  of  which  lie  drew  these  few  strokes,  bow  mean  they 
look,  though  tlie  praises  of  the  world  attend  them.  From 
the  triumphs  of  his  art,  he  turns  with  desire  to  this 
greater  defeat.  Let  those  admire  who  will.  With  silent 
joy  lie  sees  himself  to  be  capable  of  a  beauty  that  eclipses 
all  which  his  hands  have  done,  all  which  human  hands 
have  ever  done. 

Well,  we  are  all  the  children  of  genius,  the  children 
of  virtue,  —  and  feel  their  inspirations  in  our  happier 
Iiuurs.    Is  not  every  man  samttinies  a  radical  in  politics  ? 
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Uen  are  oonservatires  vhen  the;  nre  least  vigorous,  or 
wben  thej  are  most  luxurious.  Tliey  are  conservatives 
after  dinner,  or  before  taking  their  rest ;  when  tliey  are 
sick  or  aged;  in  Ibe  moming,  or  irlieii  llieir  lutellect 
or  their  conscience  lias  been  aroused,  vlieu  the;  hear 
music,  or  when  tUej  read  poetrj,  thej  are  radicals.  In. 
the  circle  of  the  rankest  tories  that  could  be  collected  in 
England,  Old  or  New,  let  a  powerful  and  stimuhiting  in- 
tellect, a  man  of  great  heart  and  mind,  act  on  them,  and 
very  quioklj  these  frozen  conservators  will  yield  to  the 
friendly  influence,  these  hopeless  will  begin  to  hope, 
these  haters  will  begia  to  love,  these  immovable  statues 
will  begm  (o  spin  and  revolve.  I  cannot  help  recalling 
the  fine  anecdote  which  Warton  relates  of  Bishop  Berke- 
ley, whcu  he  was  preparing  to  leave  Eiigland,  with  his 
phin  of  planting  the  gospel  among  llie  American  savages. 
"Lord  Bathurst  told  me  tliat  the  members  of  the  Scrilj- 
lerus  club,  being  met  at  his  house  at  dinner,  they  agreed 
to  rally  Berkeley,  who  was  also  his  guest,  on  his  scheme 
at  Bermudas.  Berkeley,  having  listened  to  the  many 
lively  things  the;  had  to  say,  begged  l«  be  heard  in  his 
turn,  and  displayed  his  plan  with  sucli  an  astonishing  and 
animating  force  of  eloquence  and  enthusiasm,  that  tliey 
were  struck  dumb,  and,  after  some  pause,  rose  up  all 
together  with  earnestness,  exclaiming,  '  Let  us  set  out 
with  him  immediately.'"  Men  in  all  ways  are  better 
than  they  seem.  They  like  flattery  for  the  moment,  but 
they  know  the  truth  for  their  own.  It  is  a  foolish  cow- 
ardice whicli  keeps  us  from  trusting  them,  and  speak- 
ing to  them  rude  truth.  They  resent  your  honesty  for 
an  instant,  they  will  thank  you  for  it  always.    What  is 
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it  we  lieartilj  wish  of  each  other  ?  Is  it  to  be  pleased 
aud  flattered  ?  Nu,  but  lo  be  convicted  and  exposed,  to 
be  slmtned  out  of  our  nonsense  of  aU  kinds,  and  made 
men  of,  instead  of  ghosts  aud  phantoms.  We  are  weary 
of  gliding  gliostlike  through  the  world,  wliicli  is  itself  so 
slight  and  unreal.  We  crave  a  sense  of  reality,  though 
it  came  in  strokes  of  pain.  I  explain  so,  —  b;  this  aian- 
like  love  of  truth,  —  tliose  excesses  and  errors  into 
wliicli  souls  of  great  vjgur,  but  not  equal  insight,  often 
fall.  They  feel  the  poverty  at  tlie  bottom  of  all  tlie  seeoi- 
lug  affluence  of  the  world.  Thej  know  the  speed  with 
which  tbey  come  straight  througli  tlie  thin  masquerade, 
and  conceive  a  disgust  at  the  indigence  of  nature : 
Rousseau,  Mirabeau,  Charles  Fox,  Napoleon,  Byron,  — 
and  I  could  easily  add  names  nearer  home,  of  raging 
riders,  who  drive  tlieir  steeds  so  hard,  iu  the  violence  of 
living  In  forget  its  illusion :  tliey  would  know  the  worst, 
and  tread  the  floors  of  hell.  The  heroes  of  ancient  aud 
modern  foine,  Cimon,  Themistoctes,  Alctbiades,  Alexan- 
der, Ciesar,  have  treated  life  and  fortune  as  a  game  to 
be  well  and  skilfully  played,  but  the  stake  not  to  be  so 
valued  but  that  any  time  it  could  be  held  as  a  trifle 
tiglit  as  air,  and  thrown  up.  Cnsar,  just  before  the  battle 
of  Pliarsalia,  discourses  with  )lie  Egyptian  priest,  con- 
cerning the  fountains  of  the  Nile,  and  offers  to  quit  the 
army,  the  empire,  and  Cleopatra,  if  he  will  show  him 
those  mysterious  sources. 

Tlie  same  magnanimity  shows  itself  in  our  social  rela- 
tions, iu  tlie  preference,  namely,  which  each  man  gives  to 
the  society  of  superiors  over  that  of  his  equals.  All  that 
a  man  has,  will  he  give  for  right  relations  with  bis  mates. 
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All  tTiat  lie  has,  will  be  give  for  an  erect  demeanor  in 
ever;  conipaii;  and  on  each  occasion.  He  alms  at  such 
tilings  as  his  neiglibors  prize,  and  gives  his  days  and 
nights,  his  talents  and  his  heart,  to  strike  a  good  stroke, 
to  acquit  himself  in  all  men's  siglit  as  a  man.  The  con- 
sideration of  an  eminent  citizen,  a(  a  noted  mercliant,  of 
a  man  of  mark  in  his  profeasioQ ;  naval  and  military 
honor,  a  general's  commission,  a  marslial's  bat«n,  a  ducal 
coronet,  the  laurel  of  poets,  aud,  anyliov  procured,  the 
acknowledgment  of  eminent  merit,  have  this  lustre  for 
each  candidate,  that  the;  enable  him  to  walk  erect  and 
unashamed,  in  the  presence  of  some  persons,  before  whom 
he  felt  himself  inferior.  Having  raised  himself  to  this 
rank,  having  established  his  equalilj  with  chiss  alter 
class,  of  those  with  whom  lie  would  live  well,  he  still 
Hnds  certain  others,  before  whom  he  cannot  possess 
himself,  because  the;  have  somewhat  fairer,  somewhat 
grander,  somewhat  purer,  which  extorts  homage  of  him. 
Is  his  ambition  pare?  then,  will  his  laurels  and  his  pos- 
sessions seem  worthless :  instead  of  avoiding  these  men 
who  make  his  Bne  gold  dim,  he  will  cast  all  behind  him, 
and  seek  their  society  onl;,  woo  and  embrace  this  his 
humiliation  and  mortification,  until  he  shall  know  whj 
his  eye  sinks,  his  voice  is  husk;,  and  his  brilliant  talents 
are  paralyzed  in  this  presence.  He  is  sure  that  the  soul 
which  ^ves  the  lie  to  all  things  will  tell  none.  His  con- 
stitution will  not  mislead  liim.  If  it  cannot  carry  itself 
as  it  ought,  high  and  unmatchable  in  the  presence  of 
any  man,  if  the  secret  oracles  whose  whisper  makes  the 
sweetness  and  dignity  of  his  life  do  here  withdraw  and 
accompany  him  uo  longer,  it  is  time  to  undervalue  what 
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be  hu  valued,  to  dispossess  himself  of  what  he  has  ac- 
quired, aud  with  CKsar  to  take  in  his  hand  the  arm;, 
the  empire,  and  Cleopatra,  and  say,  "All  these  will  I 
reliuquish,  if  jou  will  show  me  the  fountains  of  the 
Nile."  Dear  to  ua  are  those  who  love  us;  the  swift 
moments  we  spend  with  them  are  a  compensation  for  a 
great  deal  of  misery  ;  thej  enlarge  our  life ;  —  but  dearer 
are  those  who  reject  us  as  unworthy,  for  they  add 
another  life :  they  build  a  lieaveu  before  us,  whereof  we 
had  not  dreamed,  and  thereby  supply  to  ua  new  powers 
out  of  the  recesses  of  the  spirit,  and  urge  us  to  new  and 
unaltempted  performauoes. 

As  erery  man  at  heart  wishes  the  best  and  not  inferior 
society,  wishes  to  be  convicted  of  his  error,  and  to  come 
to  himself,  so  he  wishes  that  the  same  healing  should 
not  stop  in  his  thought,  but  should  penetrate  his  will  or 
active  power.  The  selfish  man  suffers  more  from  his 
selfishness,  than  he  from  whom  that  selfishness  withholds 
some  important  benefit.  What  he  most  wishes  is  to  be 
lifted  to  some  higber  platform,  that  he  may  see  beyond 
his  present  fear  the  transalpine  good,  so  that  his  fear,  his 
coldness,  his  custom,  may  be  brokeu  up  like  fragments  of 
ice,  melted  aud  carried  away  in  the  great  stream  of  good- 
will. Do  jou  ask  my  aid  F  I  also  wish  to  be  a  bene- 
factor. I  wish  more  to  be  a  benefactor  and  servant, 
than  you  wish  to  be  served  by  me,  and  surely  the  great- 
est good  fortune  that  could  befall  me  is  precisely  to  be 
so  moved  by  you  that  I  should  say,  'Take  me  and  all 
mine,  and  use  me  and  mine  freely  to  your  ends !'  for, 
I  could  not  say  it,  otherwise  than  because  a  great  en- 
lai-gciLicut  had  come  to  my  heart  aud  mind,  which  made 
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me  superior  to  my  fortuneH.  Here  wo  are  paralyzed 
wilh  fear ;  we  hold  on  to  our  little  properties,  houiie  tiud 
laud,  office  aad  money,  for  the  bread  wliicb  they  have  in 
our  experience  yielded  us,  altiiougli  we  confess,  tijat  our 
being  does  not  flow  tlirougli  them.  We  desire  to  be 
made  great,  we  desire  to  be  touclied  with  that  fire  whicli 
shall  command  this  ice  to  stream,  and  make  our  exist- 
ence a  benefit.  If  tbetefore  we  start  objectiona  to  your 
project,  O  friend  of  the  slave,  or  friend  of  tbe  poor,  or  of 
the  race,  understand  well,  that  it  is  because  we  wish  to 
drive  you  to  drive  us  iuto  your  measures.  We  wish  to 
hear  ourselves  coufuted.  We  are  haunted  with  a  belief 
that  you  have  a  secret,  which  it  would  h^hliest  advan- 
tage Ds  to  leani,  and  we  would  force  you  to  impart  it 
to  us,  though  it  should  bring  as  to  prison,  or  to  worse 
extremity. 

Nothiug  shall  warp  me  from  the  belief,  that  every  man 
13  a  lover  of  truth.  There  is  no  pure  lie,  no  pure  malig- 
nity in  nature.  The  entertainment  of  the  proposition  of 
depravity  is  tlie  last  profligacy  and  profsnation.  There 
is  no  scepticism,  no  atheism,  hot  that.  Could  it  b« 
received  into  common  belief,  suicide  would  unppople  the 
planet.  Il  has  had  a  name  to  live  in  sonie  dogmatic 
theology,  but  each  man's  innocence  and  his  real  liking 
of  his  neighbor  liave  Jiept  il  a  dead  letter.  I  remember 
staudiiig  at  the  polls  one  day,  when  Hie  anger  of  the 
political  contest  gave  a  cerfaiu  grimness  to  the  faces  of 
the  iudependent  electors,  and  a  good  man  at  my  aide 
looking  on  the  people,  remarked,  "  I  am  satisfied  tliat 
tbe  Urgest  part  of  these  men,  on  either  side,  mean  to 
vole  right."     I  suppose,  oonaiderate  observers  looking 
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■t  the  muses  of  men,  in  their  blameless,  and  in  tlieir 
equivocal  actions,  vill  assent,  tliat  in  spite  of  selflshiiesa 
and  frivolity,  the  general  purpose  in  tlie  great  number  of 
persons  is  fidelitj,  Tlie  reason  wlij  anj  one  refuses  his 
assent  to  jonr  opinion,  or  his  aid  to  jour  beiievuleiit 
design,  is  in  you  :  he  refuses  to  accept  jou  as  a  bringer 
of  truth,  because,  tiraugh  tou  think  jou  have  it,  he  feeta 
that  JOU  have  it  not.  You  have  not  given  him  the 
authentic  sign. 

If  it  were  worth  while  to  ran  into  details  this  general 
doctrine  of  the  latent  but  ever-soliciting  Spirit,  it  would 
be  easj  to  adduce  illustration  in  particulars  of  a  man's 
eqnalitj  to  the  chureh,  of  his  eqnalitj  to  the  state,  and 
of  his  equalitj  to  every  other  man.  It  is  yet  in  all  men's 
memory,  tliat,  a  few  years  ago,  the  liberal  churches  com- 
plained, that  the  CalviuLstlc  church  denied  to  them  the 
name  of  Cliriatian.  I  think  the  complaint  was  confes- 
sion: a  religious  church  would  not  complain.  A  religious 
man  like  Behmcn,  Fox,  or  Swedenborg  is  not  irritated  by 
wanting  the  sanction  of  the  church,  but  the  church  feds 
the  accusation  of  his  presence  and  belief. 

It  only  needs  that  a  just  man  should  walk  in  our 
streets,  to  make  it  appear  how  pitiful  and  inartificial  a 
contrivance  is  our  legislation.  The  man  whose  part  is 
taken,  and  who  does  not  wait  for  society  in  anythinj^.  has 
a  power  which  society  cannot  choose  but  feel.  The  famil- 
iar experiment,  called  the  hydrostatic  paradox,  in  which  a 
capillary  column  of  water  balances  the  ocean,  is  a  symbol 
of  the  relation  of  one  man  to  the  whole  family  of  men. 
Tlie  wise  Dandamis,  on  hearing  the  lives  of  Socrates, 
Fythngoras,  and  Diogenes  read,  "judged   them  to  be 
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great  men  everj  way,  excepting,  that  tliej  were  too 
mucli  subjected  to  the  reverence  of  tlie  laws,  wlilch  h> 
tecoud  and  authorize,  true  virtue  rnuat  abate  ler;  much 
of  its  original  vigor." 

And  as  a  mait  is  equal  to  the  church,  and  equai  to  the 
state,  so  he  is  equal  to  everj  oilier  man.  The  disparities 
of  power  in  men  are  superficial ;  and  all  frank  and  search- 
ing conversation,  in  which  a  man  lays  himself  open  lo 
his  brother,  apprises  each  of  tjieir  radical  unity.  When 
two  persons  sit  and  converse  in  a  Ihoroiighly  good  under- 
standing, the  remark  is  sure  to  he  made.  See  liow  we 
have  disput«d  about  words !  Let  a  clear,  apprelienaire 
mind,  such  as  every  man  knows  amon^  his  friends,  con- 
Terse  with  the  most  commanding  poetic  genius,  I  think, 
it  would  appear  that  there  was  no  nirqiiahty  sucli  as  men 
^cj  between  them ;  that  a  perfect  uuderstandini:;,  a  like 
receiving,  a  like  perceiving,  abolished  differences,  and 
the  poet  would  confess,  that  his  creative  inmgiiiafinn 
gave  him  no  deep  advanlagr,  but  only  the  superficial 
one,  that  he  could  express  himself,  and  the  oilier  could 
not;  that  liis  advantage  was  a  knack,  which  might  im- 
pose on  indolent  men,  hut  could  not  impose  on  lovers 
of  truth ;  for  they  know  the  ta'^  of  talent,  or,  nliat  a 
price  of  greatness  the  power  of  cTpression  too  often  pays. 
I  believe  it  is  the  conviction  of  the  purest  men,  that  the 
net  amount  of  man  and  man  does  not  much  vary  Encli 
is  incomparably  superior  to  his  companion  in  some  fac- 
ulty. His  want  of  skill  in  other  directions  has  added  to 
bis  fitness  for  his  own  work.  Each  seems  to  have  some 
compensation  yielded  to  him  by  his  infirmity,  and  every 
hinderance  operates  as  a  concentration  of  hb  force. 
10*  o 
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These  and  tbe  like  experiences  iatiTnate,  that  man 
stands  in  strict  connection  with  a  higher  fact  never  yet 
mBDireated.  Tliere  is  power  over  and  behind  us,  and  we 
are  the  channels  or  ite  communicatLons.  We  seeL  lo  say 
thus  and  so,  and  over  our  head  some  spirit  sita,  which 
contradicts  what  we  saj.  We  would  persuade  our  fellow 
to  this  or  that;  anotler  self  witliin  our  eyes  dissuades 
him.  That  which  we  keep  back,  this  reveaJs.  In  vaia 
we  compose  our  faces  and  our  words;  it  holds  uncon- 
trollable communication  with  the  enemy,  and  he  answers  ' 
civilly  to  us,  but  believes  the  apirit.  We  exclaim, 
'  There  'a  a  traitor  in  tbe  house ! '  but  at  last  it  appears 
that  he  is  the  true  man,  and  1  am  the  traitor.  This  open 
channel  to  the  highest  lite  is  the  first  and  last  reality,  so 
subtle,  so  quiet,  jet  so  tenacious,  that  although  I  have 
never  expressed  the  truth,  and  althnuf^h  I  have  never 
beard  the  expression  of  it  from  any  other,  I  know  Ihat- 
the  whole  f  ruth  is  here  for  me.  What  if  I  cannot  answer  - 
your  questions?  I  am  not  pained  that  I  cannot  frame 
a  reply  to  the  question.  What  is  the  operation  we  call 
Providence  F  There  lies  the  unspoken  thing,  present, 
omnipresent.  Every  time  we  converse,  we  seek  lo  trans- 
late it  into  speech,  hut  whether  we  hit,  or  whether  we 
miss,  we  have  tbe  fact.  Every  discourse  is  an  approxi- 
mate answer:  but  it  is  of  small  consequence,  that  we  do 
not  get  it  into  verbs  and  nouns,  whilst  it  abides  for  eon- 
tempi  ation  forever. 

If  the  angiiries  of  tbe  prophesying  heart  shall  make 
themselves  good  in  time,  the  man  who  shall  be  bom, 
whose  advent  men  and  events  prepare  and  foreshow,  is 
one  who  shall  enjoy  his  connection  witJi  a  higher  life. 
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with  the  man  withia  man;  slifll!  destroy  distrust  bj  his 
trust,  shall  use  his  native  but  furgottcn  methods,  shall 
not  take  counsel  of  fiesli  aiid  blood,  but  shall  rel;  on  tbe 
Law  alive  and  beautiful,  which  works  over  our  heads  and 
under  our  feet.  Pitiless,  it  avails  itself  of  our  success, 
wjien  we  obej  it,  and  of  our  ruin,  when  we  contravene 
it.  Men  are  all  secret  believers  in  it,  ebe,  the  word 
"justice"  would  have  no  meaning:  the;  believe  that  (he 
best  is  the  true ;  that  right  is  done  at  last ;  or  chaos 
would  come.  It  rewards  nctione  after  their  nature,  and 
not  after  the  design  of  the  agent.  '  Work,'  it  saith  to 
man,  '  iu  every  hour,  pud  or  unpaid,  see  only  that  thou 
vork,  Bud  thou  canst  not  escape  the  reward :  whether 
tijy  work  be  fine  or  coarse,  planting  corn  or'  writing 
epics,  so  only  it  be  honest  work,  done  to  tliine  own  ap- 
probation, it  shall  earn  a  reward  to  the  senses  as  well  as 
to  the  thought:  no  matter  how  often  c(efeated,  you  are 
bom  to  victory.  The  reward  of  a  thing  well  done  is  to 
have  done  it.' 

As  soon  as  a  man  is  wonted  to  look  beyond  surfaces, 
and  to  see  how  tliis  high  will  prevails  without  an  ex- 
ception or  on  interval,  he  settles  himself  into  serenity. 
He  can  already  rely  on  the  laws  of  gravity,  that  every 
stoue  will  &11  where  it  is  due  ;  the  good  globe  is  faith- 
ful, and  carries  us  securely  through  the  celestial  spaces, 
anxious  or  resigned  :  we  need  not  interfere  to  help  it 
on,  and  he  will  learn,  one  day,  the  mild  lesson  they  t«acb, 
tliat  our  own  orbit  is  all  our  task,  and  we  need  not  assist 
the  administration  of  the  universe.  Do  not  be  so  im- 
patient to  set  the  town  right  concerning  the  unfounded 
pretensions  and  the  false  reputation  of  certain  men  of 
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atuiding.  Thej  are  laboring  harder  to  set  the  lown 
ri^t  oonoenuDg  themselves,  ftnd  will  certainlj  sncceed. 
SuppresB  for  a  few  dajs  jour  criticUm  on  the  insnfficieDC; 
of  tbis  or  that  teacher  or  experimeuler,  and  he  will  hare 
demoiutnted  his  insufficiene;  to  all  meti'a  ejes.  In  like 
manner,  let  a  man  fall  into  the  divine  circuits,  and  he  is 
enlai^d.  Obedience  to  his  geuius  ia  the  onl;  liberating 
influence.  We  «i»h  to  escape  from  subjection,  and  a 
■enae  of  inferioritj,  —  and  we  make  self-denjing  ordi- 
nances, we  drink  water,  we  eat  grass,  we  refuse  the 
hws,  we  go  to  jail;  it  is  all  in  vain  ;  onl;  bj  obedience 
to  his  genius ;  only  b;  the  freest  activity  in  the  waj  con- 
stitutional to  hb),  does  an  angel  seem  to  arise  before  a 
man,  and  lead  him  by  the  hand  out  of  all  the  wards  of 
the  prison. 

That  which  befits  us,  imbosomed  in  beauty  and  won- 
der as  we  are,  is  cheerfulness  and  courage,  and  the 
endeavor  to  realize  our  aspirations.  Tbe  life  of  man  is 
the  true  romance,  which,  when  it  is  valiantly  conducted, 
will  yield  tbe  imagination  a  higher  joy  than  any  fiction. 
All  around  ns,  what  powers  arc  wrapped  up  under  the 
coarse  mattings  of  custom,  and  ail  wonder  prevented. 
It  is  so  wonderful  to  our  neurologists  that  a  man  can  sec 
without  his  eyes,  that  it  does  not  occur  to  them,  that  il 
is  just  as  wonderful,  that  he  should  see  with  them ;  and 
that  is  ever  the  difference  between  the  wise  and  the  un- 
wise :  the  latter  wonders  at  what  is  unusual,  the  wise 
man  wonders  at  the  usual.  Shall  not  the  heart  which 
liHs  received  so  much,  trust  the  Power  by  which  it  lives  ? 
May  it  not  quit  other  leadings,  and  listen  to  tbe  Soul 
that  hss  guided  it  so  geutiy,  and  taught  it  so  much, 
secure  that  the  future  will  be  worthy  of  the  pastF 
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